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PREFACE 


I  HAVE  undertaken  in  this  edition  to  collect  all 
the  poems  of  Shelley,  to  ascertain  and  establish 
an  authentic  text  for  the  ordinary  reader  a^d  fur- 
nish  the  student  with  a  view  of  its  sources,  varia- 
tions, and  suggested  emendations,  and  to  give  in 
the  Notes  the  history  of  each  poem.  Shelley's 
text  stands  in  need  of  such  laborious  editing, 
to  a  degree  exceptional  in  the  work  of  modern 
writers,  owing  to  the  fact  that  such  poems  as  he 
prepared  for  the  press  were  inaccurately  printed, 
and  that  a  large  proportion  of  the  whole  was  pub- 
lished after  his  death  from  confused  and  varying 
manuscripts.  The  personal  judgment  of  the  editor 
coimts  for  so  much  in  any  edition  that  a  variorum 
text  is  the  only  just  and  perfect  rendering  of  his 
poetry  that  is  now  possible.  Nevertheless,  the 
reproduction  of  the  originals,  whether  Shelley's 
own  editions  or  his  manuscripts  or  transcripts 
from  them,  need  not  be  exact  to  the  point  of 
facsimile;  and,  with  this  view,  it  is  here  limited 
to  what  is  material. 
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The  punctuation  has  been  revised.  Shelley  did 
not  —  either  in  composing,  where  the  points  often 
represent  merely  the  pauses  of  his  mind  and  not 
of  the  sense,  or  in  preparing  for  the  press,  where 
he  relied  much  on  Mrs.  Shelley's  copying  though 
he  revised  it  —  give  such  attention  to  punctuation 
as  to  make  it  possible  or  desirable  to  follow  his 
own  hand ;  and,  in  such  poems  as  were  most  care- 
fully written  in  this  respect,  he  practised  a  usage 
of  his  time  that  is  perplexing  or  misleading  to  the 
ordinary  reader  accustomed  to  the  habits  of  the 
press  to-day.  The  colon  and  the  dash  were  favor- 
ite points  then,  but  are  now  less  employed;  and 
though  the  change  of  fashion  is  most  marked  in 
these  examples,  it  is  pervasive.  Shelley's  points, 
however,  have  been  retained,  as  a  rule,  in  cases 
where  a  rhetorical  effect  was  plainly  aimed  at  and 
is  still  secured  by  the  points  he  used,  and  also 
where  the  melodic  time  or  flow  of  the  line  is  per- 
ceptibly affected  by  points  that  serve  no  other  pur- 
pose. In  all  other  cases  such  pimctuation  is  em- 
ployed as  best  discloses  the  structure  or  clarifies 
the  sense,  according  to  present  usage.  I  have 
endeavored,  nevertheless,  not  to  depart  unneces- 
sarily from  the  custom  of  the  early  editions.  Sim- 
ilarly, the  spelling  has  been  modernized.  Shelley 
often  misspelled ;  and,  though  at  times  he  used  by 
choice  the  archaic  form  of  some  particular  words, 
his  practice  in  regard  to  these  is  variable  and  in 
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many  cases  not  to  be  determined  beyond  doubt. 
Such  archaisms  seem  to  me  to  have  no  poetic  value 
in  his  poems.  The  simplest  decision,  therefore,  was 
to  employ  modem  forms  throughout.  In  the  mat- 
ter of  the  use  of  capitals,  inasmuch  as  they  color  the 
line  perceptibly  and  were  a  means  of  exclamation 
and  emphasis  to  Shelley,  I  have  followed  his  habit, 
endeavoiing  only  to  make  it  consistent  within  its 
own  limits. 

The  verbal  text  offers  less  difficulty.  I  have 
not  corrected  grammatical  errors  except  in  rare 
and  obvious  cases,  where  the  jar  of  disagreement  of 
subject  and  verb,  for  example,  is  in  its  effect  like 
a  gross  misprint,  and  may  have  been  so ;  neither 
have  I  made  or  adopted  metrical  corrections.  In 
the  choice  of  readings,  those  which  seem  best 
established  have  been  incorporated  in  the  text ; 
but  where  variations  occur  in  the  manuscripts,  the 
manuscript  has  not  in  all  cases  been  given  prece- 
dence of  a  printed  text,  nor  a  later  manuscript  of 
an  earlier  one,  and  this  course  has  been  taken  on 
the  ground  that  the  mere  existence  of  a  manu- 
script reading  or  correction  does  not  carry  with 
it  the  conclusion  that  the  poet  had  finally  adopted 
the  alteration.  In  fact  it  is  common  enough  in 
the  works  of  the  poets  to  find  the  later  revision 
rejected  and  the  original  reading  maintained  when 
true  decision  had  to  be  made,  on  publication.  In 
several  instances,  therefore,  the  first  forms  of  well- 
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known  lyrics  liave  been  retained  in  plax;e  of  infe- 
rior versions  coming  from  other  manuscripts  than 
those  used  by  Shelley  or  Mrs.  Shelley. 

All  material  verbal  variations  of  texts,  manu- 
scripts and  transcripts  are  given  in  the  footnotes, 
the  first  appearance  of  the  variation  being  there 
cited;  and,  together  with  these,  such  conjectural 
readings  as  are  at  all  to  be  considered.  The  state 
of  all  standard  editions  in  respect  to  these  read- 
ings is  given  in  the  additional  textual  notes  under 
Notes,  where  also  every  verbal  variation,  material 
or  immaterial  (except  misprints,  which  are  noted 
only  incidentally),  is  recorded ;  there  also  varia- 
tions in  pimctuation  are  noted  whenever  material 
to  the  sense,  and  additional  conjectural  readings, 
not  important  enough  to  be  seriously  regarded; 
but  conjectures  that  aim  merely  to  correct  the 
rhyming  of  Shelley  are  wholly  omitted.  I  have 
intended  thus  to  include  every  variation  in  word  or 
pointing  and  every  conjectural  emendation,  except 
in  rhyming,  that  could  be  accounted,  even  by  an 
exacting  student,  as  of  the  slightest  real  interest. 
My  own  notes  in  criticism  of  these  variations  are 
as  few  and  brief  as  possible,  because  mere  inspec- 
tion is  in  most  cases  sufficient  to  decide  the  better 
reading. 

The  Notes,  including  the  brief  introduction  to 
the  longer  poems  and  the  matter  at  the  end  of  each 
Yolume,  are  meant  to  give  the  history  of  each  poem 
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SO  far  as  it  is  known.  The  method  followed  con- 
sists in  quoting  from  the  sources  of  information, 
which  are  in  the  main  Mrs.  Shelley's  Notes  and 
Shelley's  correspondence.  The  value  and  interest 
of  Mrs.  Shelley's  Notes  are  so  great  that  they  can- 
not be  spared ;  and  though  some  of  the  purely 
biographical  portions  have  been  omitted,  all  that  is 
material  in  them,  in  information  or  iUustration, 
has  been  included.  Shelley's  correspondence,  so 
far  as  it  bears  on  the  poems,  is  also  given  with 
practical  completeness,  though  here  and  there  a 
passage  may  have  been  overlooked ;  and,  read  in 
sequence,  these  extracts  afford  the  best  history  of 
Shelley's  purely  literary  activity,  set  off  by  itself, 
and  exhibit  the  state  of  his  mind  with  regard  to 
his  successive  poems  with  a  fulness  imusual  in  lit- 
erary history.  So  plainly  is  this  the  case  that  the 
literary  side  of  his  career  is  passed  over  in  the 
accompanying  Memoir  as  lightly  as  possible,  and 
the  narrative  is  confined  to  the  external  events  of 
his  life  and  the  impressions  of  his  personality  upon 
others.  Notes  upon  the  sources  of  the  poems,  or 
in  illustration  or  criticism  of  them,  have  been  ex- 
cluded ;  at  some  future  time  they  may  be  furnished 
in  a  separate  publication.  The  prose  prefaces  and 
notes  are  revised,  obvious  errors  being  silently  cor- 
rected, and  no  accoimt  of  variations  of  their  text 
is  given,  except  upon  important  points.  Here 
nothing  is  attempted  beyond  the  personal  biogra- 


xii  PREFA  CE 

phy  of  Shelley,  a  complete  aceoimt  of  the  text  of 
his  poems,  and  the  documentary  histoiy  of  each 
of  them. 

An  editor  of  Shelley  is  imder  great  obligations 
to  his  predecessors,  which,  however,  it  is  not  easy 
always  to  distribute  among  them.  The  labors  of 
Mrs.  Shelley  in  her  editions  are  worthy  of  more 
recognition  than  she  has  received,  and  her  texts 
of  more  consideration ;  these,  with  Shelley's  origi- 
nal editions,  are  the  foundation  and  mass  of  the 
whole.  The  labors  of  Dr.  Gramett  upon  the  chaotic 
manuscripts  at  Boscombe  stand  in  the  next  place 
because  of  the  invaluable  additions  thus  made  to 
the  poems.  Mr.  Eossetti  first  submitted  the  text 
to  careful  editing,  and  brought  to  light  much  in- 
formation in  regard  to  it,  and  much  new  matter, 
and  greatly  stimulated  its  study;  but  he  printed 
the  text  with  a  Uberty  of  revision  from  which  he 
receded  in  his  later  edition,  to  which  all  textual  ref- 
erences here  are  made.  Mr.  Forman,  embodying 
the  reaction  against  Mr.  Rossetti's  liberal  revision, 
stood  for  literal  adherence  to  the  originals,  and  was 
especially  of  service  in  maintaining  the  integrity  of 
the  text,  which  by  the  Hunt  and  other  manuscripts 

I»  ,^*^  i.  Jpo*..  !».»««,  ,M.  hi,  l4 

continued  researches  cleared  up  many  details  of 
bibliography.  Dr.  Dowden's  service  was  mainly 
in  correcting  the  text  of  the  juvenile  poems  in 
Bome  details  and  increasing  their  number  by  the 
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recovery  of  several  pieces  which  are  of  great  value 
in  the  study  of  Shelley's  development  in  his  for^ 
mative  period.  To  all  these  editors,  and  also  to 
the  group  of  biographers  and  writers  of  remi- 
niscences  who  have  contributed  information  of 
their  own  or  the  result  of  researches,  the  debt  of 
the  present  edition  is  very  great,  for  it  attempts  to 
summarize  the  labors  of  more  than  half  a  century 
on  Shelley's  text,  and  on  his  biography  so  far  as  the 
biography  is  bound  up  with  aie  text.  In  dealing 
with  this  whole  body  of  Shelley  literature  I  have 
treated  it  precisely  as  I  should  do  in  the  case  of 
Shakspere,  thinking  that  what  concerns  Shelley 
belongs  now  to  the  world,  and  that  contributions 
made  to  our  knowledge  of  him  are  made  for  the 
world's  sake.  I  have  endeavored  to  give  specific 
credit  in  all  particular  cases  of  direct  obligation, 
and  I  trust  that  I  have  omitted  no  acknowledgment 
which  may  be  thought  due.  It  is  nevertheless  due 
to  myself  to  say  that  where  original  sources  were 
open  to  me,  I  have  used  them,  and  this  may  account 
for  less  frequent  mention  of  preceding  editions 
than  might  be  thought  natural. 

I  have  the  pleasure  of  acknowledging  in  partic- 
ular the  kindness  of  Mr.  C.  W.  Frederickson  of 
Brooklyn,  who  placed  his  very  complete  Shelley 
library  entirely  at  my  disposal.  From  the  printed 
books  in  this  collection  I  derived  the  only  addition 
to  Shelley's  text  here  made,  —  the  interesting  par- 
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agraph  restored  to  the  preface  of  "  Hellas ; "  and 
from  the  manuscripts  the  extracts  from  impub- 
lished  letters  of  Shelley  in  the  Notes  and  several 
variorum  readings  of  the  text.  The  variorum  read- 
ings of  the  Harvard  College  manuscripts  now  first 
find  a  place  in  an  edition  of  Shelley,  though  they 
were  edited  by  me  in  a  separate  publication  for  the 
College  some  time  ago,  and  from  that  source  partly 
utilized  by  Dowden,  To  Forman,  in  addition  to 
what  has  been  already  acknowledged,  I  owe  the 
variorum  readings  of  the  text  of  a  few  poems 
published  in  Hunt's  "  Literary  Pocket-Books,"  of 
which  no  copies  are  known  in  this  coimtry ;  and, 
in  connection  with  this,  it  may  be  said  that  imper- 
fections in  the  references  to  the  criticisms  in  Hunt's 
*^  Examiner  "  are  due  to  the  incompleteness  of  the 
files  open  to  me.  To  Mr.  Frederickson  I  am  also 
indebted  for  information  and  advice  in  points  of 
detail.  The  portrait  which  accompanies  this  edi- 
tion is  after  a  chalk-drawing  from  the  original  por- 
trait at  Boscombe,  for  which  I  have  the  pleasure 
of  expressing  my  thanks  to  Lady  Shelley. 

Geobge  E.  Woodbebrt. 

Beveblt,  Mass.,  November  7, 1892. 
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MEMOIR 


Is  a  small  sonthwestem  room  of  the  old-fashioned 
country  house  named  Field  Place,  in  Sussex,  there 
stands  oyer  the  fireplace  this  inscription :  — 

**  Shrine  of  the  dawning  speech  and  thought 
Of  Shelley,  sacred  be 
To  all  who  bow  where  Time  has  brought 
Gifts  to  Eternity." 

Here  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley  was  bom,  on  Saturday, 
August  4,  1792.  He  was  the  eldest  child  of  Timo- 
thy and  Elizabeth  (Pilfold)  Shelley.  In  this  home 
he  had  for  playmates,  as  he  grew  up,  four  younger 
sisters,  and  a  brother  the  youngest  of  all:  and  on 
their  memories  were  imprinted  some  scenes  of  his  early 
days.  He  was  fond  of  them,  and  as  a  schoolboy, 
when  they  came  in  to  dessert,  would  take  them  on  his 
knee  and  tell  them  romantic  stories  out  of  books  on 
which  his  own  imagination  was  fed ;  or  he  would  de- 
claim Latin  for  his  father's  pleasure;  sometimes  he 
led  them  on  tramps  through  the  fields,  dropping  his 
little  sister  over  inconvenient  fences,  or  he  romped 
with  them  in  the  garden,  not  without  accident,  upset- 
ting his  baby  brother  in  the  strawberry  bed,  and  be- 
ing reproached  by  him  as  "bad  Bit."  St.  Leonard's 
wood,  off  to  the  northeast  of  the  house,  was  tradi- 
tionally inhabited  by  an  old  Dragon  and  a  headless 
Spectre,  and  there  was  a  fabulous  Great  Tortoise  in 
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Wamham  Fond,  which  he  made  creatures  in  their 
children's  world ;  nearer  home  was  the  old  Snake, 
the  familiar  of  the  garden,  unfortunately  killed  hj  the 
gardener's  scythe;  and,  these  not  being  marvels 
enough,  a  gray  alchemist  resided  in  the  garret.  He 
once  dressed  his  sisters  to  impersonate  fiends,  and  ran 
in  front  with  a  fire-stove  flaming  with  magical  liquids, 

—  a  sport  that  readily  developed  with  schoolboy 
knowledge  into  rude  and  startling  experiments  with 
chemicals  and  electricity.  Altogether  he  was  an 
amiable  brother,  mingling  high  animal  spirits  with  a 
delightful  imagination  and  a  gentle  manner.  His 
young  pranks  were  numerous.  He  delighted  in  mys- 
tification, both  verbal  and  practical;  he  invented  in- 
cidents which  he  told  for  truth,  and  he  especially 
enjoyed  the  ruse  of  a  disguise.  A  single  childbh 
answer  survives  in  the  anecdote  that  when  he  set  the 
fagot-stack  on  fire  and  was  rebuked,  he  explained  that 
he  wanted  "sl  little  hell  of  his  own."  He  abo  wished 
to  adopt  a  child,  —  a  fancy  which  lasted  late  into  life, 

—  and  thought  a  small  Gypsy  tumbler  at  the  door 
would  serve.  As  child  or  boy,  all  our  recollections 
of  him  are  pleasant  and  natural,  with  touches  of 
harmless  mischief  and  vivid  fancy.  There  was  a 
spirit  of  wildness  in  him.  Even  before  he  went  away 
to  school,  while  still  a  fair,  slight  boy,  with  long, 
bright  hair  and  full,  blue  eyes,  running  about  or  rid- 
ing on  his  pony  in  the  lanes,  —  where,  after  spending 
his  own,  he  would  stop  and  borrow  money  of  the  ser- 
vant to  give  the  beggars,  — he  attracted  the  notice  of 
the  villagers  at  Horsham  as  a  madcap.  Toward  the 
end  of  his  boyhood  he  liked  to  wander  out  alone  at 
night,  but  the   servant  sent  to  watch  him  reported 
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that  he  only  **took  a  walk  and  came  back  again."  Of 
all  the  scenes  of  this  early  home  life,  while  it  was 
still  untroubled,  the  most  attractive  is  the  picture  im- 
pressed on  his  five-year-old  sister,  Margaret,  whose 
closest  childish  memory  of  him  was  of  the  day  when, 
being  home  ill  from  Eton,  he  fii*st  went  out  again, 
and,  coming  up  to  the  window  where  she  was,  pressed 
his  face  against  the  pane  and  gave  her  a  kiss  through 
the  glass. 

His  education  began  at  the  age  of  six,  when  he 
went  for  the  rudiments  of  Latin  and  Greek  to  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Edwards,  a  Welsh  parson  at  Warnham,  and 
got  traditional  Welsh  instruction  from  the  old  man. 
At  ten  he  was  sent  away  from  home  to  Sion  House 
Academy,  near  Brentford,  under  Dr.  Greenlaw,  whom 
he  afterward  spoke  of  "not  without  respect,"  says 
Hogg,  as  "a  hard-headed  Scotchman,  and  a  man  of 
rather  liberal  opinions."  Shelley. was  then  tall  for  his 
years,  with  a  pink  and  white  complexion,  curling  brown 
hair  in  abundance,  large,  prominent  blue  eyes,  —  dull 
in  reverie,  flashing  in  feeling,  —  and  an  expression 
of  countenance,  says  his  cousin  and  schoolfellow, 
Medwin,  "of  exceeding  sweetness  and  innocence." 
He  was  met  in  the  playground,  shut  in  by  four  stone 
walls  with  a  single  tree  in  it,  by  some  sixty  scholars 
drawn  from  the  English  middle  class,  who,  writes 
Medwin,  pounced  on  every  new  boy  with  a  zest  pro- 
portioned to  the  ordeal  each  had  undergone  in  his  turn. 
The  new  boy  in  this  case  knew  nothing  of  peg-top, 
leapfrog,  fives,  or  cricket.  One  challenged  him  to 
spar,  and  another  to  race.  His  only  welcome  was  "a 
general  shout  of  derision."  To  all  this,  continues 
Medwin,  "he  made  no  reply,  but  with  a  look  of  (lis- 
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dain  written  in  his  countenance,  tamed  his  back  on 
his  new  associates,  and,  when  he  was  alone,  found 
relief  in  tears."  It  was  bat  a  step  from  the  boys  to 
the  masters.  If  he  idled  over  his  books  and  watched 
the  cloads,  or  drew  those  rade  pines  and  cedars  which 
he  osed  to  scrawl  on  his  manuscripts  to  the  end  of  his 
life,  a  box  on  the  ear  recalled  him ;  and  onder  English 
school  discipline  he  had  his  share  of  flogging.  ^^He 
woald  roll  on  the  floor,"  says  Grellibrand,  another 
schoolmate,  ^^not  from  the  pain,  bat  from  a  sense  of 
indignity."  He  was  a  quick  scholar,  but  he  did  not 
relish  the  master's  coarseness  in  Virgil,  and  though 
he  was  well  grounded  in  his  classics,  he  owed  little  to 
such  a  moral  discipline  as  he  there  received.  He  was 
very  unhappy,  and  Medwin  does  not  scruple  to  de- 
scribe Sion  House  as  ^^a  perfect  hell "  to  him.  He 
kept  much  to  himself,  but  he  had  pleasures  of  his  own. 
He  formed  a  taste  for  the  wild  sixpenny  romances  of 
the  time,  full  of  ghosts,  bandits,  and  enchantments; 
and  his  curiosity  in  the  wonders  of  science  was  awak- 
ened by  a  travelling  lecturer,  Adam  Walker,  who  ex- 
hibited his  Orrery  at  the  school.  He  and  Medwin 
boated  together  on  the  river,  and  ran  away  at  times 
to  Kew  and  Richmond,  where  Shelley  saw  his  first 
play,  Mrs.  Jordan  in  the  "Country  Girl."  Sport, 
however,  played  a  small  part  in  such  a  boyhood. 
"He  passed  among  his  schoolfellows,"  says  Medwin, 
"  as  a  strange  and  unsocial  being,  for  when  a  holiday 
relieved  us  from  our  tasks,  and  the  other  boys  were 
engaged  in  such  sports  as  the  narrow  limits  of  our 
prison  court  allowed,  Shelley,  who  entered  into  none 
of  them,  would  pace  backwards  and  forwards,  —  I 
think  I  see  him   now,  — along  the  southern  wall." 
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Rennie,  another  schoolmate,  from  whom  comes  the 
anecdote  that  Shelley  once  threw  a  small  hoy  at  his 
tormentors,  adds  that,  ^Mf  treated  with  kindness  he 
was  very  amiahle,  nohle,  high-spirited,  and  generous. " 
It  is  noteworthy  that  at  Sion  House  he  first  developed 
the  hahit  of  sleep-walking,  for  which  he  was  punished. 
A  single  fragment  of  autohiography  softens  the 
harshness  of  these  two  years.  It  is  Shelley's  descrip- 
tion of  his  first  hoy  friendship. 

'^I  rememher  forming  an  attachment  of  this  kind 
at  school.  I  cannot  recall  to  my  memory  the  precise 
epoch  at  which  this  took  place ;  hut  I  imagine  that  it 
must  have  heen  at  the  age  of  eleven  or  twelve.  The 
ohject  of  these  sentiments  was  a  hoy  ahout  my  own 
age,  of  a  character  eminently  generous,  hrave  and 
gentle;  and  the  elements  of  human  feeling  seem  to 
have  heen,  from  his  hirth,  genially  compounded  within 
him.  There  was  a  delicacy  and  simplicity  in  his 
manners  inexpressibly  attractive.  It  has  never  heen 
my  fortune  to  meet  with  him  since  my  schoolboy 
days;  hut  either  I  confound  my  present  recollection 
with  the  delusions  of  past  feelings,  or  he  is  now  a 
source  of  honor  and  utility  to  every  one  around  him. 
The  tones  of  his  voice  were  so  soft  and  winning  that 
every  word  pierced  into  my  heart ;  and  their  pathos 
was  so  deep  that  in  listening  to  him  the  tears  have 
involuntarily  gushed  from  my  eyes.  Such  was  the 
being  for  whom  I  first  experienced  the  sacred  senti- 
ments of  friendship.  I  remember  in  my  simplicity 
writing  to  my  mother  a  long  account  of  his  admirable 
qualities  and  my  own  devoted  attachment.  I  suppose 
she  thought  me  out  of  my  wits,  for  she  returned  no 
answer  to  my  letter.  I  remember  we  used  to  walk 
the  whole  play  hours  up  and  down  by  some  moss-cov- 
ered palings,  pouring  out  our  hearts  in  youthful  talk. 
We  used  to  speak  of  the  ladies  with  whom  we  were  in 
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love,  and  I  remember  that  our  usual  practice  was  ta 
confirm  each  other  in  the  everlasting  fidelity  in  which 
we  had  bound  ourselves  toward  them  and  toward  each 
other.  I  recollect  thinking  my  friend  exquisitely 
beautiful.  Every  night  when  we  parted  to  go  to  bed 
we  kissed  each  other  like  children,  as  we  still  were." 

Shelley  went  up  to  Eton,  July  29,  1804,  being  then 
almost  twelve.  Dr.  Goodall,  an  amiable  and  dignified 
gentleman,  was  Head  Master,  and  was  succeeded  in 
1809  by  Dr.  Keate,  renowned  for  flogging,  who  was 
previously  Master  of  the  Lower  School.  Shelley  went 
into  the  house  of  a  writing  master,  Hecker,  and  later 
into  that  of  Greorge  Bethel,  remembered  as  the  dullest 
tutor  of  the  school.  He  found  a  larger  body  of 
scholars,  some  five  hundred,  a  more  regelated  fagging 
system,  and  a  change  of  masters ;  but  if  he  was  better 
off  than  before,  it  was  because  of  his  own  growth 
and  of  the  greater  scale  of  the  school,  which  afforded 
more  freedom  and  variety  and  better  companionship. 
He  refused  to  fag,  and  he  brought  into  the  world 
of  boyhood  a  compound  of  tastes  and  qualities  that 
made  him  strange.  ^^He  stood  apart  from  the  whole 
school,"  says  one  of  his  mates,  ^^a  being  never  to 
be  forgotten."  In  particular  the  union  in  him  of 
natural  gentleness  with  a  high  spirit  that  could  be 
exasperated  to  the  point  of  frenzy  exposed  him  to 
attack;  but  he  was  dangerous,  and  once,  according 
to  his  own  account,  struck  a  fork  through  the  hand 
of  a  boy,  — an  act  which  he  spoke  of  in  after  life 
as  "almost  involuntary,"  and  "done  on  the  spur  of 
anguish."  He  was  called  "Mad  Shelley"  by  the 
boys,  who  banded  against  him.  Dowden  describes 
their  fun :  — 
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^^  Sometimes  he  would  escape  by  flight,  and  before 
he  was  lost  sight  of  the  gamesome  youths  would  have 
chased  him  in  full  cry  and  have  enjoyed  the  sport  of 
a  'Shelley-bait'  up  town.  At  other  times  escape  was 
impossible,  and  then  he  became  desperate.  '  I  have 
seen  him,'  wrote  a  schoolfellow,  'surrounded,  hooted, 
baited  like  a  maddened  bull,  and  at  this  distance  of 
time  I  seem  to  hear  ringing  in  my  ears  the  cry  which 
Shelley  was  wont  to  utter  in  his  paroxysm  of  revenge- 
ful anger. '  In  dark  and  miry  winter  evenings  it  was 
the  practice  to  assemble  under  the  cloisters  previous 
to  mounting  to  the  Upper  School.  To  surround  'Mad 
Shelley'  and  'nail '  him  with  a  ball  slimy  with  mud, 
was  a  favorite  pastime;  or  his  name  would  suddenly 
be  sounded  through  the  cloisters,  in  an  instant  to  be 
taken  up  by  another  and  another  voice,  until  hundreds 
joined  in  the  clamor,  and  the  roof  would  echo  and  re- 
echo with 'Shelley!  Shelley!  Shelley!'  Then  a  space 
would  be  opened,  in  which  as  in  a  ring  or  alley  the 
victim  must  stand  to  endure  his  torture ;  or  some  ur- 
chin would  dart  in  behind  and  by  one  dexterous  push 
scatter  at  Shelley's  feet  the  books  which  he  had  held 
under  his  arm ;  or  mischievous  hands  would  pluck  at 
his  garments,  or  a  hundred  fingers  would  point  at  him 
from  every  side,  while  still  the  outcry  '  Shelley !  Shel- 
ley! '  rang  against  the  walls.  An  access  of  passion 
—  the  desired  result  —  would  follow,  which,  declares 
a  witness  of  these  persecutions,  'made  his  eyes  flash 
like  a  tiger's,  his  cheeks  grow  pale  as  death,  his  limbs 
quiver.'  " 

Shelley,  however,  though  private,  was  not  a  recluse. 
He  took  part  in  the  school  life  on  its  public  side  as 
well  as  in  his  studies.  He  boated,  marched  in  the 
Montem  procession  as  pole-bearer  or  corporal,  and 
declaimed  a  speech  of  Cicero  on  an  Election  Monday. 
He  once  appeared  in  the  boy's  prize  ring,  but  panic 
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sorprued  him  in  the  serood  romid.  He  hecame  an 
excellent  Latin  Tenifier  and  hegan  that  thon^iftfiil  ae- 
qoaintance  with  Loeietins  and  Pliny's  Natural  ffis- 
tory.  which  afterwards  showed  its  effect  in  his  early 
writings,  and  he  learned  something  of  Condoreet, 
Franklin  and  Godwin.     Why  he  was  caUed  the  "'aihe- 

m 

ist."  as  the  tradition  is.  cannot  he  made  oat,  as  there 
is  no  other  trace  of  the  word  in  the  Eton  Toeaholanr. 
His  scientific  interest  was  reinforced  hr  a  visit  of  the 

m 

same  itineraiT  Adam  Walker  who  first  rerealed  the 
mechanism  of  the  heavens  to  him ;  and  he  hoo^t  an 
electrical  machine  from  the  {diilosopher's  assistant, 
which  the  doll  tutor,  BetheL  unexpectedly  felt  the 
force  of,  when  he  undertook  to  investigate  his  lodger's 
instruments  for  "raising  the  deviL"  as  Shelley  holdly 
proclaimed  his  occupation  to  be  at  the  moment.  The 
willow  stump  which  he  set  on  fire  with  gunpowder 
and  a  burning  glass  is  still  shown,  and  there  are  other 
waifs  of  legend  or  anecdote  which  show  his  divided 
love  for  the  ghosts  of  the  cheap  romances  and  in- 
cantations of  his  own  invention.  Chemistry,  his 
favorite  amusement,  was  forbidden  him,  and  from 
these  escapades  of  a  youthful  search  for  knowledge, 
doubtless,  some  of  his  undefined  troubles  with  the 
masters  arose.  In  the  six  years  he  passed  at  Eton  his 
native  intellectual  impulse  was  the  strongest  element 
in  his  growth.  He  began  authorship,  and  there 
wrote  "Zastrozzi,"  his  first  published  story,  and  with 
the  proceeds  of  that  romance  he  b  said  to  have  paid 
for  the  farewell  breakfast  he  gave  to  his  Eton  friends 
at  the  same  time  that  he  presented  them  with  books 
for  keepsakes. 

The  reminiscences  of  these  friends,  several  of  whom 
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have  spoken  of  him,  relieve  the  wilder  traits  of  his 
Eton  career.  Halliday's  description  is  the  most  fall 
and  heartfelt. 

"Many  a  long  and  happy  walk  have  I  had  with  him 
in  the  beautifol  neighborhood  of  dear  old  Eton.  We 
used  to  wander  for  hours  about  Clewer,  Frogmore,  the 
Park  at  Windsor,  the  Terrace ;  and  I  was  a  delighted 
and  willing  listener  to  his  marvellous  stories  of  fairy- 
land and  apparitions  and  spirits  and  haunted  ground ; 
and  his  speculations  were  then  (for  his  mind  was  far 
more  developed  than  mine)  of  the  world  beyond  the 
grave.  Another  of  his  favorite  rambles  was  Stoke 
Park,  and  the  picturesque  graveyard,  where  Gray  is 
said  to  have  written  his  *  Elegy, '  of  which  he  was 
very  fond.  I  was  myself  far  too  young  to  form  any 
estimate  of  character,  but  I  loved  Shelley  for  his  kind- 
liness and  affectionate  ways.  He  was  not  made  to 
endure  the  rough  and  boisterous  pastime  of  Eton, 
and  his  shy  and  gentle  nature  was  glad  to  escape  far 
away  to  muse  over  strange  fancies ;  for  his  mind  was 
reflective,  and  teeming  with  deep  thought.  His  les- 
sons were  child's  play  to  him.  .  .  .  His  love  of  na- 
ture was  intense,  and  the  sparkling  poetry  of  his  mind 
shone  out  of  his  speaking  eyes  when  he  was  dwelling 
on  anything  good  or  great.  He  certainly  was  not 
happy  at  Eton,  for  his  was  a  disposition  that  needed 
especial  personal  superintendence  to  watch  and  cherish 
and  direct  all  his  noble  aspirations  and  the  remarkable 
tenderness  of  his  heart.  He  had  great  moral  courage 
and  feared  nothing  but  what  was  base,  and  false,  and 
low." 

Such  guidance  as  he  had  he  received  from  Dr.  Lind, 
a  physician  of  Windsor,  a  man  of  humane  disposition 
and  independent  thought,  but  of  unconventional  ways. 
Shelley  always  spoke  of  him  in  later  years  with  ven- 
eration, and  idealized  him  in  his  verse,  but  his  inflii- 
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ence  can  be  traced  only  slightly  in  the  habit  Shelley 
learned  from  him  of  addressing  letters  to  strangers. 
At  one  time,  when  Shelley  was  recovering  from  a 
fever  at  Field  Place,  and  thought,  on  the  information 
of  a  servant,  that  his  father  was  contemplating  send- 
ing him  to  an  asylmn,  he  sent  for  Dr.  Lind,  who 
came,  and,  at  all  events,  relieved  him  of  his  fears. 

While  Shelley  was  still  an  Eton  schoolboy  Medwin 
spent  the  Christmas  vacation  of  1809  at  Field  Place, 
and  recalls  walks  with  him  in  St.  Leonard's  Wood, 
and  snipe-shooting  at  Field  Place  Pond.  He  envied 
the  marksmanship  of  Shelley,  who  was  a  good  shot, 
pistol-shooting  being  a  favorite  amusement  with  him 
through  life.  Shelley  was  already  in  the  full  flow  of 
his  early  literary  faculty,  which  was  first  practised  in 
collaboration  with  his  friends.  At  Eton  he  at  one 
time  composed  dramatic  scenes  with  a  schoolmate, 
and  acted  them  before  a  third  lower-form  boy  in  the 
same  house.  His  sister  Helen  says  that  he  also  sent 
an  original  play  to  Matthews,  the  comedian.  He 
had  written  **  Zastrozzi, "  and  he  now  began  a  similar 
romance  with  Medwin,  "The  Nightmare,"  and  also  a 
story,  having  the  Wandering  Jew  for  its  hero,  which 
was  immediately  reworked  by  the  joint  authors  into 
the  juvenile  poem  of  that  title.  By  April  1,  1810, 
he  had  completed  his  second  published  romance,  "St. 
Irvyne,"  and  before  fall  came  he  had,  in  company 
with  some  one  unknown  (but  not  improbably  Edward 
Graham,  a  boy  brought  up  in  the  household  at  Field 
Place)  produced  the  poems  of  "Victor  and  Cazire,"  of 
which  he  had  1480  copies  printed  at  Horsham.  Sir 
Bysshe,  his  grandfather,  is  said  to  have  given  him 
money  to  pay  this  village  printer,  but  just  how  Shel- 
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ley  used  this  liberality  is  unknown.  Possibly  the 
poems  of  his  sister  Helen,  which  he  had  had  printed, 
and  which  were  immediately  secured  and  destroyed 
by  the  family,  were  issued  by  the  help  of  these  funds, 
and  the  experiment  may  have  encouraged  the  publisher 
to  undertake  the  second  venture.  Shelley  was  always 
in  haste  to  publish.  He  had  sent  '^The  Wandering 
Jew "  to  Campbell,  who  returned  it  with  discour- 
agement, but  the  manuscript  was,  nevertheless,  put 
into  the  hands  of  Ballantyne  &  Co.,  of  Edinburgh. 
Shelley  had  begun,  too,  his  knight-errantry  in  behalf 
of  poor  and  oppressed  authors,  and  while  at  Eton  had 
accepted  bills  for  the  purpose  of  bringing  out  a  work 
on  Sweden,  by  a  Mr.  Brown,  who,  to  take  his  own 
account,  had  been  forced  to  leave  the  navy  in  conse- 
quence of  the  injustice  of  his  superior  officers.  He 
undertook  also  on  Medwin's  introduction  a  correspon- 
dence with  Felicia  Brown,  afterwards  well  known  as 
Mrs.  Hemans,  but  it  was  stopped  on  the  interference  of 
her  mother,  who  was  alarmed  by  its  skeptical  char- 
acter. These  were  all  noticeable  beginnings,  marking 
traits  and  habits  that  were  to  continue  in  Shelley's 
life ;  but  the  most  important  of  all  the  events  of  the 
year  was  the  attachment  which  was  formed  between 
him  and  his  cousin,  Harriet  Grove,  during  a  summer 
visit  of  the  Grove  family  to  Field  Place,  and  a  con- 
tinuance of  the  intimacy  at  London,  where  the  whole 
party,  excepting  Shelley's  father,  immediately  went. 
Shelley's  attraction  toward  his  cousin,  who  is  described 
as  a  very  beautiful  girl,  amiable  and  of  a  lively  dis- 
position, was  sincere  if  not  deep.  The  match  was 
seriously  considered  by  the  two  families,  and  at  first 
no  hindrance  was  thrown  in  its  way. 
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Shelley  went  up  to  Oxford  in  the  fall  of  1811  at 
the  age  of  nineteen,  with  a  cheerful  and  happy  mind. 
He  had  signed  his  name  in  the  hooks  of  University 
College,  where  his  father  had  heen  hefore  him,  on 
April  10,  and,  returning  to  Eton,  had  finished  there 
in  good  standing.  His  father  accompanied  him  to  his 
old  college  and  saw  him  installed ;  and  Mr.  Slatter, 
then  just  heginning  business  as  an  Oxford  publisher, 
a  son  of  Timothy's  old  host  at  the  Inn,  remembered 
a  kindly  call  from  him  in  company  with  Shelley, 
in  the  course  of  which  he  said:  ^^My  son  here  has 
a  literary  turn.  He  is  already  an  author,  and  do, 
pray,  indulge  him  in  his  printing  freaks."  Shelley 
had  already  a  publisher  in  London,  Stockdale,  after- 
wards notorious,  whom  he  had  induced  to  take  the 
1480  copies  of  the  poems  of  "Victor  and  Cazire " 
off  the  hands  of  the  Horsham  printer;  but  hardly 
a  hundred  copies  had  been  sold,  before  it  was  dis- 
covered that  some  of  the  verses  furnished  by  Shelley's 
collaborator  were  plagiarized  from  Monk  Lewis,  on 
which,  at  Shelley's  request,  the  book  was  withdrawn, 
and  is  now  lost.  Stockdale,  however,  undertook  "St. 
Irvyne,"  and  brought  it  out  at  the  end  of  the  year, 
and  he  considered  "The  Wandering  Jew,"  which  Bal- 
lantyne  had  declined;  but  events  moved  too  rapidly 
to  admit  of  his  issuing  the  poem. 

Shelley  found  at  Oxford  the  liberty  and  seclusion 
best  fitted  for  his  active  and  exploring  mind.  There 
is  no  safer  place  than  college  for  a  youth  whose  mind 
is  confused  and  excited  by  the  crude  elements  of  new 
knowledge;  the  chaos  of  thought,  on  which  Shelley's 
genius  sat  on  brood,  would  naturally  take  form  and 
order  there,  in  the  slow  leisure  of  four  years  of  min- 
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gled  acquisition,  reflection  and  growth;  but  such  for- 
tune was  denied  to  him.  He  maintained  friendly 
relations  with  his  old  Eton  companions,  though  he 
was  intimate  with  none  of  them;  but  he  was  absorbed 
in  the  first  revelation  of  dawning  thought  and  know- 
ledge, and  needed  an  intellectual  auditor.  He  found 
his  listener  in  Hogg,  —  "a  pearl  within  an  oyster 
shell, "  he  afterwards  called  him,  —  a  fellow-student 
from  York,  destined  for  the  law.  Hogg  developed 
into  a  cynical  humorist;  but  to  his  gross  nature  and 
more  worldly  experience,  Shelley  was  the  one  flash, 
in  a  lifetime,  of  the  ideal.  He  always  regarded  him 
as  a  spirit  from  another  world,  whose  adventures  in 
his  journey  through  mortal  affairs  necessarily  took 
on  the  aspect  of  a  tragi- comedy.  Yet  he  was  de- 
voted to  him  to  a  point  singidar  in  so  opposite  a 
character,  and  he  told  his  story  of  Shelley  out  of 
real  elements,  with  fidelity  to  his  own  impression, 
though  touching  it  with  a  grotesqueness  that  is,  in 
its  effect,  not  far  from  caricature.  Hogg  first  met 
Shelley  in  the  common  dining-hall.  They  fell  into 
talk,  as  strangers,  over  the  comparative  merits  of 
German  and  Italian  literature ;  and  the  conversation, 
being  carried  on  with  such  animation  that  they  were 
left  alone  before  they  were  aware  of  it,  Hogg  in- 
vited his  interlocutor  to  continue  the  discussion  at 
his  room,  where  the  subject  was  at  once  dropped  on 
their  mutual  confession  that  one  knew  as  little  of 
the  German  as  the  other  of  the  Italian  which  he 
was  defending.  Shelley,  however,  was  furnished  with 
large  discourse,  and  led  the  talk  on  to  the  wonders  of 
science  while  Hogg  scanned  his  guest. 
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''His  figure  was  slight  and  fragile,  and  yet  his 
bones  and  joints  were  large  and  strong.  He  was  tall, 
bat  he  stooped  so  much  that  he  seemed  of  a  low  stat- 
ure. His  clothes  were  expensive,  and  made  accord- 
ing to  the  most  approved  mode  of  the  day;  bat  they 
were  tombled,  rumpled  and  unbrushed.  His  ges- 
tures were  abrupt,  and  sometimes  violent,  occasionally 
even  awkward,  yet  more  frequently  gentle  and  grace- 
ful. His  complexion  was  delicate  and  almost  femi- 
nine, of  the  purest  red  and  white ;  yet  he  was  tanned 
and  freckled  by  exposure  to  the  sun,  having  passed 
the  autumn,  as  he  said,  in  shooting.  His  features, 
his  whole  face,  and  particularly  his  head,  were  in  fact 
unusually  small ;  yet  the  last  appeared  of  a  remarkable 
bulk,  for  his  hair  was  long  and  bushy,  and  in  fits  of 
absence,  and  in  the  agonies  (if  I  may  use  the  word) 
of  anxious  thought,  he  often  rubbed  it  fiercely  with 
his  hands,  or  passed  his  fingers  quickly  through  his 
locks  unconsciously,  so  that  it  was  singidarly  wild  and 
rough.  .  .  .  Hb  features  were  not  symmetrical  (the 
mouth  perhaps  excepted),  yet  was  the  effect  of  the 
whole  extremely  powerful.  They  breathed  an  anima- 
tion, a  fire  and  enthusiasm,  a  vivid  and  preternatural 
intelligence  that  I  never  met  with  in  any  other  coun- 
tenance. Nor  was  the  moral  expression  less  beautiful 
than  the  intellectual." 

The  one  blemish  was  the  shrill,  harsh,  discordant 
voice,  which  ceased  when  the  speaker  hurried  away  to 
attend  a  lecture  on  mineralogy,  —  "About  stones, 
about  stones, "  he  said,  with  downcast  look  and  melan- 
choly tones,  on  hb  return  at  the  end  of  the  hour. 
The  evening  continued  with  talk  on  chembtry,  and  at 
last  on  metaphysics  and  the  problems  of  the  soul,  as 
such  youthful  college  talks  will  do.  "I  lighted  him 
downstairs,"  says  Hogg,  "and  soon  heard  him  run- 
ning through  the  quiet  quadrangle  in  the  still  night. 
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The  sound  became  afterwards  so  familiar  to  my  ear 
that  I  still  seem  to  hear  Shelley's  hasty  steps." 

Such  was  Hogg's  first  night,  and  the  others  were 
like  it,  and  are  told  with  similar  graphic  power.    Pea- 
cock corrects  the  detail  of  Shelley's  shrill  voice,  while 
acknowledging  the  defect,  which  was  *' chiefly  observa- 
ble when  he  spoke  under  excitement.     Then  his  voice 
was  not  only  dissonant,  like  a  jarring  string,  but  he 
spoke  in  sharp  fourths,  the  most  unpleasing  sequence 
of  sound  that  can  fall  on  the  human  ear;  but  it  was 
scarcely  so  when  he  spoke  calmly,  and  not  at  all  when 
he  read.     On  the  contrary,  he  seemed  then  to  have 
his  voice  under  perfect  command ;  it  was  good  both  in 
time  and  tone;  it  was  low  and  soft,  but  clear,  dis- 
tinct  and   expressive."     The  matchless   disorder    of 
Shelley's  room,  with  its  various  studious  interests  of 
books  and  apparatus  betraying  the  self-guided  seeker  in 
knowledge,  though  similarly  overcharged  in  the  descrip- 
tion, reflects  the  state  of  Shelley's  mind.    He  was  com- 
pletely absorbed  in  the  intellectual  life.      He  read  in- 
cessantly,  as  was  his  custom  throughout  life,    at  all 
times  and  in  all  places,  —  in  bed,  at  meals,  or  in  the 
street,  threading  even  the  crowds  of  London  thorough- 
fares with  a  book  before  his  eyes.      His  faith  in  great 
minds  was  an   intense   feeling.      When  he  took  up  a 
classic  for  the  first  time  "his  cheeks  glowed,  his  eyes 
became  bright,  his  whole  frame  trembled."     He  ap- 
proached Hume  and  Locke  in  the  same  way.     What 
he  read  was  thought  over  and  discussed  in  the  long 
evenings.     Life  went  on  with  him,  however,  as  it  does 
even  in  revolutionary  periods,    with  much  matter  of 
fact.     He  was  indifferent  to  his  meals,  and  showed 
already  that  abstemiousness  which  characterized  him. 
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Bread  was  his  faTorite  food;  perhaps  because  it  was 
handiest,  and  could  be  eaten  with  least  intermption 
to  his  pursuits.  In  London  he  would  go  into  a  shop 
and  return  with  a  loaf,  which  he  broke  in  two,  giving 
the  fragment  to  his  astonished  companion.  Sweets, 
fruits  and  salads  were  relished,  but  he  cared  less  for 
animal  food,  which  he  afterwards  gave  up  wholly 
in  his  vegetarian  days.  Wine  he  took  rarely,  and 
much  diluted,  and,  indeed,  he  had  no  taste  for  it.  In 
his  morals  he  was  perfectly  pure,  and  he  was  made 
uneasy  by  indelicacy,  which  he  always  resented  with 
a  maiden  feeling.  He  was  given  to  a  bizarre  kind  of 
fun  in  high  spirits,  and  occasionally  to  real  gayety. 
He  was  always  capable  of  a  childlike  light-heartedness, 
and  from  his  boyhood  he  would  sing  by  himself. 
These  traits,  which  Hogg  describes,  are  gathered  from 
a  longer  period  than  their  college  days.  At  Oxford 
his  physical  regime  was  sufficient,  if  not  hearty.  He 
was  well  and  strong. 

Every  afternoon  the  friends  took  a  long  walk  across 
country,  and  Shelley  always  carried  his  pistols  for 
practice  in  shooting.  Several  of  their  adventures  on 
these  walks  are  recorded,  and  are  too  characteristic  to 
be  wholly  passed  over.  The  picture  of  him  feeding  a 
little  girl,  mean,  dull  and  unattractive,  whom  he 
found  oppressed  by  cold  and  hunger  and  the  vague 
feeling  of  abandonment,  and  drew,  not  without  a  gen- 
tle violence,  to  a  cottage  near  by  to  get  some  milk  for 
her,  is  one  of  the  most  vivid.  "  It  was  a  strange 
spectacle  to  watch  the  young  poet  whilst  .  .  .  hold- 
ing the  wooden  bowl  in  one  hand  and  the  wooden 
spoon  in  the  other,  and  kneeling  on  his  left  knee,  that 
he  might  more  certainly  attain  to  her  mouth,  he  urged 
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and  encouraged  the  torpid  and  timid  child  to  eat." 
His  adventure  with  the  gypsy  boy  and  girl,  also,  is 
pretty.  He  had  met  them  a  day  or  two  before,  and, 
on  seeing  him  again,  the  children,  with  a  laughing 
salutation,  darted  back  into  the  tent  and  Shelley  after 
them.  ^^He  placed  a  hand  on  each  round,  rough 
head,  spoke  a  few  kind  words  to  the  skulking  chil- 
dren, and  then  returned  not  less  precipitately,  and 
with  as  much  ease  and  accuracy  as  if  he  had  been  a 
dweller  in  tents  from  the  hour  when  lie  first  drew  air 
and  milk  to  that  day."  As  he  walked  off  he  rolled 
an  orange  under  their  feet.  On  returning  from  these 
excursions  Shelley  would  curl  up  on  the  rug,  with  his 
head  to  the  fire  where  the  heat  was  hottest,  and  sleep 
for  three  or  four  hours;  then  he  woke  and  took  supper 
and  talked  till  two,  which  Hogg  had  sternly  fixed  as 
the  hour  to  retire. 

Hogg  describes  Shelley's  figure  rather  than  his  life. 
He  had  come  up  to  Oxford  with  many  plans  already 
on  foot,  but  he  constantly  found  something  new  to  do. 
The  practical  instinct  in  him  was  as  strong  as  the  in- 
tellectual. He  was  in  haste  to  act,  and  not  merely 
from  that  necessity  for  expression  which  belongs  to 
literary  genius,  but  with  that  passion  for  realizing 
ideas  which  belongs  to  the  reformer.  In  his  early 
career  the  latter  quality  seems  to  predominate  because 
its  effects  were  obvious,  and,  besides,  literary  progress 
is  a  slower  matter ;  but  both  elements  worked  together 
equally  in  developing  his  character  and  determining 
his  career,  Stockdale  had  withdrawn  the  poems  of 
"Victor  and  Cazire, "  but  he  was  publishing  "St.  Ir- 
vyne,"  and  considering  "The  Wandering  Jew."  The 
Oxford  printers  undertook    "The  Posthumous    Frag- 
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ments  of  Margaret  Nicholson,"  a  new  collecti<»i  of 
poems,  and  published  it.  These  yerses,  in  which  only 
the  slight  burlesque  element,  due  to  Hogg,  was  con- 
temporary, represent  the  results  on  Shelley's  imagina- 
tion and  taste  of  a  really  earlier  period,  and  belong 
with  "Zastrozzi"  and  "St.  Irvyne."  His  poetic 
taste  was  improving,  but  the  ferment  of  his  mind  was 
now  mainly  intellectual,  and  the  new  elements  showed 
their  influence  principally  in  the  propagandism  of  his 
speculative  opinions,  his  sympathy  with  the  agitators 
for  political  reform,  and  his  efforts  to  be  of  service  to 
obscure  writers.  He  continued  to  be  interested  in 
Brown's  "Sweden,"  and  on  his  last  day  at  Oxford, 
became  joint  security  with  the  publishers  for  iS800 
—  a  loss  which  fell  upon  them  —  to  bring  out  the 
work.  He  also  encouraged  the  publication  (and  may 
have  undertaken  to  help  pay  for  it)  of  a  volume  of 
poems  by  Miss  Janetta  Phillips,  in  whom  he  thou^t 
he  had  discovered  ■  a  schoolgirl  genius  like  Felieia 
Brown.  He  was  more  deeply  interested  in  the  case 
of  Finnerty,  an  Irish  agitator  imprisoned  for  politi- 
cal publications,  and  published  a  poem,  now  lost,  for 
his  benefit,  and  subscribed  his  guinea  to  the  fund 
for  his  relief;  and,  in  connection  with  this  case  also 
he  first  addressed  Leigh  Hunt,  urging  an  association 
of  men  of  liberal  principles  for  mutual  protection. 
His  acquaintance  with  Hume  and  Locke,  and  the 
writings  of  the  English  reformers,  led  him  to  skeptical 
views.  He  informed  Stockdale  of  a  novel  (presum- 
ably "Leonora,"  which  was  printed  but  not  pub- 
lished, and  is  now  unknown,  in  which  Hogg  may  have 
had  the  principal  share)  "principally  constructed  to 
convey  metaphysical  and  political  opinions  by  way  of 
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conversation,"  and  also  of  "A  Metaphysical  Essay  in 
support  of  Atheism,  which  he  intended  to  promulgate 
throughout  the  University."  The  most  important 
expression  of  these  new  views  was  made  in  his  letters 
to  his  cousin,  Harriet  Grove,  to  the  alarm  of  herself 
and  her  parents,  who  communicated  with  Shelley's 
father,  and  broke  off  the  match.  Stockdale,  also, 
found  it  to  be  his  duty  to  inform  Shelley's  father  of 
his  son's  dangerous  principles,  and  at  the  same  time 
to  express  injurious  ideas  of  Hogg's  influence  and 
character.  When  Shelley  returned  home  at  Christ- 
mas, between  the  anxiety  of  his  family  over  his  state 
of  mind  and  his  own  feeling  of  exasperation  and  sense 
of  injustice  in  the  check  given  to  his  love,  he  had  lit- 
tle enjoyment.  On  his  return  to  Oxford  his  intellec- 
tual life  reached  a  climax  in  the  publication  of  his 
tract  "The  Necessity  of  Atheism,"  which  he  seems 
to  have  intended  as  a  circular  letter  for  that  irre- 
sponsible correspondence  with  strangers  of  which  he 
had  learned  the  habit  from  Dr.  Lind.  He  strewed 
copies  of  this  paper  in  Slatter's  bookstore,  where  they 
remained  on  sale  twenty  minutes  before  discovery; 
but  the  friends  who  at  once  summoned  him  to  remon- 
strate were  shocked  when  he  told  them  that  he  had 
sent  copies  to  every  bishop  on  the  bench,  to  the  vice- 
chancellor,  and  to  each  of  the  Heads  of  Houses.  The 
college  authorities  did  not  at  once  act,  but  on  March 
25,  they  assembled  and  summoned  him.  Hogg  de- 
scribes what  followed?  — 

"It  was  a  fine  spring  morning,  on  Lady  Day,  in 
the  year  1811,  when  I  went  to  Shelley's  room.  He 
was  absent,  but  before  I  had  collected  our  books  he 
rushed   in.     He  was  terribly  agitated.     I  anxiously 


xxxvi  MEMOIR 

inquired  what  had  happened.  ^I  am  expelled,'  he 
said,  as  soon  as  he  had  recovered  himself  a  little,  ^I 
am  expelled !  I  was  sent  for  suddenly  a  few  minutes 
ago.  I  went  to  our  common  room,  where  I  found  our 
Master  and  two  or  three  of  the  Fellows.  The  Master 
produced  a  copy  of  the  little  syllabus,  and  asked  me 
whether  I  was  the  author  of  it.  He  spoke  in  a  rude, 
abrupt  and  insolent  tone.  I  begged  to  be  informed 
for  what  purpose  he  put  the  question.  No  answer 
was  given,  but  the  Master  loudly  and  angrily  re- 
peated, "Are  you  the  author  of  this  book?  "  "If  I 
can  judge  from  your  manner, "  I  said,  "you  are  re- 
solved to  punish  me  if  I  should  acknowledge  that  it  is 
my  work.  If  you  can  prove  that  it  is,  produce  your 
evidence.  It  is  neither  just  nor  lawful  to  interrogate 
me  in  such  a  case  and  for  such  a  purpose.  Such  pro- 
ceedings would  become  a  court  of  inquisitors,  but  not 
free  men  in  a  free  country."  "Do  you  choose  to  deny 
that  this  is  your  composition  ?  "  the  Master  reiterated 
in  the  same  rude  and  angry  voice.'  Shelley  com- 
plained much  of  his  violence  and  ungentlemsmly  de- 
portment, saying,  *I  have  experienced  tyranny  and 
injustice  before,  and  I  well  know  what  vulgar  violence 
is,  but  I  never  met  with  such  unworthy  treatment.  I 
told  him  calmly,  but  firmly,  that  I  was  determined 
not  to  answer  any  questions  respecting  the  publication. 
He  immediately  repeated  his  demands.  I  persisted 
in  my  refusal,  and  he  said  furiously,  "Then  you  are 
expelled,  and  I  desire  that  you  will  quit  the  college 
early  to-morrow  morning  at  the  latest."  One  of  the 
Fellows  took  up  two  papers  and  handed  one  of  them 
to  me,  —  here  it  is. '  He  produced  a  regular  sentence 
of  expulsion  drawn  up  in  due  form,  under  the  seal  of 
the  college.  ...  I  have  been  with  Shelley  in  many 
trying  situations  of  his  after  life,  but  I  never  saw  him 
80  deeply  shocked  or  so  cruelly  agitated  as  on  this  oc- 
casion. .  .  .  He  sat  on  the  sofa,  repeating  with  con- 
vulsive vehemence  the  words  ^expelled!  expelled! '  his 
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head  shaking  with  emotion,  and  his  whole  frame  qoiy- 
ering." 

Hogg  immediately  sent  word  that  he  was  as  much 
concerned  in  the  affair  as  Shelley,  and  received 
straightway  the  same  sentence.  In  the  afternoon  a 
notice  was  publicly  posted  on  the  hall  door,  announ- 
cing the  expulsion  of  the  two  students  ^'for  contu- 
maciously refusing  to  answer  questions  proposed  to 
them,  and  for  also  repeatedly  declining  to  disavow  a 
publication  entitled  *  Necessity  of  Atheism.'"  That 
afternoon  Shelley  visited  his  old  Eton  friend,  Halli- 
day,  saying,  '^Halliday,  I  am  come  to  say  good-by  to 
you,  if  you  are  not  afraid  to  be  seen  with  me."  The 
next  morning  the  two  friends  left  Oxford  for  London. 
Medwin  tells  how,  a  day  or  two  later,  at  four  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  Shelley  knocked  at  his  door  in  Gar- 
den Court  in  the  Temple.  **I  think  I  hear  his 
cracked  voice,  with  his  well-known  pipe,  *  Medwin, 
let  me  in !  I  am  expelled ! '  Here  followed  a  loud 
half -hysteric  laugh,  and  the  repetition  of  the  words, 
'  I  am  expelled,'  with  the  addition  of  *for  atheism.'  " 
He  and  Hogg  took  lodgings  in  London,  but  in  a  few 
weeks  the  latter  went  home  and  left  Shelley  alone. 

If  Shelley  was  shocked,  Field  Place  was  troubled. 
His  father  demanded  that  he  should  return  home, 
place  himself  submissively  under  a  tutor,  give  up  all 
connection  with  Hogg,  apologize  to  the  authorities  at 
Oxford,  and  profess  conformity  to  the  church;  other- 
wise he  should  have  neither  home  nor  money.  Tim- 
othy Shelley  was  not  a  harsh  man  or  an  unfeeling 
father;  he  was  kind-hearted,  irascible  and  obstinate, 
inconsequential  in  his  talk,  and  destitute  of  tact,  with 
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dnncter  and  princijJes  neitber  better  nor  worn  than 
respectabilitj  required.  He  reeehred  the  world  from 
Proridence,  and  his  opinioni  from  the  Dake  of  Nor- 
folk, and  was  eontent.  He  was  a  eountrr  squire  and 
satisfied  his  eonstitoents,  his  tenants,  his  famihr,  and 
his  senrantSy  and  all  that  was  his,  except  his  father 
and  his  eldest  son.  It  is  pleasant  to  reeaU  the  fact 
that  long  after  SheUer  was  dead  his  old  nnrse  reeeiTed 
her  Christmas  gift  at  the  homestead  to  the  end  of  her 
days.  Timothy  Shelley  was  both  alarmed  and  scan- 
dalized by  his  son's  conduct,  and  he  was  eridentty 
sincerely  concerned.  He  did  not  understand  it,  and 
he  did  not  know  what  to  do.  At  this  time,  too,  Shel- 
ley was  an  important  person  to  his  fiimily,  which  had 
recently  obtained  wealth  and  title.  He  was  looked 
to,  as  the  heir,  to  maintain  and  secure  its  position, 
and  the  entail  was  already  made  for  a  huge  portion 
of  the  estate,  —  £80, 000,  although  a  remainder  of 
£120,000  was  still  unsettled.  Old  Sir  Bysshe,  who 
had  been  made  a  baronet  in  1806,  was  the  founder  of 
this  prosperity.  If  he  was  an  abler  man  than  Tim- 
othy, whom  he  was  accustomed  to  curse  roundly  to 
his  face,  he  was  a  worse  man.  He  was  miserly,  sor- 
did, and  vulgar  in  his  tastes.  He  professed  himself 
an  atheist,  and  though  he  appears  to  have  favored  his 
grandson,  when  young,  he  had  set  an  example  which 
profited  him  ill.  He  was  bom  in  America,  where  his 
father  bad  emigrated  early  in  the  last  century  and 
had  married  with  a  stock  not  now  traceable,  so  that 
there  were  some  drops  of  American  blood  in  Shelley's 
veins.  On  his  father's  return  to  England,  owing  to 
the  lunacy  of  his  elder  brother,  to  take  charge  of  the 
small  family  place  at  Fen  Place,  Bysshe,  then  eighteen 
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years  old;  went  with  him,  and  began  the  career  of 
a  fortune-hunter.  He  twice  eloped  with  wealthy- 
heiresses,  and  their  property  was  the  nucleus  of  the 
estate  he  built  up.  Two  of  his  daughters  followed 
his  example  in  their  mode  of  marrying.  He  had  de- 
voted himself  to  founding  a  family  and  had  succeeded, 
and  at  the  end  of  his  days  he  was  deeply  concerned  in 
the  fate  of  the  settlements.  There  were  reasons, 
therefore,  for  making  Shelley  take  q  view  of  his  place 
more  in  harmony  with  family  expectations. 

Shelley,   on  his  side,   was   not  lacking   in  family 
affection.     He  was  tenderly  attached  to  his  sisters, 
and  Hogg  relates  that  at  Oxford  he  never  received  a 
letter  from  them  or  his  mother  without  manifest  plea- 
sure.    He  certainly  left  in  their  minds  only  pleasant 
memories  of  himself.     He  had  a  boy's  regard  for  his 
father  in  early  years,  and  his  letters  are,  if  firm,  not 
deficient  in  respect.     The  only  sign  of  distrust  up  to 
this  period  was  the  suspicion,  already  mentioned,  that 
his  father  intended  sending  him  to  a  lunatic  asylum  at 
the  time  when  he  was  home  from  Eton  ill  with  fever. 
But,    however   warm   his    home    affections   were,   he 
was  not,  at  the  age  of  eighteen,  prepared  to  abandon 
on  command  his  mind  and  what  was  to  him  moral 
duty;  and  he  declined  to  accede  to  his  father's  terms. 
His  relatives,  the  Medwins  and  Groves,  helped  him 
in  London,  and  his  sisters,  who  were  at  school,  sent 
him  their  pocket    money  by  a  schoolmate.      In   the 
course  of  six  weeks,  after  several  ineffectual  letters 
and  interviews,  a  settlement  was  brought  about,  ap- 
parently through  a  maternal  uncle.   Captain  Pilfold, 
who  lived  near  Field  Place  and  was  always  Shelley's 
friend  ;  and  it  was  agreed  that  Shelley  should  have 
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£200  a  year  and  entire  freedom.  This  was  toward 
the  middle  of  May,  and  early  in  June  he  returned 
home,  where  he  was  well  received,  though  he  found  his 
favorite  sister,  Elizabeth,  whom  he  hoped  Hogg  might 
marry,  less  confiding  in  her  brother  than  before  these 
events.  He  was  especially  struck  by  the  fact  that 
the  principles  of  his  parents  were  social  conventions, 
and  that  conflict  with  his  own  ideas  did  not  proceed 
from  any  real  convictions. 

In  Shelley's  enforced  absence  from  his  family  an 
unknown  opportunity  had  been  given  for  blasting  their 
hopes  more  effectual  than  any  concession  that  could 
have  been  made  which  would  have  kept  him  near 
them.  He  had  become  acquainted  with  Harriet 
Westbrook  in  the  Christmas  vacation  before  he  left 
Oxford.  She  was  a  schoolmate  of  his  sisters  at 
Mrs.  Fenning's,  Clapham,  like  Sion  House  a  middle- 
class  school;  and  he  had  been  conmiissioned  to  take 
her  a  gift.  A  correspondence  sprang  up,  which,  like 
all  of  Shelley's  correspondences,  was  confined  to  his 
opinions,  as  he  was  still  in  the  missionary  stage  of 
conviction.  When  he  was  living  in  London,  it  was 
she  who  acted  between  him  and  his  sisters  and 
brought  him  their  savings.  There  was  also  an  elder 
Miss  Westbrook,  Eliza,  thirty  years  old,  who  was  very 
kind  to  Shelley;  she  took  him  to  walk  with  Harriet, 
invited  him  to  call,  and  was  on  all  occasions  ready  to 
bring  them  together,  guided  the  conversation  upon 
love,  and  left  them  alone.  Mr.  Westbrook,  Shelley 
noticed,  was  very  civil.  He  was  a  retired  tavern- 
keeper.  Shelley's  interest  was  the  more  engaged, 
because  Harriet  was  reproached  at  school  for  being 
friendly  with  a  youth  of  his  principles,  and  suffered 


MEMOIR  xli 

petty  annoyances.  She  was  a  pretty,  bright,  amiable 
girl,  sixteen,  slightly  formed,  with  regular  features, 
a  pink  and  white  complexion  uncommonly  brilliant 
and  pure,  brown  hair —  "like  a  poet's  dream,"  says 
Helen  ;  and  with  this  youthful  bloom  she  had  a  frank 
air,  grace,  and  a  pleasant  lively  laugh.  But  Shelley, 
though  interested  in  his  "little  friend,"  as  he  called 
her,  was  untouched;  and  when  he  went  down  to  his 
uncle  Pilf old's  in  May,  in  search  of  reconciliation 
with  his  father,  he  there  met  another  to  admire.  Miss 
Kitchener,  a  school-teacher  of  twenty-nine,  who  was 
to  hold  a  high  place  in  his  esteem,  and  with  whom 
he  began  his  customary  correspondence  on  metaphys- 
ics, education,  and  the  causes  that  interested  him. 
He  remained  at  home  a  month,  and  wrote  apparently 
his  lost  poem  on  the  f §te  at  Carlton  House,  and  in 
July  went  to  Wales  to  visit  his  cousins,  the  Groves. 
He  was  taken  soon  after  his  arrival  with  a  brief 
though  violent  nervous  illness,  but  recovered,  and  was 
greatly  delighted  with  the  mountain  scenery,  then  new 
to  him.  In  his  rambles  in  the  neighborhood  he  met 
with  that  adventure  with  the  beggar  which  seems  to 
have  impressed  him  deeply.  He  gave  the  man  some- 
thing and  followed  him  a  mile,  trying  to  enter  into  talk 
with  him.  Finally  the  beggar  said,  "I  see  by  your 
dress  that  you  are  a  rich  man.  They  have  injured 
me  and  mine  a  million  times.  You  appear  to  me  well 
intentioned,  but  I  have  no  security  of  it  while  you 
live  in  such  a  house  as  that,  or  wear  such  clothes  as 
those.      It  would  be  charity  to  quit  me." 

The  Westbrooks  also  were  in  Wales,  and  letters 
came  from  Harriet,  who  wrote  despondently,  com- 
plained of  unhappiness  at  home,  dwelt  upon  suicide, 
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and  at  last  asked  Shelley's  protection.  ''Her  letters,  ** 
says  Shelley,  writing  two  months  later  to  Miss  Hitch- 
ener,  ''became  more  and  more  gloomy.  At  length 
one  assumed  a  tone  of  such  despair,  as  induced  me 
to  leave  Wales  precipitately.  I  arrived  in  London. 
I  was  shocked  at  observing  the  alteration  in  her  looks. 
Little  did  I  divine  its  cause.  She  had  become  vio- 
lently attached  to  me,  and  feared  that  I  should  not 
return  her  attachment.  Prejudice  made  the  confes- 
sion painful.  It  was  impossible  to  avoid  being  much 
affected;  I  promised  to  unite  my  fate  to  hers.  I 
stayed  in  London  several  days,  during  which  she  re- 
covered her  spirits.  I  had  promised  at  her  bidding 
to  come  again  to  London."  This  was  in  the  early 
part  of  August.  He  wrote  to  Hogg,  whom  he  had 
previously  told  that  he  was  not  in  love,  detailing  the 
affair,  and  discussed  with  him  whether  he  should 
marry  Harriet,  or,  as  she  was  ready  to  do,  should  dis- 
regard an  institution  which  he  had  learned  from  Grod- 
win  to  consider  irrational.  He  went  home  and  did 
not  anticipate  that  any  decision  would  be  necessary  at 
present.  Within  a  week  Harriet  called  him  back  be- 
cause her  father  would  force  her  to  return  to  school. 
He  went  to  her,  took  the  course  of  honor,  and  in  the 
last  week  of  August  went  with  her  to  Edinburgh, 
where  they  were  married,  August  28.  He  was  nine- 
teen, and  she  sixteen,  years  of  age. 

Shelley  was  no  sooner  married  than  he  began  to  feel 
the  pecuniary  embarrassments  which  were  to  become 
familiar  to  him.  He  had  never  been  without  money, 
except  for  the  six  weeks  in  London  after  leaving  Ox- 
ford, and  he  did  not  anticipate  that  his  father  would 
cut  him  off.     He  had  borrowed  the  money  for  his 
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journey  from  the  elder  Medwin,  and  now,  his  quar- 
terly allowance  not  being  paid,  he  was  kept  from  want 
only  by  a  kindly  remittance  from  his  uncle  Filf old. 
Hogg  had  joined  them  at  Edinburgh,  but  Shelley  was 
anxious  to  make  a  settlement,  and  early  in  October 
the  party  went  to  York,  where  Shelley  left  Harriet  in 
Hogg's  charge  while  he  went  on  to  his  uncle's  to  seek 
some  communication  with  his  father.  Within  a  week 
he  returned,  unsuccessful,  to  York,  whither  Harriet's 
elder  sister,  Eliza,  had  preceded  him.  He  found  on 
his  arrival  that  Hogg  had  undertaken  to  intrigue  with 
Harriet.  A  month  later,  in  a  letter  to  Miss  Hitch- 
ener  he  gave  an  account  of  the  interview  he  had  with 
him:  — 

"We  walked  to  the  fields  beyond  York.  I  desired 
to  know  fully  the  account  of  this  affair.  I  heard  it 
from  him  and  I  believe  he  was  sincere.  All  that  I  can 
recollect  of  that  terrible  day  is  that  I  pardoned  him, 
—  fully,  freely  pardoned  him ;  that  I  would  still  be  a 
friend  to  him,  and  hoped  soon  to  convince  him  how 
lovely  virtue  was ;  that  his  crime,  not  himself,  was  the 
object  of  my  detestation ;  that  I  value  a  human  being 
not  for  what  it  has  been,  but  for  what  it  is;  that  I 
hoped  the  time  would  come  when  he  would  regard  this 
horrible  error  with  as  much  disgust  as  I  did.  He  said 
little.     He  was  pale,  terror-struck,  remorseful." 

After  this  incident  Shelley  remained  in  York  but  a 
few  days,  and  in  November  left  without  giving  Hogg 
any  intimation  of  his  intentions.  "I  leave  him," 
wrote  Shelley,  "to  his  fate.  Would  that  I  could 
rescue  him." 

He  took  a  cottage  at  Keswick.  He  had  already 
written  to  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  who  had  before  been 
brought  in  as  a  peacemaker  between  father  and  son, 
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soliciting  his  intervention,  and  was  invited  to  Grey- 
stoke  by  the  duke,  where  he  spent  with  his  family  a 
few  days  at  the  expense  of  almost  his  last  guinea. 
He  wrote  to  the  elder  Medwin:  "We  are  now  so  poor 
as  to  be  actually  in  danger  of  every  day  being  de- 
prived of  the  necessaries  of  life."  In  December  Mr. 
Westbrook  allowed  Harriet  £200  a  year,  and  in  Jan- 
uary his  father  made  an  equal  allowance  to  him,  to 
prevent  "his  cheating  strangers."  At  Greystoke  he 
had  met  Calvert,  who  introduced  him  to  Southey. 
"Here  is  a  man  at  Keswick,"  wrote  Southey,  "who 
acts  upon  me  as  my  own  ghost  would  do :  he  is  just 
what  I  was  in  1794."  Shelley  had  long  regarded 
Southey  with  admiration,  and  "Thalaba"  remained  a 
favorite  book  with  him.  But,  although  Southey  was 
kind  to  him,  contributing  to  his  domestic  comfort  in 
material  ways,  the  acquaintance  resulted  in  a  diminu- 
tion of  Shelley's  regard  for  him.  On  January  2  he 
introduced  himself  to  Grodwin  by  letter,  according  to 
his  custom,  having  only  then  heard  that  the  writer 
whom  he  really  revered  was  still  alive,  and  he  inter- 
ested the  grave  philosopher  very  earnestly  in  his  wel- 
fare. Meanwhile  he  had  not  been  idle.  Through 
all  these  events,  indeed,  he  must  have  kept  busy 
with  his  pen.  He  designed  a  poem  representing  the 
perfect  state  of  man,  gathered  his  verses  to  make 
a  volume,  worked  on  his  metaphysical  essays,  and, 
especially,  composed  a  novel,  "Hubert  Cauvin, "  to 
illustrate  the  causes  of  the  failure  of  the  French 
Revolution.  At  Keswick,  too,  occurred  the  first  of 
the  personal  assaults  on  Shelley,  which  tried  the  cred- 
ibility of  his  friends.  He  had  begun  the  use  of  laud- 
anum,  as  a  relief  from  pain,   but  he  had  recovered 
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from  the  illness  which  discloses  this  fact,  hef ore  the 
incident  occurred.  On  January  19,  at  seven  o'clock 
at  night,  Shelley,  hearing  an  unusual  noise,  went  to 
the  door  and  was  struck  to  the  ground  and  stunned 
by  a  blow.  His  landlord,  alarmed  by  the  noise,  came 
to  the  scene,  and  the  assailant  fled.  The  affair  was 
published  in  the  local  paper,  and  is  spoken  of  by  Har- 
riet as  well  as  Shelley.  Some  of  the  neighbors  dis- 
believed in  it,  but  his  simple  chemical  experiments 
had  excited  their  minds  and  made  him  an  object  of 
suspicion,  and  it  is  to  be  said  that  the  country  was  in 
a  disturbed  state.  Shelley's  thoughts  were  already 
turned  to  Ireland  as  a  field  of  practical  action,  and, 
his  private  affairs  being  now  satisfactorily  settled, 
he  determined  to  go  there  and  work  for  the  cause 
of  Catholic  emancipation.  At  Keswick  he  wrote  his 
"Address  to  the  Irish  People,"  and  in  spite  of  the 
dissuasion  of  Calvert  and  Godwin  he  started  with  his 
family  in  the  first  days  of  February,  1812,  and  ar- 
rived in  Dublin  on  the  12th. 

Shelley  sent  his  "Address "  to  the  printer,  and 
within  two  weeks  had  fifteen  hundred  copies  on  hand, 
which  he  distributed  freely,  sending  them  to  sixty 
coffee-houses,  flinging  them  from  his  balcony,  giving 
them  away  on  the  street,  and  sending  out  a  man  with 
them.  He  wrote  also  "Proposals  for  an  Associa- 
tion," published  March  2.  He  had  presented  a  letter 
from  Godwin  to  Curran,  and  made  himself  known  to 
the  leaders.  On  February  2^,  at  a  public  meeting 
which  O'Connell  addressed,  Shelley  also  spoke  for  an 
hour,  and  received  mingled  hisses  and  applause,  — 
applause  for  the  wrongs  of  Ireland,  hisses  for  his  plea 
for  religious  toleration.     He  also  became  acquainted 
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with  Mr.  Lawless,  a  follower  of  Carran,  and  wrote 
passages  of  Irish  history  for  a  proposed  wo^  bj  him. 
Meanwhile  Crodwin  sent  letters  dissoading  him  from 
his  course,  and  finally  wonnd  np,  —  ^Shelley,  you 
are  preparing  a  scene  of  blood.''  Shelley's  Irish 
principles  were  bnt  remotely  connected  with  the  prac- 
tical politics  of  the  hour,  and  consisted,  in  the  main, 
of  very  general  convictions  in  regard  to  equality, 
toleration,  and  the  other  elements  of  republican  goy- 
emment.  He  did  compose,  out  of  French  sources,  a 
revolntionary  '^Declaration  of  Rights."  He  was  soon 
discouraged  by  the  character  of  the  men  and  of  the 
situation.  His  heart,  too,  was  touched  by  the  state 
of  the  people,  for  he  engaged  at  once  in  that  practical 
philanthropy  which  was  always  a  large  part  of  his 
personal  life.  "A  poor  boy,"  he  writes,  "whom  I 
found  starving  with  his  mother,  in  a  hiding  place 
of  unutterable  filth  and  misery,  —  whom  I  rescued 
and  was  about  to  teach,  has  been  snatched  on  a  charge 
of  false  and  villainous  effrontery  to  a  Magistrate  of 
Hell,  who  gave  him  the  alternative  of  the  tender  or 
of  military  servitude.  ...  I  am  sick  of  this  city, 
and  long  to  be  with  you  and  peace."  At  last  he  gave 
np,  sent  forward  a  box  filled  with  his  books,  which 
was  inspected  by  the  government  and  reported  as  se- 
ditious, and  on  April  4  left  Ireland.  He  settled  ten 
days  later  at  Nantgwillt,  near  CS¥m  Elan,  the  seat  of 
his  cousins,  the  Groves,  and  there  remained  until 
June.  In  this  period  he  appears  to  have  met  Pea- 
cock, through  whom  he  was  probably  introduced  to  his 
London  publisher,  Hookham.  In  June  he  again  mi- 
grated to  Lynmouth  in  Devon.  Here  he  wrote  his 
'^Letter   to   Lord  Ellenborough, "  defending  Eaton, 
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who  had  been  sentenced  for  publishing  Paine's  ''Age 
of  Reason  "  in  a  periodical.  He  amused  himself  by 
putting  copies  of  the  ''Declaration  of  Rights  "  and  a 
new  satirical  poem,  "The  Devil's  Walk,"  in  bottles 
and  fire  balloons,  and  setting  them  adrift  by  sea  and 
air;  but  a  more  mundane  attempt  to  circulate  the 
"Declaration  of  Rights"  resulted  unfortunately  for 
his  servant,  Dan  Healy,  who  had  become  attached  to 
him  and  followed  him  from  Ireland,  and  was  punished 
in  a  fine  of  £200  or  eight  months'  imprisonment  for 
posting  it  on  the  walls  of  Barnstable.  Shelley  could 
not  pay  the  fine,  but  he  provided  fifteen  shillings  a 
week  to  make  the  prisoner's  confinement  more  com- 
fortable. The  government  now  put  Shelley  under 
surveillance,  and  he  was  watched  by  Leeson,  a  spy. 
At  Lynmouth  "Queen  Mab"  is  first  heard  of.  In 
September  he  removed  to  Tanyrallt,  near  Tremadoc, 
in  Wales,  where  he  became  deeply  interested  in  a 
scheme  of  Mr.  Haddock's  for  reclaiming  some  waste 
land  by  an  embankment.  It  was  a  large,  practical 
enterprise,  which  engaged  both  Shelley's  imagination 
and  his  spirit  of  philanthropy.  He  subscribed  £100, 
and  on  October  4,  went  to  London,  seeking  to  inter- 
est others  in  this  undertaking.  Here  he  first  met 
Godwin,  through  whom  he  became  acquainted  with  the 
Newtons,  of  vegetarian  fame,  but  before  this,  while 
in  Dublin,  he  had  himself  adopted  that  way  of  life. 
It  is  uncertain  whether  at  this  time  he  saw  Godwin's 
daughter  Mary.  He  renewed  his  acquaintance  with 
Hogg,  in  whose  narrative  scenes  of  Shelley's  life  at 
this  period,  presented  with  the  same  vigor  and  viva- 
city as  in  the  Oxford  time,  occur.  None  of  them  are 
more  humorous  than  such  as  describe  the  appearance 
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of  Miss  Kitchener,  who,  yielding  to  Shelley's  long  ex- 
pressed wish,  had  joined  the  family  before  they  left 
Wales  and  was  now  an  inmate  of  the  household. 
Shelley  had  idealized  her  at  a  distance,  but  her  near 
neighborhood  was  disenchantment.  Hogg's  descrip- 
tion of  his  walk  with  the  ^^ Brown  Demon,"  as  he 
called  her,  on  one  arm,  and  the  '^ Black  Diamond," 
as  he  nicknamed  Eliza,  on  the  other,  has  given  her  an 
unenviable  figure.  She  was  finally  got  rid  of,  and  a 
stipend  paid  her  to  make  good  the  loss  she  had  suffered 
by  giving  up  her  school  teaching;,  but  in  her  after-life 
she  was  much  respected  by  those  with  whom  she  lived, 
and  she  appears  to  have  remained  very  loyal  to  the 
poet,  whose  correspondence  for  nearly  two  years  was 
80  large  a  part  of  her  life. 

Shelley  returned  to  Wales  on  November  13,  going 
to  Tanyrallt.  There  he  worked  very  constantly  at 
his  essays,  an  unpublished  collection  of  ^^  Biblical  Ex- 
tracts" for  popular  distribution,  and  "Queen  Mab." 
There  also  occurred  the  second  assault  upon  him,  which 
has  been  received  with  more  distrust  than  any  other 
event  in  his  life.  On  February  26,  between  ten  and 
eleven  o'clock,  Shelley,  after  retiring,  was  alarmed  by 
a  noise  in  the  parlor  below.  He  went  down  with  two 
loaded  pistols  to  the  billiard  room,  and  followed  the 
sound  of  retreating  footsteps  into  a  small  office,  where 
he  saw  a  man  passing,  through  a  glass  window.  The 
man  fired,  and  Shelley's  pistol  flashed,  on  which  the 
man  knocked  Shelley  down,  and,  while  they  struggled, 
Shelley  fired  his  second  pistol,  which  he  thought  took 
effect.  The  man  arose  with  a  cry  and  said,  "by  Gk)d, 
I  will  be  revenged !  I  will  murder  your  wife !  I  will 
ravish  your  sister !     By  God,  I  will  be  revenged  I " 
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He  then  fled.  The  servants  were  still  up,  and  the 
whole  family  assembled  in  the  parlor  and  remained 
for  two  hours.  Shelley  and  his  servant,  Dan,  who 
had  that  day  returned  from  prison,  sat  up.  At  four 
o'clock,  Harriet  heard  a  pistol  shot,  and  on  going 
down,  found  that  Shelley's  clothes  and  the  window 
curtain  had  been  shot  through.  Dan  had  left  the 
room  to  see  what  time  it  was,  when  Shelley  heard  a 
noise  at  the  window;  as  he  approached  it,  a  man  thrust 
his  arm  through  the  glass  and  fired.  Shelley's  pistol 
again  missed  fire,  and  he  struck  at  the  man  with  an 
old  sword ;  while  they  were  still  struggling,  Dan  came 
back,  and  the  man  escaped.  Peacock  was  there  the 
next  summer,  and  heard  that  persons,  who  examined 
the  premises  in  the  morning,  found  the  grass  trampled 
and  rolled  on,  but  there  were  no  footprints  except 
toward  the  house,  and  the  impression  of  the  ball  on 
the  wainscot  showed  that  the  pistol  had  been  fired 
toward  the  window  and  not  from  it.  There  are  other 
accounts  of  what  Shelley  said.  In  after  years  he 
ascribed  the  spasms  of  pain,  from  which  he  suffered, 
to  the  pressure  of  the  man's  knee  on  his  body.  It  is 
not  unlikely,  as  Dowden  remarks,  that  Dan  Healy  had 
been  followed  by  a  spy,  and  it  is  known  that  Shelley 
was  dogged  by  Leeson,  whom  he  feared  long  after- 
wards. If  the  affair  is  regarded  as  an  illusion  of 
the  sort  to  which  Shelley  was  said  to  be  subject,  the 
material  circumstances  show  that  the  event  was  one 
of  intense  reality  to  Shelley,  and  it  is  not  strange  that 
he  immediately  left  the  neighborhood,  finding  life 
there  insupportable.  He  made  a  short  journey  to 
Ireland,  where  he  arrived  March  9,  visited  the  Lakes 
of  Killarney,  and  returned  to  Dublin,  March  21. 
Early  in  April  he  was  back  in  London. 
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On  returning  to  London,  Shelley  entered  again  into 
negotiations  with  his  father  for  a  further  settlement. 
He  would  soon  be  of  age,  and  it  was  necessary  to 
make  some  terms  to  prevent  the  loss  the  estate  would 
sufEer  by  raising  money  on  post-obit  bonds.  He  was 
much  harassed  by  his  debtors,  and  his  father  is  said 
privately  to  have  taken  measures  to  relieve  him  from 
their  persecutions  without  his  knowledge.  It  is  un- 
certain whether  he  lived  in  a  hotel  or  in  lodgings. 
His  first  child,  lanthe  Eliza,  was  bom  in  June.  At 
the  end  of  July  he  was  settled  at  Bracknell,  near  the 
Boinvilles,  who  were  connected  with  the  Newtons. 
Here  Peacock  visited  him,  and  from  this  time  became 
intimate.  Peacock's  cold  judgment,  notwithstanding 
his  frequent  skepticism  and  imperfect  knowledge  of 
Shelley's  affairs,  makes  his  impressions  valuable.  To 
him,  more  than  to  any  other  external  influence,  is  to 
be  attributed  the  devotion  of  Shelley,  which  now  be- 
gan, to  Greek  studies.  In  the  first  week  of  October 
Peacock  joined  the  family  in  a  journey  to  Edinburgh, 
taken  in  a  private  carriage  which  Shelley  had  bought 
for  Harriet.  Nothing  noteworthy  occurred  except 
that  Shelley  made  a  new  convert,  Baptista,  a  young 
Brazilian,  who  corresponded  with  him  and  partly  trans- 
lated ^' Queen  Mab,"  which  had  been  printed  in  the 
late  spring,  into  Portuguese ;  but  he  died  while  young. 
Shelley  returned  to  London  in  December. 

Two  years  and  a  half  had  now  passed  since  Shel- 
ley's marriage,  and  the  union,  in  which  love  upon  his 
part  had  not  originally  been  an  element,  had  become 
one  of  warm  affection.  Through  all  the  vicissitudes 
of  his  wandering  life  it  was  a  main  source  of  Shelley's 
happiness.     Time  now  began  to  disclose  those  limita- 
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tions  of  character  and  temperament  which  were  to  be 
anticipated.  The  last  pleasant  scene  in  this  early 
married  life  is  Peacock's  description  of  Shelley's 
pleasure  in  his  child :  — 

"He  was  extremely  fond  of  it,  and  would  walk  up 
and  down  the  room  with  it  in  his  arms  for  a  long  time 
together,  singing  to  it  a  monotonous  melody  of  his 
own  making,  which  ran  on  the  repetition  of  a  word  of 
his  own  making.  His  song  was  ^Ydhmani,  Ydhmani, 
T^Umiani,  Ydhmani.'  It  did  not  please  me;  but, 
what  was  more  important,  it  pleased  the  child,  and 
lulled  it  when  it  was  fretful.  Shelley  was  extremely 
fond  of  his  children.  He  was  preeminently  an  affec- 
tionate father.  But  to  the  first-bom  there  were  ac- 
companiments which  did  not  please  him.  The  child 
had  a  wet  nurse,  whom  he  did  not  like,  and  was  much 
looked  after  by  his  wife's  sister,  whom  he  intensely 
disliked.  I  have  often  thought  that  if  Harriet  had 
nursed  her  own  child,  and  if  this  sister  had  not  lived 
with  them,  the  link  of  their  married  love  would  not 
have  been  so  readily  broken." 

In  the  autumn  of  1813,  on  coming  to  London, 
Harriet  began  to  vary  from  that  description  of  her 
which  Shelley  had  written  to  Fanny  Godwin  in  De- 
cember, 1812 : — 

"How  is  Harriet  a  fine  lady?  You  indirectly  ac- 
cuse her  of  this  offence,  —  to  me  the  most  unpardon- 
able of  all.  The  ease  and  simplicity  of  her  habits, 
the  unassuming  plainness  of  her  address,  the  uncalcu- 
lated  connection  of  her  thought  and  speech,  have  ever 
formed  in  my  eyes  her  greatest  charm;  and  none  of 
these  are  compatible  with  fashionable  life,  or  the  at- 
tempted assumption  of  its  vulgar  and  noisy  Sclat." 

It  was  to  please  her  that  he  then  bought  a  carriage 
and  a  quantity  of  plate,  and  she  displayed  a  taste  for 
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expensive  things.  On  the  birth  of  the  child  her  in- 
tellectual sympathy  with  him  seems  to  have  ended. 
Afterwards  she  neither  read  nor  studied.  She  was 
disenchanted  of  his  views,  which,  Peacock  mentiong, 
she  joined  with  him  in  not  taking  seriously ;  she  was 
disenchanted,  too,  of  the  wandering  life  and  recur- 
ring poverty  to  which  they  led. 

Her  sister's  presence  in  the  household  became  a 
cause  of  difference  between  her  and  her  husband. 
The  first  expressed  sign  of  domestic  unhappiness  oc- 
curs in  Shelley's  melancholy  letter  to  Hogg,  March 
22,  1814.  He  had  then  been  staying  for  a  month 
with  Mrs.  Boinville,  and  looked  forward  with  regret 
to  ending  his  visit.     He  thus  refers  to  Eliza:  — 

^^  Eliza  is  still  with  us,  not  here,  but  will  be  with 
me  when  the  infinite  malice  of  destiny  forces  me  to 
depart.  I  am  now  but  little  inclined  to  contest  this 
point.  I  certainly  hate  her  with  all  my  heart  and 
soul.  It  is  a  sight  which  awakens  an  inexpressible 
sensation  of  disgust  and  horror  to  see  her  caress  my 
poor  little  lanthe,  in  whom  I  may  hereafter  find  the 
consolation  of  sympathy.  I  sometimes  feel  faint  with 
the  fatigue  of  checking  the  overflowing  of  my  un- 
bounded abhorrence  for  this  miserable  wretch.  But 
she  is  no  more  than  a  blind  and  loathsome  worm  that 
cannot  see  to  sting." 

Shelley  felt  keenly  the  contrast  of  the  peaceful 
home  in  which  he  was  staying  with  his  own.  Some 
years  afterwards,  in  1819,  he  wrote  to  Peacock:  — 

"I  could  not  help  considering  Mrs.  B.  when  I  knew 
her  as  the  most  admirable  specimen  of  a  human  being 
I  had  ever  seen.  Nothing  earthly  ever  appeared  to 
me  more  perfect  than  her  character  and  manners.  It 
is  improbable  that  I  shall  ever  meet  again  the  person 
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whom  I  so  much  esteem  and  still  admire.  I  wish, 
however,  that  when  you  see  her  you  would  tell  her  that 
I  have  not  forgotten  her,  nor  any  of  the  amiable  circle 
once  assembled  around  her ;  and  that  I  desired  such 
remembrances  to  her  as  an  exile  and  a  Pariah  may  be 
permitted  to  address  to  an  acknowledged  member  of 
the  community  of  mankind." 

With  Mrs.  Boinville  and  her  daughter,  Mrs.  Tur- 
ner, he  now  made  his  first  acquaintance  with  Italian. 
On  March  26  he  remarried  Harriet,  who  had  not  been 
with  him  for  the  previous  month,  in  St.  George's 
Church,  London,  in  order  to  place  beyond  doubt  the 
validity  of  the  Scotch  marriage  and  the  rights  of  his 
children.  Shortly  afterwards,  in  April,  Harriet  again 
left  him,  and  to  this  month  belongs  the  poem,  ^^  Stan- 
zas, April,  1814, "  the  most  melancholy  verses  he  had 
yet  written,  in  which  he  speaks  of  his  "sad  and  silent 
home,"  and  "its  desolated  hearth. "  During  the  next 
month  Harriet  was  still  away;  and,  at  some  time  in 
it,  he  addressed  to  her  the  stanzas,  "To  Harriet, 
May,  1814, "  in  which  he  appeals  to  her  to  return  to 
him  and  restore  his  happiness,  tells  her  that  her  feel- 
ing is  "remorseless,"  that  it  is  "malice,"  "revenge," 
"pride,"  and  begs  her  to  "pity  if  thou  canst  not  love." 
There  is  no  evidence  that  Harriet  rejoined  Shelley, 
and,  when  her  residence  is  next  discovered,  in  July, 
she  was  living  at  Bath  apparently  with  her  sister. 
The  story  of  Harriet's  voluntarily  leaving  Shelley  may 
have  sprung  from  this  protracted  absence. 

Meanwhile  Shelley  had  met  Grodwin's  daughter, 
Mary,  a  girl  of  sixteen,  who  is  described  as  golden 
haired,  with  a  pale,  pure  face,  hazel  eyes,  a  somewhat 
grave  manner,   and  strength  both  of  mind  and  will. 


liv  MEMOIR 

£arly  in  June  he  was  feeling  a  strong  attraction 
toward  her.  He  confided  in  her,  and  ont  of  their 
intimacy,  through  her  sympathy,  sprang  that  mntoal 
We  which  soon  hecame  passion.  The  stanzas  ^To 
Mary,  Jane,  1814, "  show  deep  feeling  and  a  sense  of 
doubtfulness  in  their  position,  but  do  not  disclose  any 
thought  or  suggestion  of  a  relation  other  than  friend- 
ship. But  to  Shelley,  who  was  sufEering  deeply  and 
was  indeed  wretched,  it  was  not  unnatural  that  he 
should  reflect  whether  this  was  not  one  of  those  occa- 
sions justifying  separation,  which  he  had  always  held 
should  be  met  by  putting  an  end  to  a  relation  which 
had  become  false.  This  was  his  view  of  marriage, 
well  known  to  Harriet  at  the  time  that  he  married 
her,  when  he  had  observed  the  ceremony  for  her  sake, 
and  openly  repeated  in  his  writings  dedicated  to  her 
within  a  year.  Shelley  would  not  violate  his  princi- 
ples by  such  an  action;  nor  could  it  be  pleaded  that 
he  had  taken  up  with  this  view  after  obligations  al- 
ready incurred  or  subsequent  to  the  incidents  which 
made  him  desire  a  change.  Harriet  probably  did  not 
realize  what  Shelley's  convictions  were,  and  may  ha^e 
been  deceived  by  her  experience  of  his  disposition. 
The  natural  inference  from  the  state  of  the  facts, 
which,  at  best,  are  imperfectly  known,  is  that,  as 
Shelley  had  now  come  of  age  and  was  in  a  position  to 
make  his  rights  of  property  felt,  Harriet,  under  the 
guidance  of  her  sister,  who  had  been  the  intriguer  from 
the  start,  desired  such  a  settlement  as  would  put  her 
in  possession  of  the  social  position  and  privileges 
which  were  at  Shelley's  command;  that  differences 
arose  in  the  home,  possibly  on  the  comparatively  slight 
question  whether  Eliza  should  continue  to  live  with 
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them;  and  that  Harriet,  swayed  by  her  sister,  was 
endeayoring  to  subdue  Shelley  to  her  way  by  a  certain 
hardness  in  her  conduct,  and  by  if  not  refusing  to  live 
with  him,  re&aining  from  doing  so.  But  Shelley,  on 
his  part,  in  Harriet's  absence,  had  come  to  love  Mary, 
and  to  see  in  following  that  love  the  way  of  escape 
from  his  troubles.  The  time  was  one  of  intense  men- 
tal excitement  to  him,  especially  when  the  crisis  came 
early  in  July.  He  secured  Mary's  consent.  She  was 
the  daughter  of  Mary  Wollstonecraf t  and  of  Grodwin, 
and  derived  from  both  parents  the  same  principles  of 
marriage,  both  by  practice  and  precept,  that  Shelley 
held.  In  their  own  eyes  neither  of  them  was  com- 
mitting a  wrong.  Shelley  sent  for  Harriet.  She 
came  to  London,  and  he  told  her  his  determination. 
She  was  greatly  shocked  and  made  ill  by  the  disclos- 
ure. Shelley  acted  with  a  certain  deliberation  as 
well  as  with  openness.  He  directed  settlements  to  be 
made  for  Harriet's  maintenance,  and  saw  that  she  was 
supplied  with  money  for  the  present.  At  the  same 
time  his  state  of  mind  was  one  of  conflict  and  distress. 
Peacock  describes  his  appearance :  — 

"Nothing  that  I  ever  read  in  tale  or  history  could 
present  a  more  striking  image  of  a  sudden,  violent, 
irresistible,  uncontrollable  passion,  than  that  under 
which  I  found  him  laboring,  when,  at  his  request,  I 
went  up  from  the  country  to  call  on  him  in  London. 
Between  his  old  feelings  toward  Harriet,  from  whom 
he  was  not  then  separated,  and  his  new  passion  for 
Mary,  he  showed  in  his  looks,  in  his  gestures,  in  his 
speech,  the  state  of  a  mind  ^suffering  like  a  little  king- 
dom the  nature  of  an  insurrection.*  His  eyes  were 
bloodshot,  his  hair  and  dress  disordered.  He  caught 
up  a  bottle  of  laudanum  and  said,  ^I  never  part  from 
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this/     He  added,  'I  am  always  repeating  to  myself 
your  lines  &om  Sophocles:  — 

Man^s  happiest  lot  is  not  to  be : 

And  when  we  tread  lifers  thorny  steep 

Most  blest  are  they  who  earliest  free 
Descend  to  death's  eternal  sleep.'  " 

Mary  appears  to  have  been  determined  at  last  by 
fears  for  Shelley's  life,  and  on  July  28  she  left  Eng* 
land  with  him. 

It  is  unfortunately  necessary  to  notice  another  ele- 
ment in  the  situation.  It  is  the  testimony  of  the 
common  &iends  of  Harriet  and  Shelley  —  Hogg, 
Peacock,  and  Hookham  —  that,  up  to  the  period  of 
their  parting,  she  was  pure.  It  is  said,  indeed,  on 
what  must  be  regarded  as  the  very  doubtful  authority 
of  Miss  Clairmont,  that  Shelley  persuaded  Mary  to  go 
by  asserting  Harriet's  unfaithfulness.  What  is  cer- 
tain is  that,  after  Harriet's  death,  he  wrote  to  Mary, 
January  11,  1817,  "I  learned  just  now  from  Grodwin 
that  he  has  evidence  that  Harriet  was  unfaithful  to 
me  four  months  before  I  left  England  with  you.'* 
That  Grodwin  had  fiuch  a  story  is  known  by  his  own 
evidence.  The  name  of  an  obscure  person,  Ryan, 
who  was  acquainted  with  the  family  as  early  as  the 
summer  of  1813,  was  brought  into  connection  with  the 
affair.  Shelley  at  one  time  doubted  the  paternity  of 
his  second  child,  Charles  Bysshe,  bom  in  November, 
1814,  but  he  was  afterwards  satisfied  that  he  was  in 
error.  I  do  not  find  any  reliable  evidence  that  Shel- 
ley ever  maintained  that  he  was  convinced  in  July, 
1814,  of  Harriet's  infidelity.  He  afterwards  be- 
lieved that  she  had  been  in  fault,  as  is  shown  by  his 
letter  to  Southey  in  1820,  in  which  he  maintains  the 
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rightfulness  of  his  conduct :  '^I  take  God  to  witness,  if 
such  a  being  is  now  regarding  both  you  and  me ;  and  I 
pledge  myself,  if  we  meet,  as  perhaps  you  expect,  be- 
fore Him  after  death,  to  repeat  the  same  in  his  pres- 
ence —  that  you  accuse  me  wrongfully.  I  am  innocent 
of  ill,  either  done  or  intended.  The  consequence  you 
allude  to  flowed  in  no  respect  &om  me."  At  the  time 
of  the  eyent  itself,  it  was  not  necessary  to  Shelley's 
mind  to  have  a  justification  which  would  appeal  to  all 
the  world  and  ordinary  ways  of  thinking;  but,  when 
time  disclosed  such  justification,  he  made  use  of  it  to 
strengthen  his  action  in  his  own  eyes  and  the  eyes  of 
Mary,  and,  though  only  by  implication,  in  Southey's 
judgment.  He  appears  never  to  have  mentioned  the 
matter  to  others.  Shelley's  habitual  reticence  was 
far  greater  than  he  has  ever  received  credit  for. 

Shelley  and  Mary  had  for  a  companion  on  their 
voyage  Miss  Clairmont,  a  daughter  of  the  second  Mrs. 
Grodwin  by  her  first  marriage.  They  visited  Paris, 
crossed  France,  and  stopped  on  the  shores  of  Lake 
Geneva,  near  Brunnen.  There  they  remained  but  a 
short  time,  and,  descending  the  Khine  to  Cologne, 
journeyed  by  Rotterdam  to  England,  where  they  ar- 
rived September  13.  Peacock  describes  the  following 
winter  as  the  most  solitary  period  of  Shelley's  life. 
He  settled  in  London,  and  was  greatly  embarrassed 
with  his  affairs,  endeavoring  to  raise  money  and  to 
keep  out  of  the  way  of  creditors.  He  had  written  to 
Harriet  during  his  journey,  often  saw  her  in  London, 
and  seems  to  have  been  upon  pleasant  terms  with 
her.  Godwin,  who  had  at  first  been  very  angry,  re- 
newed his  relations  under  the  stress  of  his  own  finan- 
cial difficulties,  and  the  money  to  be  had  from  Shelley. 
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In  January,  1815,  old  Sir  Bysshe's  death  greatly  im* 
proved  Shelley's  position  hy  making  him  the  inmiediate 
heir.  He  went  home,  and  was  refused  admittance  by 
his  father ;  but  negotiations  could  not  be  long  delayed. 
They  lasted  for  eighteen  months.  He  was  given  the 
choice  of  entailing  the  entire  estate,  £200,000,  sur- 
rendering his  claim  to  that  part  of  the  property, 
£80,000,  which  could  not  be  taken  from  him,  and 
accepting  a  life  interest,  on  which  condition  he  should 
receive  the  whole;  or,  refusing  this,  he  should  be 
deprived  of  the  £120, 000,  which  would  go  to  his 
younger  brother,  John.  Shelley  refused  to  execute 
the  entail,  which  he  thought  wrong,  and  yielded  the 
larger  part  of  the  property.  To  pay  his  immediate 
debts  he  sold  his  succession  to  the  fee-simple  of  a  por- 
tion of  the  estate,  valued  at  £18,000,  to  his  father 
for  £11,000,  in  June,  1815,  and  by  the  same  agree- 
ment received  a  fixed  annual  allowance  of  £1, 000,  and 
also  a  considerable  sum  of  money.  He  sent  Harriet 
£200  for  her  debts,  and  directed  his  bankers  to  pay 
her  £200  annually  from  his  allowance.  Mr.  West- 
brook  also  continued  to  his  daughter  his  allowance  of 
£200,  so  that  she  now  had  £400  a  year. 

Early  in  this  year  Shelley  was  told  that  he  was 
dying  rapidly  of  consumption.  His  health  was  cer- 
tainly broken  before  this  time,  but  every  symptom  of 
pulmonary  disease  suddenly  and  completely  passed 
away.  In  February  Mary's  first  child  was  bom,  but 
died  within  a  fortnight.  In  the  spring  he  settled  at 
Bishopgate  and  there  wrote  "Alastor."  In  1816, 
Mary's  second  child,  William,  was  bom.  In  May, 
Shelley,  with  Mary  and  Miss  Clairmont,  left  England 
for  the  Continent,  and  within  two  weeks  arrived  at 
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Lake  Greneya.  There  he  became  acquainted  with 
Byron,  and  spent  the  snmmer  boating  with  him. 
Unknown  to  Shelley  or  Mary,  Miss  Clairmont,  before 
leaving  London,  had  become  Byron's  mistress,  and 
the  intrigue  went  on  at  Geneva  without  their  know- 
ledge. There  Shelley  also  met  Monk  Lewis.  On  re- 
turning to  England,  where  he  arrived  September  7,  he 
settled  at  Bath  for  some  months.  The  two  incidents 
that  saddened  the  year  occurred  in  quick  succession. 
On  October  8,  Mary's  half-sister  Fanny,  daughter  of 
Mary  Wollstonecraft  and  Inday,  conmiitted  suicide 
by  taking  laudanum  at  an  inn  in  Swansea.  Shelley 
was  much  shocked  by  this  event,  but  another  blow  was 
in  store  for  him.  He  seems  to  have  lost  sight  of 
Harriet  during  his  residence  abroad,  and  it  is  doubt- 
ful whether  he  saw  her  after  reaching  England.  She 
had  received  her  allowances  regularly.  In  November 
Shelley  sought  for  and  could  not  find  her.  It  is 
affirmed  that  she  was  living  under  the  protection  of 
her  father  until  shortly  before  her  death.  She  was 
in  lodgings,  however,  in  that  month,  and  did  not  re- 
turn to  them  after  November  9.  On  December  10 
her  body  was  found  in  the  Serpentine  River.  Of 
the  two  suicides,  he  said  that  he  felt  that  of  Fanny 
most  acutely;  but  it  is  plain  that,  while  he  said  at  a 
later  time  she  had  ^^a  heart  of  stone,"  the  fate  of 
Harriet  brought  a  melancholy  that  was  not  to  pass 
away,  though  he  had  ceased  to  love  her.  Unfortu- 
nately there  is  no  doubt  that  she  had  erred  in  her  life 
after  leaving  his  protection,  but  the  letters  she  wrote 
to  an  Irish  friend  excite  pity  and  sympathy  with  her. 
Shelley  was  married  to  Mary  December  30,  in  St. 
Mildred's  Church.     He  immediately  undertook  to  re- 
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cover  his  children  from  the  Westbrooks.  These  chil- 
dren had  been  placed,  before  Harriet's  death,  under 
the  care  of  the  Key.  John  Kendall,  at  Budbrooke. 
The  Westbrooks  were  determined  to  contest  Shelley's 
possession  of  them.  The  affair  was  brought  into 
the  Chancery  Court.  It  was  set  forth  that  Shelley 
was  a  man  of  atheistical  and  immoral  principles,  and 
"Queen  Mab,"  which  had  been  distributed  only  in  a 
private  way,  was  offered  in  proof.  The  case  was 
heard  early  in  1817  before  Lord  Eldon.  Shelley 
was  represented  by  his  lawyers.  On  March  27  Lord 
Eldon  gave  judgment  against  Shelley,  basing  it  on 
his  opinions  as  affecting  his  conduct.  The  children 
were  not  placed  in  the  hands  of  the  Westbrooks,  but 
were  made  wards,  and  the  persons  nominated  by  Shel- 
ley, Dr.  and  Mrs.  Hume,  were  appointed  guardians. 
Shelley  was  to  be  allowed  to  visit  them  twelve  times 
in  the  year,  but  only  in  the  presence  of  their  guar- 
dians, and  the  Westbrooks  were  given  the  same  privi- 
lege without  that  restriction. 

Shelley  settled  at  Marlow  early  in  1817,  having 
with  him  Miss  Clairmont  and  her  new-bom  child 
Allegra,  and  his  own  two  children,  William  and 
Clara.  In  the  summer  he  wrote  "The  Revolt  of 
Islam, "  besides  prose  pamphlets  upon  politics ;  but  he 
had  now  really  begun  his  serious  life  as  a  poet.  The 
only  cloud  on  his  happiness  was  the  separation  from 
his  children,  which  his  poems  sufficiently  illustrate. 
Hunt,  with  whom  he  was  now  intimate,  says,  that 
after  the  decision  Shelley  "never  dared  to  trust  him- 
self with  mentioning  their  names  in  my  hearing, 
though  I  had  stood  at  his  side  throughout  the  busi- 
ness."   He  was  in  fear  lest  his  other  children  should 


MEMOIR  Ixi 

be  taken  from  him ;  and  he  finally  determined  to  leave 
England  and  settle  in  Italy,  being  partly  led  thereto 
by  the  state  of  his  health,  for  which  he  was  advised 
to  try  a  warm  climate. 

The  private  and  inthnate  view  of  Shelley,  from  the 
time  of  his  union  with  Mary  in  the  summer  of  1814 
to  that  of  his  final  departure  from  England  in  the 
spring  of  1818,  is  given  by  Peacock  and  Hunt.  Pea- 
cock had  become  his  familiar  friend,  though  Shelley 
was  less  confidential  with  him  than  Peacock  supposed. 
In  the  solitary  winter  of  1814—15,  which  was  spent 
drearily  in  London,  Peacock  saw  him  often;  and  in 
the  next  summer,  during  his  residence  at  Bishopgate, 
the  pleasant  voyage  up  the  Thames  to  Lechlade  was 
taken.  It  was  on  this  excursion  that  Peacock's  fa- 
vorite prescription  for  Shelley's  ills — "three  mutton 
chops  well  peppered  "  —  effected  so  sudden  a  cure. 
Peacock  attributes  much  of  Shelley's  physical  ills  to 
his  vegetarian  diet.  He  observes  that  whenever  Shel- 
ley took  a  journey  and  was  obliged  to  live  "on  what 
he  could  get,"  as  Shelley  said,  he  became  better  in 
health,  so  that  his  frequent  wanderings  were  beneficial 
to  him.  On  these  journeys,  he  notes,  too,  Shelley 
always  took  with  him  pistols  for  self-defence,  and 
laudanum  as  a  resource  from  the  extreme  fits  of  pain 
to  which  he  was  subject.  Shelley  was  apprehensive 
of  personal  danger,  and  he  had  a  vague  fear,  till  he 
left  England,  that  his  father  would  attempt  to  re- 
strain his  liberty  on  a  charge  of  madness.  He  also 
had  at  one  time  the  suspicion  that  he  was  afflicted 
with  elephantiasis.  Peacock  took  these  incidents 
more  seriously  than  is  at  all  warranted.  Shelley's 
mind  was,  in  general,  strong,  active  and  sound;   his 
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indastry,  both  in  acquisition  and  creation,  was  re- 
markable ;  and  the  theory  that  he  was  really  unbal- 
anced in  any  material  degree  is  not  in  harmony  with 
his  constant  intellectual  power,  his  very  noticeable 
practical  sense  and  carefulness  in  such  business  as  he 
had  to  execute,  and  his  adherence  to  fact  in  those 
cases  where  his  account  can  be  tested  by  another's. 
He  had  visions,  both  waking  and  sleeping;  he  had 
wandering  fears  that  became  ideas  temporarily,  per- 
haps approaching  the  point  of  hallucination;  but  to 
give  such  incidents,  which  are  not  extraordinary, 
undue  weight  is  to  disturb  a  just  impression  of  Shel- 
ley's mind  and  life,  as  a  whole,  which  were  sing^a- 
larly  distinguished  by  continual  intellectual  force, 
tenacity  and  consistency  of  principle,  and  studies  and 
moral  aims  maintained  in  the  midst  of  confusing  and 
annoying  affairs,  perpetual  discouragement,  and  bodily 
weariness  and  pain.  The  excess  of  ideality  in  him 
disturbed  his  judgment  of  women,  but  in  other  rela- 
tions of  life,  except'  at  times  of  illness,  he  did  not 
vary  from  the  normal  more  than  is  the  lot  of  genius. 

Peacock  brings  out,  more  than  other  friends,  the 
manner  of  Shelley,  his  temperance  in  discussion,  espe- 
cially when  his  own  affairs  were  concerned,  and  his 
serene  demeanor.  One  anecdote  is  illustrative  of  this 
courtesy,  and  at  the  same  time  indicates  that  limitation 
under  which  his  friendship  with  Peacock  went  on :  — 

^^I  was  walking  with  him  in  Bisham  Wood,  and 
we  had  been  talking  in  the  usual  way  of  our  ordinary 
subjects,  when  he  suddenly  fell  into  a  gloomy  reverie. 
I  tried  to  rouse  him  out  of  it,  and  made  some  remarks 
which  I  thought  might  make  him  laugh  at  his  own 
abstraction.     Suddenly  he  said  to  me,  still  with  the 
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same  gloomy  expression:  'There  is  one  thing  to  which 
I  have  decidedly  made  np  my  mind.  I  will  take  a 
great  glass  of  ale  every  night. '  I  said,  laughingly, 
'A  very  good  resolution,  as  the  result  of  a  melancholy 
musing.'  *Yes, '  he  said,  *but  you  do  not  know  why 
I  take  it.  I  shall  do  it  to  deaden  my  feelings ;  for  I 
see  that  those  who  drink  ale  have  none.'  The  next 
day  he  said  to  me,  'you  must  have  thought  me  very 
unreasonable  yesterday  evening  ?  '  I  said,  'I  did,  cer- 
tainly.' 'Then,'  he  said,  'I  will  tell  you  what  I 
would  not  tell  any  one  else.  I  was  thinking  of  Har- 
riet. '  I  told  him  I  had  no  idea  of  such  a  thing ;  it 
was  so  long  since  he  had  named  her." 

This  is  the  single  instance  of  expression  of  the  re- 
morse which  Shelley  felt  for  Harriet's  fate. 

Peacock  mentions  the  heartiness  of  Shelley's  laugh- 
ter, in  connection  with  his  failure  to  cultivate  a  taste 
for  comedy  in  him,  for  Shelley  felt  the  pain  of  comedy 
and  its  necessary  insensibility  to  finer  humane  feeling ; 
but  this  did  not  make  him  enjoy  less  his  familiar^ 
harmless  humor,  in  which  there  was  a  dash  of  his 
early  wild  spirits.  He  was  always  fond  of  amuse- 
ments of  a  childlike  sort.  Peacock  thought  that  it 
was  from  him  Shelley  learned  the  sport  of  sailing 
paper-boats,  happy  if  he  could  load  them  with  pennies 
for  the  boys  on  the  other  side  of  stream  or  pond.  At 
Marlow  he  used  to  play  with  a  little  girl  who  had  at- 
tracted him,  pushing  a  table  across  the  floor  to  her, 
and  when  he  went  away  he  gave  her  nuts  and  raisins 
heaped  on  a  plate,  which  she  kept  through  life  in 
memory  of  him,  and  on  her  death  willed  it,  so  that 
it  is  now  among  the  few  personal  relics  of  the  poet. 
At  Marlow,  too,  he  visited  the  poor  in  their  homes, 
as  his  custom  was,  helping  and  advising.     His  house 
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there  was  a  large  one  with  many  rooms,  and  hand- 
somely furnished,  the  library  being  large  enough  for 
a  ball-room,  and  the  garden  pleasant.  Peacock's  last 
service  was  to  introduce  him  to  the  Italian  opera,  of 
which  he  became  fond,  just  before  leaving  England. 

Hunt  had  once  seen  Shelley  in  earlier  years,  and 
in  prison  had  received  letters  of  admiration  and  en- 
couragement from  him;  but  he  did  not  really  know 
him  until  the  end  of  1815,  just  at  the  time  of  Har- 
riet's death.  He  is  more  evenly  appreciative,  and  no 
such  allowances  as  are  made  for  Hogg  and  Peacock 
have  to  be  observed  in  his  case.  Shelley  was  espe- 
cially fond  of  Hunt's  children,  and  would  play  with 
them  to  their  great  delight.  The  anecdote  of  their 
begging  him  "not  to  do  the  horn"  (meaning  that  he 
should  not  twist  his  hair  on  his  forehead  in  acting  the 
monster)  is  well  known.  It  had  been  the  temptation 
of  setting  ofP  fireworks  with  the  Newton  children  that 
took  Shelley  away  from  Godwin  on  his  first  night  with 
the  philosopher  and  introduced  him  to  the  vegetarian 
circle.  Hunt  was  in  many  ways  more  fitted  by  na- 
ture to  enter  into  sympathy  with  Shelley  than  any 
one  he  had  known;  the  friendship  they  formed  was 
delightful  to  both,  and  Shelley's  part  in  it  caused 
him  to  show  some  of  his  finest  qualities  of  tact,  tolera- 
tion and  service,  that  asked  no  thanks  and  knew  no 
bounds.  On  the  other  hand.  Hunt  several  times  de- 
fended Shelley's  good  name  under  virulent  and  slan- 
derous attacks,  and  after  his  death  was  one  of  those 
who  repeatedly  spoke  out  for  him.  Hunt  ascribes 
Shelley's  disrepute  in  England  in  considerable  measure 
to  the  effect  of  the  Lord  Chancellor's  decree  depriving 
him  of  his  children.     He  says :  — 
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''He  was  said  to  be  keeping  a  seraglio  at  Marlow, 
and  his  friends  partook  of  the  scandal.  This  keeper 
of  a  seraglio,  who,  in  fact,  was  extremely  difficult  to 
please  in  such  matters,  and  who  had-  no  idea  of  love 
unconnected  with  sentiment,  passed  his  days  like  a 
hermit.  He  rose  early  in  the  morning,  walked  and 
read  before  breakfast,  took  that  meal  sparingly,  wrote 
and  studied  the  greater  part  of  the  morning,  walked 
and  read  again,  dined  on  vegetables  (for  he  took 
neither  meat  nor  wine)  conversed  with  his  friends 
(to  whom  his  house  was  ever  open),  again  walked  out, 
and  usually  finished  with  reading  to  his  wife  till  ten 
o'clock,  when  he  went  to  bed.  This  was  his  daily 
existence.  His  book  was  generally  Plato,  or  Homer, 
or  one  of  the  Greek  tragedies,  or  the  Bible,  in  which 
last  he  took  a  great,  though  peculiar,  and  often  ad- 
miring interest." 

Hunt  notices,  as  others  have  done,  the  great  varia- 
bility of  Shelley's  expression,  due  to  his  responsiveness 
to  the  scenes  about  him  or  his  own  memories,  and  in 
particular  the  suddenness  with  which  he  would  droop 
into  an  aspect  of  dejection.  He  admired  his  charac- 
ter, and  did  not  distrust  his  temperament  because 
some  of  his  moods  might  seem  at  the  time  inexplica- 
ble. He  especially  praises  his  generosity,  and  the 
noble  way  of  it,  as  he  had  reason  to  do,  having  at  one 
time  received  £1,400  from  him,  besides  the  loans 
(which  were  the  same  as  gifts)  in  the  ordinary  course 
of  affairs ;  and,  indeed,  nothing  but  its  emptiness  ever 
closed  Shelley's  purse  to  any  of  his  friends,  who,  it 
must  be  said,  availed  themselves  somewhat  freely  of 
his  liberal  nature.  One  anecdote  told  by  Hunt  brings 
Shelley  before  the  eye  better  than  pages  of  descrip- 
tion, and  with  it  he  closes  his  reminiscences  of  the 
Marlow  period :  — 
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^'Shelley,  in  coming  to  onr  house  that  night,  had 
found  a  woman  lying  near  the  top  of  the  hill  in  fits. 
It  was  a  fierce  winter  night,  with  snow  upon  the 
ground;  and  winter  loses  nothing  of  its  fierceness  at 
Hampstead.  My  friend,  always  the  promptest  as  well 
as  most  pitying  on  these  occasions,  knocked  at  the 
first  houses  he  could  reach,  in  order  to  have  the  woman 
taken  in.  The  invariable  answer  was  that  they  could 
not  do  it.  He  asked  for  an  outhouse  to  put  her  in, 
while  he  went  for  a  doctor.  Impossible.  In  vain  he 
assured  them  that  she  was  no  impostor.  They  would 
not  dispute  the  point  with  him ;  but  doors  were  closed, 
and  windows  shut  down.  .  .  .  Time  flies.  The  poor 
woman  is  in  convulsions;  her  son,  a  young  man, 
lamenting  over  her.  At  last  my  friend  sees  a  car- 
riage driving  up  to  a  house  at  a  little  distance.  The 
knock  is  given;  the  warm  door  opens;  servants  and 
lights  pour  forth.  Now,  thought  he,  is  the  time. 
He  puts  on  his  best  address.  .  .  .  He  tells  his  story. 
They  only  press  on  the  faster.  *Will  you  go  and  see 
her?  *  *No,  sir;  there's  no  necessity  for  that  sort  of 
thing,  depend  on  it.  Impostors  swarm  everywhere. 
The  thing  cannot  be  done.  Sir,  your  conduct  is  ex- 
traordinary.* *Sir,*  cried  Shelley,  assuming  a  very 
different  manner  and  forcing  the  flourishing  house- 
holder to  stop  out  of  astonishment,  ^I  am  sorry  to  say 
that  ymir  conduct  is  not  extraordinary,  and  if  my  own 
seems  to  amaze  you,  I  will  tell  you  something  which 
will  amaze  you  more,  and  I  hope  will  frighten  you. 
It  is  such  men  as  you  who  madden  the  spirits  and  the 
patience  of  the  poor  and  wretched ;  and  if  ever  a  con- 
vulsion comes  in  this  country  (as  is  very  probable) 
recollect  what  I  tell  you :  you  will  have  your  house, 
that  you  refuse  to  put  the  miserable  woman  into, 
burnt  over  your  head.'  *Grod  bless  me,  sir!  Dear 
me,  sir  I '  exclaimed  the  poor,  frightened  man,  and 
fluttered  into  his  mansion.  The  woman  was  then 
brought  to  our  house,  which  was  at  some  distance  and 


MEMOIR  Ixvii 

down  a  bleak  path;  and  Shelley  and  her  son  were 
obliged  to  hold  her  till  the  doctor  could  arrive.  It 
appeared  that  she  had  been  attending  this  son  in  Lon- 
don, on  a  criminal  charge  made  against  him,  the  agi- 
tation of  which  had  thrown  her  into  fits  on  her  return. 
The  doctor  said  that  she  would  have  perished,  had  she 
remained  there  a  short  time  longer.  The  next  day 
my  friend  sent  mother  and  son  comfortably  home  to 
Hendon,  where  they  were  known,  and  whence  they 
returned  him  thanks  full  of  gratitude." 

Shelley  left  England  for  the  last  time  on  March  12, 
1818,  and  travelled  by  the  way  of  Paris  and  Mont 
Cenis  to  Milan.  Thenceforth  he  resided  in  Italy, 
with  frequent  changes  of  abode  at  first,  but  finally  at 
Pisa  and  its  neighborhood.  He  had  now  matured, 
and  his  intimate  life,  his  nature,  and  his  character, 
are  disclosed  by  himself  in  the  rapidly  produced  works 
on  which  his  fame  rests.  From  this  time  it  is  not 
necessary  to  seek  in  others'  impressions  that  knowledge 
of  himself  which  is  the  end  of  biography;  and  the 
singular  consistency  and  self-possession  of  his  char- 
acter and  career,  as  shown  in  his  poetry  and  prose, 
and  in  his  familiar  letters,  bearing  out  as  they  do 
the  permanent  traits  of  his  disposition  already  known, 
and  correcting  or  shedding  light  upon  what  was  extra- 
ordinary in  his  personality,  give  the  best  reason  for 
belief  that  much  in  Shelley's  earlier  career  which 
seems  abnormal  is  due  to  the  misapprehension  and  the 
misinterpretation  of  him  by  his  friends.  3/:  was  the 
life  of  a  youth,  impulsive  and  self-confident,  and, 
moreover,  it  is  the  only  full  narrative  of  youth  which 
our  literature  affords.  If  the  thoughts  and  actions 
of  first  years  were  more  commonly  and  minutely 
detailed,   there  might  be  less  wonder,   less  distrust, 
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less  harsh  judgment  upon  what  seems  erratic  and 
foolish  in  Shelley's  early  days.  His  misfortune  was 
that  immaturity  of  mind  and  judgment  became  fixed 
in  imprudent  acts;  his  practical  responsibility  forerun 
its  due  time.  Yet  the  story,  as  it  stands,  demon- 
strates generous  aims,  a  sense  of  human  duty,  an 
interest  in  man's  welfare,  and  a  resolution  to  serve 
it,  as  exceptional  as  Shelley's  poetic  genius,  intimate 
as  the  tie  was  between  the  two;  for  he  was  right  in 
characterizing  his  poetic  genius  as  in  the  main  a  moral 
one.  The  latter  years,  during  which  his  life  iJB  con- 
tained and  expressed  in  his  works,  require  less  atten- 
tion to  such  details  as  have  been  followed  thus  far; 
his  life  in  manhood  must  be  read  in  his  poetry  and 
prose,  and  especially  in  his  letters,  but  some  account 
of  external  affairs  is  still  necessary. 

He  had  taken  Miss  Clairmont  and  her.  child  with 
him,  but  at  Milan  the  baby,   Allegra,   was  sent  to 
Byron,  who  undertook  her  bringing  up  and  education. 
He  enjoyed  the  opera  at  Milan,  and  made  an  excur- 
sion to  Como  in  search  of  a  house,  but  finally  de- 
cided to  go  further  south,  and  departed,  on  May  1, 
for   Leghorn,    where   the   party   arrived   within   ten 
days.     The    presence   there    of   the   Gisbomes,    old 
friends  of   Grodwin,   drew  him    to    that  city,   which 
became,  with  Pisa,  his  principal  place  of  residence. 
Mrs.   Gisbome  was  a  middle-aged  woman  of   sense 
and  experience,  and  possessed  of  much  literary  culti- 
vation.    She  had  been  brought  up  as  a  girl,  in  the 
East,  and  had  married  Reveley,  the  student  of  Athe- 
nian antiquities,  in  Rome.     He  was  a  Radical,  and 
on  returning  to  England  became  associated  with  Grod- 
win,  Holcrof t,  and  others  of  the  group  of  reformers ; 
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and  in  this  way  it  happened  that  when  Mary's  mother 
died  at  her  child's  hirth,  Mrs.  Beveley  took  the  hahe 
home  and  cared  for  it.  Two  years  later,  when  Rev- 
eley  died,  Grodwin  proposed  marriage  to  her,  hut  was 
refused;  and  afterwards  she  married  Mr.  Gishome, 
with  whom  she  had  lived  in  Italy  for  some  years. 
She  welcomed  Mary  with  great  cordiality,  and  the 
pleasantest  relations,  which  were  only  once  hroken, 
sprang  up  hetween  the  families.  She  introduced 
Shelley  to  Calderon,  and  read  Spanish  with  him,  as 
time  went  on,  greatly  to  his  pleasure;  and,  on  his 
side,  he  hecame  attached  to  her  son,  Henry  Beveley, 
a  young  engineer,  and  especially  assisted  him  in  the 
scheme  of  putting  a  steamhoat  on  the  Mediterranean; 
hut  the  plan,  in  which  Shelley  had  emharked  capital, 
failed.  It  was  in  the  financial  complications  spring- 
ing out  of  this  affair  that  opportunity  was  given  for 
the  hreach  of  confidence  which  then  occurred,  as  Shel- 
ley thought  he  was  to  he  defrauded ;  hut  the  trouhle 
hetween  them  was  amicahly  settled.  These  events 
took  place  at  a  later  time. 

Shelley  did  not  at  once  settle  in  Leghorn,  hut  took 
a  house  at  the  Baths  of  Lucca,  where  he  spent  a  quiet 
period,  pleased  with  the  scene,  his  walks  and  rides, 
the  bath  under  the  woodland  waterfall,  and  all  the 
first  delights  of  Italy,  while  he  was  not  blind  to 
its  miseries.  He  finished  "Rosalind  and  Helen," 
which  he  had  begun  at  Marlow,  and  translated  Plato's 
"Symposium."  Miss  Clairmont  had  already  begun 
to  be  discontented  at  the  separation  from  Allegra,  and 
was  far  from  comforted  by  what  news  reached  her  of 
Byron's  life  at  Venice.  Shelley  yielded  to  her  anx- 
iety and,  on  August  19,  accompanied  her  by  Florence 
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to  Venice,  where  Byron  receiyed  him  cordiallj,  and 
offered  him  his  vilhi  at  Este,  where  her  mother,  whose 
presence  in  Venice  was  concealed,  would  he  permitted 
to  see  Allegra.  Shelley  wrote  to  Mary,  who  left 
Lacea  Angost  30,  and  the  family  was  soon  settled  at 
Este.  Here  their  youngest  child,  Clara,  sickened, 
and,  on  their  taking  her  at  once  to  Venice  for  ad- 
vice, she  died  in  that  city,  September  24.  The  loss 
made  the  autumn  lonely  at  Este,  hut  there,  except  for 
brief  visits  to  Byron,  Shelley  remained,  writing  the 
"Lines  on  the  Euganean  Hills,"  "Julian  and  Mad- 
dale,"  and  the  first  act  of  "Prometheus  Unbound." 
His  poetic  genius  had  come  somewhat  suddenly  to  its 
mastery,  and  his  mind  was  full  of  great  plans,  keeping 
it  restless  and  absorbed,  while  his  melancholy  seemed 
to  deepen.  On  November  5  they  departed  for  the 
south,  Miss  Clairmont  still  accompanying  them,  and 
she  continued  to  live  with  them.  They  arrived  at 
Borne  November  20,  and,  remaining  only  a  week, 
were  settled  at  Naples  December  1.  Here  Shelley 
was  intoxicated  with  the  beauty  of  Italy;  he  visited 
Pompeii,  ascended  Vesuvius,  and  went  south  as  far  as 
Paestum,  and  in  his  letters  gives  marvellously  beau- 
tiful descriptions  of  these  scenes;  but  he  was,  for 
causes  which  remain  obscure,  deeply  dejected  and  un- 
happy to  such  a  degree  that  he  hid  his  verses  from 
Mary  and  disclosed  no  more  of  his  grief  than  he  could 
help.  She  ascribed  his  melancholy  to  physical  de- 
pression, but  there  were  other  reasons,  never  satisfac- 
torily made  out.  He  worked  but  little,  only  at  fin- 
ishing and  remodelling  old  poems,  except  that  he  wrote 
the  well-known  personal  poems  of  that  winter. 

On  March  5  they  returned  to  Rome,  and  there  he 
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plucked  up  courage  again,  and  finished  three  acts  of 
"Prometheus  Unbound,"  writing  in  that  wilderness 
of  beauty  and  ruin  which  he  describes  with  a  sad  elo- 
quence. Here  the  most  severe  domestic  sorrow  they 
Le  to  undergo  came  npon  them  in  the  death  of  the^ 
boy,  William,  on  June  7.  Shelley  watched  by  him 
for  sixty  hours  uninterruptedly,  and  immediately  was 
called  on  to  forget  his  grief  and  sustain  Mary,  who 
sank  under  this  last  blow.  "Yesterday,"  he  wrote 
to  Peacock,  "after  an  illness  of  only  a  few  days,  my 
little  William  died.  There  was  no  hope  from  the 
moment  of  the  attack.  You  will  be  kind  enough  to 
tell  all  my  friends,  so  that  I  need  not  write  to  them. 
It  is  a  great  exertion  to  me  to  write  even  this,  and  it 
seems  to  me  as  if,  hunted  by  calamity  as  I  have  been, 
that  I  should  never  recover  any  cheerfulness  again." 
He  removed  with  Mary  at  once  to  Leghorn,  that  she 
might  have  Mrs.  Gisborne's  company,  and  there  spent 
the  summer.  "The  Cenci  "  was  the  work  of  these 
months,  written  in  a  tower  on  the  top  of  his  house 
overlooking  the  country.  On  October  2  they  went  to 
Florence,  where  his  last  child,  Percy,  was  born  No- 
vember 12.  The  galleries  were  a  perpetual  delight 
to  him,  and  especially  the  sculptures,  on  which  he 
made  notes  and  from  which  he  derived  poetic  stim- 
ulus. Here  he  wrote  the  fourth  act  of  "Prometheus 
Unbound,"  finishing  that  poem. 

On  January  27  they  removed  to  Pisa,  where  they 
found  a  friend  in  Mrs.  Mason,  one  of  the  Earl  of 
Kingston's  daughters  whom  Mary  Wollstonecraft  had 
once  in  charge.  She  was  one  of  their  set  of  ac- 
quaintances from  this  time.  Shelley  was  much  trou- 
bled in  the  opening  months  of  this  year,    1820,   by 
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Grodwin's  complaints  and  embarrassments,  but  as  he 
had  already  given  Grodwin  £4,000  or  £5,000,  and  in 
order  to  do  it  had  divested  himself,  as  he  reminded 
Grodwin,  of  four  or  five  times  this  amomit,  which  he 
had  raised  from  money-lenders,  and  as  he  was  really 
unable  to  accomplish  anything  by  such  sacrifices, 
he  receded  from  the  impossible  task  of  extricating 
him  from  debt.  Miss  Clairmont,  too,  toward  whom 
Shelley's  conduct  is  tenderly  considerate  and  manly, 
caused  him  trouble  by  her  anxiety  about  Allegra,  and 
her  inability  to  keep  on  good  terms  with  Mary,  who 
was  now  unwilling  that  she  should  continue  with  them. 
His  discharged  servant,  Paolo,  also  was  a  source  of 
uneasiness  and  exasperation,  as  he  first  attempted  to 
blackmail  Shelley  and  then  spread  scandals  about  his 
private  life,  which  were  taken  up  in  Italy  and  echoed 
in  England.  On  June  15  they  again  removed  to 
Leghorn,  taking  the  house  of  the  Gisbornes,  and  on 
August  5  went  for  the  summer  to  the  Baths  of  San 
Giuliano  near  Pisa.  To  these  months  belong  "The 
Witch  of  Atlas,"  and  "(Edipus  Tyrannus;"  but  Shel- 
ley's principal  works  were  the  occasional  pieces.  He 
had  become  greatly  discouraged  by  the  continued  neg- 
lect of  the  public,  and  by  the  personal  attacks  to  which 
his  character  was  subjected  in  England.  He  certainly 
felt  keenly  his  position  as  an  outcast,  and  though 
his  enthusiasm  for  political  causes  was  undiminished 
and  fiamed  up  in  "The  Mask  of  Anarchy,"  and 
the  "Odes,"  his  spirit  was  depressed  and  hopeless. 
Miss  Clairmont  left  them  at  the  end  of  the  summer, 
and  became  a  private  governess  in  Florence,  though 
from  time  to  time  she  visited  them.  On  October  22 
Medwin  joined  them  for  some  months,  and  directly 
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after,  on  October  29,  they  returned  from  the  Baths 
to  Pisa  for  the  winter.  Here  their  circle  of  acquain- 
tance was  now  large,  and  included  Professor  Pacchiani, 
Emilia  Viviani,  Prince  Mayrocordato,  the  Princess 
Argiropoli,  Sgricci,  Taaffe,  —  new  names,  hut,  except- 
ing two,  of  minor  importance.  Emilia  Viviani  was  a 
young  lady  who  interested  Mary  and  Miss  Clairmont 
as  well  as  Shelley  in  her  misfortunes.  She  was  the 
occasion  of  "Epipsychidion,"  in  writing  which  Shelley 
expressed  his  full  idealization  of  woman  as  the  object 
of  love  and  in  so  doing  broke  the  charm  of  this  last 
object  of  his  idolatry.  The  event  ended  in  exciting  a 
certain  jealousy  in  Mary,  who  was  soon  disenchanted 
of  the  distressed  maiden;  but  she  continued  to  be 
treated  by  all  with  the  greatest  kindness.  Mavrocor- 
dato  was  the  occasion  of  Shelley's  keener  interest  in 
the  Greek  revolt,  which  was  expressed  in  "Hellas," 
an  improvisation  of  1821,  and  he  was  welcome  also 
to  Mary,  who  read  Greek  with  him.  The  most  im- 
portant addition  to  the  circle  was  Edward  Williams 
and  his  wife,  Jane,  who  came  on  January  13,  1821, 
and  were  Shelley's  constant  and  most  prized  compan- 
ions, from  this  time  to  the  end.  The  summer  was 
spent  at  the  Baths  of  Giuliano,  where  "Adonais  "  was 
composed,  except  that  Shelley  went  to  Ravenna  to 
see  Bjrron  in  August;  and  the  winter  was  passed 
at  Pisa,  where  Byron  settled  in  November  with  the 
Countess  Guiccioli.  Med  win  also  returned  and  joined 
the  circle.  It  was  proposed,  too,  to  invite  Hunt, 
who  was  in  straits,  to  Italy,  and  a  plan  was  made 
for  him  to  join  with  Byron  in  issuing  "The  Liberal " 
there,  and  in  consequence  of  this  arrangement,  and 
by   Shelley's   free  but  self-denying  material   aid,    he 
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was  enabled  to  come,  bnt  did  not  arriye  so  soon  as  was 
hoped. 

Such,  in  rapid  outline,  was  the  external  course  of 
Shelley's  life  in  these  four  Italian  years  up  to  the 
spring  of   1822.     He   had  accomplished   his   poetic 
work,  though  it  remained  in  large  part  unpublished, 
and  he  looked  upon  himself  as  having  failed,  — not 
that  he  did  not  know  that  his  work  was  good,  but  that 
it  had  received  no  recognition.     In  private  life  he  had 
continued  to  meet   with  grave   misfortune,    and  his 
character  still  stood  blackened  and   traduced  in  the 
eyes  of  the  world.     His  life  with  Mary  had  been  a 
happy  one,  but  he  had  early  learned  that  it  was  his 
part  to  deny  himself  and  contain  his  own  moods  and 
sorrows.      It  is  plain  that  he  felt  a  lack  of  perfect 
sympathy  between  them,  a  certain  coldness,  and  some- 
thing like  fault-finding  with  him  because  of  his  per- 
sistent difference  from  the  world  and  its  ways.     He 
was  pained  by  this,    and  made  solitary,    and  Mary 
afterwards  was  aware    of    it,   as  her    self-reproaches 
show;  but  the  union,    notwithstanding,    was    one    of 
tender  affection  in  the  midst  of  many  circumstances 
that  might  have  disturbed  it.     To  Shelley's  contin- 
ued loneliness  must  be  ascribed  the  deep  melancholy 
of  his  verses  to  Mrs.   Williams,  the  sheaf  of  poems 
that  was  the  last  of  all.     Edward  Williams,  who  had 
been  at  Eton  in  Shelley's  time,  may  have  had  some 
knowledge  of  him,  but  he  was  practically  a  new  ac- 
quaintance.     He  was  manly  and  generous  by  nature, 
and  had  a  taste  for  literature,  though  his  previous  life 
had  been  an  active  one.      Shelley  became  much   at- 
tached to   him,  and  found  in  his  company,  as  they 
boated   on  the    Serchio   together,    great   enjoyment. 
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Both  he  and  Mary  express  warm  admiration  for  their 
friend.  Mrs.  Williams  suffered  the  same  idealization 
that  Shelley  had  wrought  about  every  woman  who  at- 
tracted him  at  all;  and  the  peace  and  happiness  of 
her  life  with  her  husband  especially  won  upon  him. 
The  verses  he  wrote  her  were  kept  secret  from  Mary, 
and  have  the  personal  and  intimate  quality  of  poems 
meant  for  one  alone  to  read.  This  friendship  was 
the  last  pleasure  that  Shelley  was  to  know,  and  Wil- 
liams was  to  be  his  companion  in  death. 

Trelawny,  from  whom  the  true  description  of  Shel- 
ley at  the  end  of  life  comes,  joined  the  circle  January 
14,  1822.  He  had  led  a  romantic  life  as  a  sailor, 
and  was  now  twenty-eight  years  old  when  he  sought 
out  Shelley,  and  made  friends  with  Byron,  and 
through  these  friendships  became  an  interesting  char- 
acter to  the  world.  iThe  scene  of  his  introduction  to 
Shelley  has  been  often  quoted :  — 

"The  Williamses  received  me  in  their  earnest,  cor- 
dial manner.  We  had  a  great  deal  to  conununicate 
to  each  other,  and  were  in  loud  and  animated  conver- 
sation, when  I  was  rather  put  out  by  observing  in  the 
passage  near  the  open  door  opposite  to  where  I  sat  a 
pair  of  glittering  eyes  steadily  fixed  on  mine.  It  was 
too  dark  to  make  out  whom  they  belonged  to.  With 
the  acuteness  of  a  woman,  Mrs.  Williams's  eyes  fol- 
lowed the  direction  of  mine,  and  going  to  the  door- 
way she  laughingly  said,  'Come  in,  Shelley;  it's  only 
our  friend  Tre,  just  arrived.'  Swiftly  gliding  in, 
blushing  like  a  girl,  a  tall,  slim  stripling  held  out 
both  his  hands ;  and,  although  I  could  hardly  believe, 
as  I  looked  at  his  flushed,  feminine  and  artless  face, 
that  it  could  be  the  poet,  I  returned  his  warm  pres- 
sure. After  the  ordinary  greetings  and  courtesies  he 
sat  down  and  listened.      I  was  silent  from  astonish- 


Ixxvi  MEMOIR 

ment.     Was  it  possible  this  mild-looking,  beardless 
boy  could  be  the  veritable  monster  at  war  with  all 
the  world  ?  —  excommunicated  by  the  Fathers  of  the 
Church,  deprived  of  his  civil  rights  by  the  fiat  of  a 
grim  Lord  Chancellor,  discarded  by  every  member  of 
his  family,  and  denounced  by  the  rival  sages  of  our 
literature  as  the  founder  of  a  Satanic  school  ?    I  could 
not  believe  it ;  it  must  be  a  hoax.   .   .   .   He  was  hab- 
ited like  a  boy  in  a  black  jacket  and  trousers,  which 
he  seemed  to  have  outgrown,  or  his  tailor,  as  is  the 
custom,  had  most  shamefully  stinted  him  in  his  *siz- 
ings.'     Mrs.  Williams  saw  my  embarrassment  and,  to 
relieve  me,   asked  Shelley  what  book  he  had  in  his 
hand.      His  face  brightened,  and  he  answered  briskly, 
'Calderon's  "Magico  Prodigioso."     I  am  translating 
some  passages  in  it.'     *0h,  read  it  to  us! '     Shoved 
off  from  the  shore    of  commonplace    incidents,   that 
could  not    interest   him,    and    fairly  launched   on   a 
theme    that    did,    he    instantly  became    oblivious   of 
everything  but  the  book  in  his  hand.     The  masterly 
manner  in  which  he  analyzed  the  genius  of  the  author, 
his  lucid  interpretation  of  the  story,  and  the  ease  with 
which  he  translated  into  our  language  the  most  subtle 
and  imaginative  passages  of    the  Spanish  poet  were 
marvellous,  as  was  his  command  of  the  two  languages. 
After  this  touch  of  his  quality  I  no  longer  doubted 
his  identity.     A  dead  silence  ensued.     Looking  up  I 
asked,  'Where  is  he?'     Mrs.  Williams  said,  *Who? 
Shelley?     Oh,   he  comes  and  goes   like  a  spirit,    no 
one  knows  when  or  where. '     Presently  he  reappeared 
with  Mrs.  Shelley." 

Trelawny's  whole  narrative  is  very  vivid  and  clear, 
and,  in  particular,  he  renders  the  boyishness  of  Shel- 
ley better  than  Hogg  or  Peacock,  who  turned  it  to 
ridicule.  He  found  in  him  the  old  qualities,  how- 
ever, and  many  of  the  old  habits.  He  still  read  or 
wrote  incessantly,  and  could  close  his  senses  to  the 
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world   around,    even  at   Byron's  dinner-parties,   and 
withdraw  to  his  own  thoughts.     He  had  no  regular 
habits  of  eating,  and  lived  on  water  and   bread,  — 
*' bread  literally  his  staff  of  life."     He  could  jump 
into  the  water,  on  being  told  to  swim,  and  lie  quiet  on 
the  bottom  till  "fished  out, "  —  an  incident  that  would 
have  read  very  differently  in  Hogg  or  Peacock,  but 
is  here  told  with  perfect  nature.     He  was  self-willed. 
"I  always  go  on  till  I  am  stopped,  and  I  never  am 
stopped, "  he  said.     He  had  filled  Williams  with  en- 
thusiasm for   self-improvement,    and  won   him    over 
wholly  to  books  and  thought  and  poetizing,  just  as  he 
always  sought  to  do  with  his  friends,  men  or  women. 
He  was  as  passionately  fond  of  boating  as  ever  and 
eager  for  the  craft  he  had  ordered  for  the  summer, 
which  they  were  to  spend  in  the  Gulf  of  Spezia,   as 
had  been  decided ;  and  he  wandered  out  alone  into  the 
Pine  Forest  to  write,  as  when  he  composed  "Alastor." 
The  same  features,  the  same  traits,  are  here  as  of  old, 
—  with  the  difference  that  they  are  told    naturally 
without  the  suggestion  of  grotesqueness  on  one  side  or 
of  incipient  lunacy  on  the  other.     This  sustains  our 
belief  in  Shelley's  always  having  been  a  natural  being, 
subject  to  no  more  of  eccentricity  or  disease  than  ex- 
ists within  the  bounds   of  an  ordinary  healthy  nature. 
"He  was  like  a  healthy,  well-conditioned  boy,"  says 
Trelawny.     The  gentle  timidity  is  here,  too,  the  half 
ludicrous  fear  of  a   "party"  with   which  Mary  had 
"threatened  "  him,  and  similar  shynesses  that  existed 
in  his  temperament,  with  the  openness  that  knew  no 
wrong  where  no  wrong  was  meant.     His  dislike    of 
Byron,  mixed  with  admiration  of  his  genius  and  dis- 
couragement in  its  presence,  is  not  concealed,  and  the 
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vigor  and  brilliancy  of  his  talk,  its  eloquent  flow,  to- 
gether with  his  spells  of  sadness  and  the  physical 
spasms  that  made  him  roll  on  the  floor,  but  with  self- 
command  and  words  of  unf orgetting  kindness  for  those 
about  him  who  were  obliged  to  look  on,  and  also  the 
constant  discouragement  of  his  spirits  in  respect  to 
himself  and  his  life,  —  are  all  spread  on  these  pages, 
which  are  biographically  of  the  highest  value.  It  is 
fortunate  that  there  is  so  faithful  a  witness  of  these 
last  days ;  but  this  memoir  must  draw  to  a  close  with- 
out lingering  over  the  last  portrait. 

The  plan  to  pass  the  summer  on  the  Gulf  of  Spezia 
was  carried  out.  On  May  1,  after  some  difficulties  in 
finding  a  place  of  abode,  Shelley  was  settled  in  the 
Casa  Magni,  a  lonely  house  on  the  edge  of  the  sea, 
under  steep  and  wooded  slopes,  beneath  which  rocky 
footpaths  wound  to  Lerici  on  the  south  and  to  the  near 
village  of  San  Terenzo  on  the  north.  The  Williamses 
were  with  him,  and,  temporarily,  Miss  Clairmont,  to 
whom  in  the  first  days  he  there  broke  the  news  of  the 
death  of  AUegra.  The  spot  is  one  of  indescribable 
beauty,  with  lovely  views,  both  near  and  distant, 
wherever  the  eye  wanders  or  rests ;  but  it  had  also  an 
aspect  of  wildness  and  strangeness,  which  depressed 
Mary's  spirits.  "The  gales  and  squalls,"  she  says, 
"that  hailed  our  first  arrival  surrounded  the  bay  with 
foam.  The  howling  winds  swept  round  our  exposed 
house,  and  the  sea  roared  unremittingly.  .  .  .  The 
natives  were  wilder  than  the  place.  Our  near  neigh- 
bors of  San  Terenzo  were  more  like  savages  than  any 
people  I  ever  before  lived  among.  Many  a  night  they 
passed  on  the  beach  singing,  or  rather  howling,  the 
women  dancing  about  among  the  waves  that  broke  at 
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their  feet,  the  men  leaning  against  the  rocks  and  join- 
ing in  their  loud,  wild  chorus."  It  was  among  these 
villagers  that  Shelley's  last  offices  of  charity  were 
done,  as  he  visited  them  in  their  houses,  and  helped 
the  sick  and  the  poor  as  he  was  able.  On  May  12 
arrived  the  boat  which  Shelley  christened  the  Ariel, 
—  "a  perfect  plaything  for  the  summer,"  Williams 
said.  They  made  also  a  shallop  of  canvas  and  reeds, 
and  in  one  or  the  other  of  these  crafts  he  inces- 
santly boated.  He  wrote  "The  Triumph  of  Life," 
going  off  by  himself  in  his  shallop  in  the  moonlight. 
Mary  thought  it  was  the  happiest  period  in  his  life. 
"I  still  inhabit  this  divine  bay,"  he  wrote,  "reading 
Spanish  dramas,  and  sailing  and  listening  to  the 
most  enchanting  music."  Again  he  says,  "If  the 
past  and  future  could  be  obliterated,  the  present  would 
content  me  so  well  that  I  could  say  with  Faust  to  the 
passing  moment,  - — 'Remain  thou,  thou  art  so  beauti- 
ful.' "  Mary  unfortunately  was  not  so  happy,  and 
she  says,  took  no  pleasure  excepting  when  "sailing, 
lying  down  with  my  head  on  his  knee,  I  shut  my  eyes 
and  felt  the  wind  and  our  swift  motion  alone."  She 
was  also  at  one  time  dangerously  ill,  and  Shelley  him- 
self was  far  from  well.  The  house  was  a  place  of 
visions.  One  night,  when  with  Williams,  he  saw  Al- 
legra  as  a  naked  child  rise  from  the  waves,  clapping 
her  hands;  again  he  saw  the  image  of  himself,  who 
asked  him,  "How  long  do  you  mean  to  be  content?  " 
And  Mrs.  Williams  twice  saw  Shelley  when  he  was 
not  present. 

Two  months  passed  by  in  this  retreat,  and  it  was 
now  time  for  Leigh  Hunt  to  arrive.  Shelley  set  off 
to  meet  him  at   Leghorn,    taking  Williams  and  the 
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sailor-boy,  Charles  "Vivian,  with  him.  Mary  called 
Shelley  back  two  or  three  times  and  told  him  that  if 
he  did  not  come  soon  she  should  go  to  Pisa,  with  their 
child  Percy,  and  cried  bitterly  when  he  went  away. 
The  next  day  he  arrived  at  Leghorn.  Thornton  Hunt 
always  remembered  the  cry  with  which  Shelley  rushed 
into  his  father's  arms,  saying,  '^I  am  inexpressibly 
delighted!  you  cannot  think  how  inexpressibly  happy 
it  makes  me."  He  saw  the  Hunts  settled,  and  ar- 
ranged afiPairs  between  Hunt  and  Byron;  but  both  he 
and  Williams  were  anxious  to  return  to  their  families 
in  their  lonely  situation.  On  July  8  they  set  sail  in 
the  Ariel,  not  without  warning  of  risk.  The  weather 
was  threatening,  and  in  a  few  moments  they  were  lost 
in  a  sea-fog.     Trelawny  describes  the  scene :  — 

"Although  the  sun  was  obscured  by  mists  it  was 
oppressively  sultry.  There  was  not  a  breath  of  air  in 
the  harbor.  The  heaviness  of  the  atmosphere  and  an 
unwonted  stillness  benumbed  my  senses.  I  went  down 
into  the  cabin  and  sank  into  a  slumber.  I  was  roused 
up  by  a  noise  overhead,  and  went  on  deck.  The  men 
were  getting  up  a  chain  cable  to  let  go  another  an- 
chor. There  was  a  general  stir  amongst  the  shipping ; 
shifting  berths,  getting  down  yards  and  masts,  veering 
out  cables,  hauling  in  of  hawsers,  letting  go  anchors, 
hailing  from  the  ships  and  quays,  boats  sculling  rapidly 
to  and  fro.  It  was  almost  dark,  although  only  half 
past  six.  The  sea  was  of  the  color  and  looked  as  solid 
and  smooth  as  a  sheet  of  lead,  and  covered  with  an 
oily  scum ;  gusts  of  wind  swept  over  without  ruffling 
it,  and  big  drops  of  rain  fell  on  its  surface,  rebounding, 
as  if  they  could  not  penetrate  it.  There  was  a  com- 
motion in  the  air,  made  up  of  many  threatening  sounds, 
coming  upon  us  from  the  sea.  Fishing  craft  and 
coasting  vessels  under  bare   poles   rushed  by  us   in 
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shoals,  running  foul  of  the  ships  in  the  harbor.  As 
yet  the  din  and  hubbub  was  that  made  by  men,  but 
their  shrill  pipings  were  suddenly  silenced  by  the 
crashing  voice  of  a  thunder  squall  that  burst  right 
over  our  heads.  For  some  time  no  other  sounds  were 
to  be  heard  than  the  thunder,  wind  and  rain.  When 
the  fury  of  the  storm,  which  did  not  last  for  more 
than  twenty  minutes,  had  abated,  and  the  horizon  was 
in  some  degree  cleared,  I  looked  to  seaward  anxiously, 
in  the  hope  of  descrying  Shelley's  boat  amongst  the 
many  small  crafts  scattered  about.  I  watched  every 
speck  that  loomed  on  the  horizon,  thinking  that  they 
would  have  borne  up  on  their  return  to  the  port,  as 
all  the  other  boats  that  had  gone  out  in  the  same  di- 
rection had  done.  I  sent  our  Genoese  mate  on  board 
some  of  the  returning  crafts  to  make  inquiries,  but 
they  all  professed  not  to  have  seen  the  English  boat. 
.  .  .  During  the  night  it  was  gusty  and  showery,  and 
the  lightning  flashed  along  the  coast;  at  daylight  I 
returned  on  board  and  resumed  my  examinations  of 
the  crews  of  the  various  boats  which  had  returned  to 
the  port  during  the  night.  They  either  knew  nothing 
or  would  say  nothing.  My  Genoese,  with  the  quick 
eye  of  a  sailor,  pointed  out  on  board  a  fishing  boat  an 
English-made  oar  that  he  thought  he  had  seen  in 
Shelley's  boat,  but  the  entire  crew  swore  by  all  the 
saints  in  the  calendar  that  this  was  not  so.  Another 
day  was  passed  in  horrid  suspense.  On  the  morning 
of  the  third  day  I  rode  to  Pisa.  Byron  had  returned 
to  the  Lanfranchi  Palace.  I  hoped  to  find  a  letter 
from  the  Villa  Magni;  there  was  none.  I  told  my 
fears  to  Hunt,  and  then  went  upstairs  to  Byron. 
When  I  told  him  his  lip  quivered,  and  his  voice  fal- 
tered as  he  questioned  me." 

Trelawny  sent  a  courier  to  Leghorn  and  ordered 
the  Bolivar  to  cruise  along  the  coast.  He  himself 
took  his  horse  and  rode.     At  Via  Reggio  he  recog- 
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nized  a  punt,  a  water  keg,  and  some  bottles  that  had 
been  on  Shelley's  boat,  and  his  fears  became  almost 
certainties.  To  quicken  their  watchfulness  he  prom- 
ised rewards  to  the  coast-guard  patrol.  On  July  18 
two  bodies  were  found.  "The  tall,  slight  figure,  the 
jacket,  the  volume  of  ^schylus  in  one  pocket,  and 
Keats' s  poems  in  the  other,  doubled  back  as  if  the 
reader  in  the  tuci  of  reading  had  hastily  thrust  it 
away,  were  all  too  familiar  to  me  to  leave  a  doubt  on 
my  mind  that  this  mutilated  corpse  was  any  other  than 
Shelley's."  The  second  body  was  that  of  Williams. 
A  few  days  later,  the  body  of  the  sailor-boy,  Charles 
Vivian,  was  also  found.  Trelawny  went  on  to  Lerici 
and  broke  the  news  to  the  two  widows  there,  who, 
after  suffering  great  suspense,  and  going  to  Pisa  and 
returning,  still  hoped  against  hope  through  these  days. 
There  was  nothing  more  to  be  done  except  that  the 
last  offices  must  be  discharged.  The  bodies  had  been 
buried  in  the  sand,  but  permission  was  obtained  from 
the  authorities  to  bum  them.  Trelawny  took  charge. 
He  had  a  furnace  made,  and  provided  what  else  was 
necessary.  On  the  first  day  Williams's  body  was 
burned,  and  on  the  second,  August  18,  Shelley's. 
Three  white  wands  had  been  stuck  in  the  sand  to 
mark  the  grave,  but  it  was  nearly  an  hour  before  his 
body  was  found.  The  preparations  were  then  com- 
pleted. Only  Byron  and  Hunt  besides  Trelawny  and 
some  natives  of  the  place  were  present.  "The  sea," 
says  Trelawny,  "with  the  islands  of  Gorgona,  Capraja 
and  Elba,  was  before  us.  Old  battlemented  watch 
towers  stretched  along  the  coast,  backed  by  the  marble- 
crested  Apennines  glistening  in  the  sun,  picturesque 
from  their  diversified  outlines,  and  not  a  human  dwel- 
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ling  was  in  sight."  And  Hunt  takes  up  the  descrip- 
tion: ''The  beauty  of  the  flame  arising  from  the 
funeral  pile  was  extraordinary.  The  weather  was 
beautifully  fine.  The  Mediterranean,  now  soft  and 
lucid,  kissed  the  shore  as  if  to  make  peace  with  it. 
The  yellow  sand  and  blue  sky  were  intensely  con- 
trasted with  one  another;  marble  mountains  touched 
the  air  with  coolness,  and  the  flame  of  the  fire  bore 
away  toward  heaven  in  vigorous  amplitude,  waver- 
ing and  quivering  with  a  brightness  of  inconceivable 
beauty.  *'  Wine,  oil  and  salt  were  thrown  on  the  pile, 
and  with  them  the  volume  of  Keats,  and  all  was 
slowly  consumed.  Trelawny  snatched  the  heart  from 
the  flames.  Hunt  and  Byron  hardly  maintained  them- 
selves, but  at  last  all  was  over,  and  they  rode  away. 
The  ashes  were  deposited  in  the  English  burying 
ground  at  Rome,  in  the  now  familiar  spot,  where 
Trelawny  placed  a  slab  in  the  ground  and  inscribed 

it:  — 

Percy  Bysshe  Shelley 
Cob  Cobdium 
Natus  IV  Aug.  MDCCXCII  . 
Obht   Vin   Jul.   MDCCCXXn 

*'  Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade, 
But  doth  suffer  a  sea  change 
Into  something  rich  and  strange.'' 


Queen  Mab  was  issued  at  London  during  the  summer  of  1813,* 
in  an  edition  of  two  hundred  and  fifty  copies,  under  Shelley's 
name  as  author  and  printer.  The  text  was  probably  composed 
within  the  year  preceding,  but  earlier  materials  seem  to  haye  been 
embodied  in  it.  The  yolume  was  privately  circulated,  apparently 
to  the  number  of  not  more  than  seventy  copies.  The  poem  was 
afterwards  revised  by  Shelley,  the  first  two  and  last  two  sections 
being  recast  and  some  changes  made  in  the  intervening  part ;  of 
this  revised  text  the  first  two  sections  were  published  by  Shelley 
with  Alastor  in  1816,  as  a  fragment,  under  the  title,  The  Daemon 
of  the  World,  and  the  rest,  which  remained  in  MS.,  was  published 
by  Forman  in  1876 ;  the  whole  is  printed  in  the  present  edition 
under  FsAaMENTS,  The  Daemon  of  the  World,  The  usual  text  of 
Queen  Mab  is  that  of  SheUey,  1813.  Mrs.  Shelley's,  1839^,  omits 
several  passages;  but  these,  with  an  immaterial  and  probably 
accidental  exception,  were  restored  in  her  next  edition,  1839^. 
Rossetti,  1870,  constructed  a  new  text  by  dovetailing,  according 
to  his  own  judgment,  the  original  and  revised  texts  published  by 
Shelley,  Forman's  additions  not  being  then  available.  The  his- 
tory of  the  poem,  together  with  Shelley's  Notes,  will  be  found  in 
the  Notes  at  the  end  of  this  volume. 


TO  HARRIET  ***** 

Whose  is  the  love  that,  gleaming  through  the 

world, 
Wards  off  the  poisonous  arrow  of  its  scorn  ? 

Whose  is  the  warm  and  partial  praise. 

Virtue's  most  sweet  reward? 

Beneath  whose  looks  did  my  reviving  soul 
Riper  in  truth  and  virtuous  daring  grow  ? 

Whose  eyes  have  I  gazed  fondly  on, 

And  loved  mankind  the  more  ? 

Harriet!  on  thine:  —  thou  wert  my  purer  mind; 
Thou  wert  the  inspiration  of  my  song ; 

Thine  are  these  early  wilding  flowers. 

Though  garlanded  by  me. 

Then  press  into  thy  breast  this  pledge  of  love ; 
And  know,  though  time  may  change  and  years  may 
roU, 

Each  floweret  gathered  in  my  heart 

It  consecrates  to  thine. 
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How  wonderful  is  Death, 

Death,  and  his  brother  Sleep ! 
One,  pale  as  yonder  waning  moon 

With  lips  of  lurid  blue ; 

The  other,  rosy  a^  the  mom 
When  throned  on  ocean's  wave 

It  blushes  o'er  the  world ; 
Yet  both  so  passing  wonderful ! 

Hath  then  the  gloomy  Power 
Whose  reign  is  in  the  tainted  sepulchres 

Seized  on  her  sinless  soul  ? 

Must  then  that  peerless  form 
Which  love  and  admiration  cannot  view 
Without  a  beating  heart,  those  azure  veins 
Which  steal  Uke  streams  along  a  field  of  snow. 
That  lovely  outline  which  is  fair 

As  breathing  marble,  perish  ? 

Must  putrefaction's  breath 
Leave  nothing  of  this  heavenly  sight 

But  loathsomeness  and  ruin  ? 
Spare  nothing  but  a  gloomy  theme, 
On  which  the  lightest  heart  might  moralize  ? 

Or  is  it  only  a  sweet  slimiber 

Stealing  o'er  sensation. 
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Which  the  breath  of  roseate  morning 

Chaseth  into  darkness  ? 

Will  lanthe  wake  again, 
And  give  that  faithful  bosom  joy 
Whose  sleepless  spirit  waits  to  catch 
Light,  life  and  rapture,  from  her  smile  ? 

Yes  I  she  wiU  wake  agam, 
Although  her  glowing  limbs  are  motionless, 
And  silent  those  sweet  lips, 
Once  breathing  eloquence 
That  might  have  soothed  a  tiger's  rage 
Or  thawed  the  cold  heart  of  a  conqueror. 
Her  dewy  eyes  are  closed. 
And  on  their  lids,  whose  texture  fine 
Scarce  hides  the  dark  blue  orbs  beneath. 
The  baby  Sleep  is  pillowed ; 
Her  golden  tresses  shade 
The  bosom's  stainless  pride. 
Curling  Uke  tendrils  of  the  parasite 
Aroimd  a  marble  column. 

Hark !  whence  that  rushing  sound  ? 

'Tis  like  the  wondrous  strain 
That  round  a  lonely  ruin  swells. 
Which,  wandering  on  the  echoing  shore. 

The  enthusiast  hears  at  evening ; 
'Tis  softer  than  the  west  wind's  sigh ; 
'Tis  wilder  than  the  unmeasured  notes 
Of  that  strange  lyre  whose  strings 
The  genii  of  the  breezes  sweep  ; 

Those  lines  of  rainbow  light 
Are  like  the  moonbeams  when  they  fall 
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Through  some  cathedral  window,  but  the  tints 
Are  such  as  may  not  find 
Comparison  on  earth. 

Behold  the  chariot  of  the  Fairy  Queen  I 
Celestial  coursers  paw  the  imyielding  air ; 
Their  filmy  pennons  at  her  word  they  furl, 
And  stop  obedient  to  the  reins  of  light ; 

These  the  Queen  of  Spells  drew  in ; 

She  spread  a  charm  aroimd  the  spot, 
And,  leaning  graceful  from  the  ethereal  car. 

Long  did  she  gaze,  and  silently. 
Upon  the  dumbermg  maid. 

Oh !  not  the  visioned  poet  in  his  dreams. 

When  silvery  clouds  float  through   the  wildered 

brain. 
When  every  sight  of  lovely,  wild  and  grand 
Astonishes,  enraptures,  elevates. 
When  fancy  at  a  glance  combines 
The  wondrous  and  the  beautiful,  — 
So  bright,  so  fair,  so  wild  a  shape 
Hath  ever  yet  beheld. 
As  that  which  reined  the  coursers  of  the  air 
And  poured  the  magic  of  her  gaze 
Upon  the  maiden's  sleep. 

The  broad  and  yellow  moon 
Shone  dimly  through  her  form  — 

That  form  of  faultless  symmetiy ; 

The  pearly  and  pellucid  car 

78  sleeping  maid,  Mrs.  SheUey,  18391. 
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Moved  not  the  moonlight's  line. 
'Twas  not  an  earthly  pageant. 
Those,  who  had  looked  upon  the  sight 
Passing  all  human  gloiy, 
Saw  not  the  yellow  moon, 
Saw  not  the  mortal  scene, 
Heard  not  the  night-wind's  rush, 
Heard  not  an  earthly  sound, 
Saw  but  the  fairy  pageant. 
Heard  but  the  heavenly  strains 
That  filled  the  lonely  dwelling. 

The  Fairy's  frame  was  slight  —  yon  fibrous  cloud. 
That  catches  but  the  palest  tinge  of  even, 
And  which  the  straining  eye  can  hardly  seize 
When  melting  into  eastern  twiUght's  shadow, 
Were  scarce  so  thin,  so  slight ;  but  the  fair  star 
That  gems  the  glittering  coronet  of  mom. 
Sheds  not  a  light  so  mUd,  so  powerful, 
As  that  which,  bursting  from  the  Fairy's  form. 
Spread  a  purpureal  halo  round  the  scene. 
Yet  with  an  imdulating  motion. 
Swayed  to  her  outline  gracefully. 

From  her  celestial  car 
The  Fairy  Queen  descended. 
And  thrice  she  waved  her  wand 
Circled  with  wreaths  of  amaranth ; 
Her  thin  and  misty  form 
Moved  with  the  moving  air. 
And  the  clear  silver  tones. 
As  thus  she  spoke,  were  such 
As  are  unheard  by  all  but  gifted  ear. 
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FAIRY 

''  Stars  I  your  balmiest  influence  shed  ! 
Elements  I  your  wrath  suspend  ! 
Sleep,  Ocean,  in  the  rocky  boimds 

That  circle  thy  domain ! 
Let  not  a  breath  be  seen  to  stir 
Aroimd  yon  grass-grown  ruin's  height ! 
Let  even  the  restless  gossamer 
Sleep  on  the  moveless  air ! 
Soul  of  Luithe !  thou. 
Judged  alone  worthy  of  the  envied  boon 
That  waits  the  good  and  the  sincere  ;  that  waits 
Those  who  have  struggled,  and  with  resolute 

wiU 
Vanquished  earth's  pride  and  meanness,  burst 

the  chains, 
The  icy  diains  of  custom,  and  have  shone 
The  day-stars  of  their  age ;  —  Soul  of  lanthe ! 
Awake !  arise !  " 

Sudden  arose 
lanthe's  Soul ;  it  stood 
All  beautiful  in  naked  purity. 
The  perfect  semblance  of  its  bodily  frame ; 
Listinct  with  inexpressible  beauty  and  grace  — 
Each  stain  of  earthliness 
Had  passed  away  —  it  reassumed 
Its  native  dignity  and  stood 
Immortal  amid  ruin. 

Upon  the  couch  the  body  lay. 
Wrapt  in  the  depth  of  slumber ; 
Its  features  were  fixed  and  meaningless, 
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Yet  animal  life  was  there, 
And  every  organ  yet  performed 
Its  natural  functions ;  'twas  a  sight 

Of  wonder  to  behold  the  body  and  the  souL 
The  self-same  lineaments,  the  same 
Marks  of  identity  were  there ; 

Yet,  oh,  how  diflFerent !    One  aspires  to  Heaven, 

Pants  for  its  sempiternal  heritage. 

And,  ever  changing,  ever  rising  stiU, 
Wantons  in  endless  being : 

The  other,  for  a  time  the  unwilling  sport 

Of  circumstance  and  passion,  struggles  on ; 

Fleets  through  its  sad  duration  rapidly ; 

Then  like  an  useless  and  worn-out  machine, 
Bots,  perishes,  and  passes. 

FAIRT 

"  Spirit !  who  hast  dived  so  deep ; 
Spirit !  who  hast  soared  so  high ; 
Thou  the  fearless,  thou  the  mild, 
Accept  the  boon  thy  worth  hath  earned, 
Ascend  the  car  with  me  I " 

SPIRIT 

"  Do  I  dream  ?    Is  this  new  feeling 
But  a  visioned  ghost  of  slumber  ? 

If  indeed  I  am  a  soul, 
A  free,  a  disembodied  soul. 
Speak  again  to  me." 

FAIRY 

"  I  am  the  Fairy  Mab  :  to  me  'tis  given 
The  wonders  of  the  human  world  to  keep; 
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The  secrets  of  the  iimueasnrable  past, 
In  the  unfailing  consciences  of  men, 
Those  stem,  unflattering  chroniclers,  I  find ; 
The  future,  from  the  causes  which  arise 
In  each  event,  I  gather;  not  the  sting 
Which  retributive  memory  implants 
In  the  hard  bosom  of  the  selfish  man. 
Nor  that  ecstatic  and  exulting  throb 
Which  virtue's  votary  feels  when  he  sums  up 
The  thoughts  and  actions  of  a  well-spent  day, 
Are  unforeseen,  unregistered  by  me ; 
And  it  is  yet  permitted  me  to  rend 
The  veil  of  mortal  frailty,  that  the  spirit. 
Clothed  in  its  changeless  purity,  may  know 
How  soonest  to  accomplish  the  great  end 
For  which  it  hatii  its  being,  and  may  ta«te 
That  peace  which  in  the  end  all  life  will  share. 
This  is  the  meed  of  virtue ;  happy  Soul, 
Ascend  the  car  with  me  I " 

The  chains  of  earth's  immurement 
Fell  from  lanthe's  spirit ; 
They  shrank  and  brake  like  bandages  of  straw 
Beneath  a  wakened  giant's  strength. 

She  knew  her  glorious  change. 
And  felt  in  apprehension  uncontrolled 
New  raptures  opening  roimd ; 
Each  day-dream  of  her  mortal  life, 
Each  frenzied  vision  of  the  slumbers 
That  closed  each  well-spent  day. 
Seemed  now  to  meet  reality. 
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The  Fairy  and  the  Soul  proceeded ; 
The  silver  clouds  disparted ; 
And  as  the  car  of  magic  they  ascended, 
Again  the  speechless  music  swelled, 
Again  the  coursers  of  the  air 
Unfurled  their  azure  pennons,  and  the  Queen, 
Shaking  the  beamy  reins, 
Bade  them  pursue  their  way. 

The  magic  car  moved  on. 
The  night  was  fair,  and  countless  stars 
Studded  heaven's  dark  blue  vault ; 

Just  o'er  the  eastern  wave 
Peeped  the  first  faint  smile  of  mom. 

The  magic  car  moved  on  — 

From  the  celestial  hoofs 
The  atmosphere  in  flaming  sparkles  flew, 

And  where  the  burning  wheels 
Eddied  above  the  mountain's  loftiest  peak. 
Was  traced  ^  Jine  of  lightning. 
Now  it  flew  far  above  a  rock, 
The  utmost  verge  of  earth. 
The  rival  of  the  Andes,  whose  dark  brow 

Lowered  o'er  the  silver  sea. 

Far,  far  below  the  chariot's  path. 

Calm  as  a  slumbering  babe. 

Tremendous  Ocean  lay. 
The  mirror  of  its  stillness  showed 

The  pale  and  waning  stars. 

The  chariot's  fiery  track. 

And  the  gray  light  of  mom 

Tinging  those  fleecy  clouds 

That  canopied  the  dawn. 
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Seemed  it  that  the  chariot's  way 
Lay  through  the  midst  of  an  immense  concave 
Sadiant  with  million  constellations,  tinged 

With  shades  of  infinite  color, 

And  semicircled  with  a  belt 

Flashing  incessant  meteors. 

The  magic  car  moved  on. 
As  they  approached  their  goal, 
The  coursers  seemed  to  gather  speed ; 
The  sea  no  longer  was  distinguished ;  earth 
Appeared  a  vast  and  shadowy  sphere ; 
The  sun's  unclouded  orb 
Kolled  through  the  black  concave ; 
Its  rays  of  rapid  light 
Parted  around  the  chariot's  swifter  course, 
And  fell,  like  ocean's  feathery  spray 
Dashed  from  the  boiling  surge 
Before  a  vessel's  prow. 

The  magic  car  moved  on. 
Earth's  distant  orb  appeared 
The  smallest  light  that  twinkles  in  the  heaven ; 
Whilst  round  the  chariot's  way 
Innumerable  systems  rolled 
And  countless  spheres  diffused 
An  ever-varying  glory. 
It  was  a  sight  of  wonder :  some 
Were  homed  like  the  crescent  moon ; 
Some  shed  a  mild  and  silver  beam 
Like  Hesperus  o'er  the  western  sea ; 
Some  dashed  athwart  with  trains  of  flame. 
Like  worlds  to  death  and  ruin  driven ; 
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Some  shone  like  suns,  and  as  the  chariot  passed, 
Eclipsed  all  other  light. 

Spirit  of  Nature  I  here  — 
In  this  interminable  wilderness 
Of  worlds,  at  whose  immensity- 
Even  soaring  fancy  staggers, 
Here  is  thy  fitting  temple  I 
Yet  not  the  lightest  leaf 
That  quivers  to  the  passing  breeze 
Is  less  instinct  with  thee ; 
Yet  not  the  meanest  worm 
That  lurks  in  graves  and  fattens  on  the  dead, 
Less  shares  thy  eternal  breath  I 

Spirit  of  Nature  I  thou. 
Imperishable  as  this  scene  — 
Here  is  thy  fitting  temple  I 

n 

If  solitude  hath  ever  led  thy  steps 
To  the  wild  ocean's  echoing  shore. 

And  thou  hast  lingered  there. 

Until  the  sun's  broad  orb 
Seemed  resting  on  the  burnished  wave, 

Thou  must  have  marked  the  lines 
Of  purple  gold  that  motionless 

Hung  o'er  the  sinking  sphere ; 
Thou  must  have  marked  the  billowy  clouds. 
Edged  with  intolerable  radiancy. 

Towering  like  rocks  of  jet 

Crowned  with  a  diamond  wreath ; 

And  yet  there  is  a  moment. 

When  the  sun's  highest  point 
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Peeps  like  a  star  o'er  ocean's  western  edge, 
When  those  far  clouds  of  feathery  gold, 
Shaded  with  deepest  purple,  gleam 
Like  islands  on  a  dark  blue  sea ; 
Then  has  thy  fancy  soared  above  the  earth 
And  furled  its  wearied  wing 
Within  the  Fairy's  fane. 

Yet  not  the  golden  islands 
Gleaming  in  yon  flood  of  light. 

Nor  the  feathery  curtains 
Stretching  o'er  the  sun's  bright  couch. 
Nor  the  burnished  ocean-waves 
Paving  that  gorgeous  dome. 
So  fair,  so  wonderful  a  sight 
As  Mab's  ethereal  palace  could  afPord. 
Yet  likest  evening's  vault,  that  faery  Hall ! 
As  Heaven,  low  resting  on  the  wave,  it  spread 
Its  floors  of  flashing  light. 
Its  vast  and  azure  dome. 
Its  fertile  golden  islands 
Floating  on  a  silver  sea ; 
Whilst  suns  their  mingling  beamings  darted 
Through  clouds  of  circumambient  darkness. 
And  pearly  battlements  around 
Looked  o'er  the  immense  of  Heaven. 

The  magic  car  no  longer  moved. 

The  Fairy  and  the  Spirit 

Entered  the  Hall  of  Spells. 
Those  golden  clouds 
That  rolled  in  glittering  billows 
Beneath  the  azure  canopy, 
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With  the  ethereal  footsteps  trembled  not ; 

The  light  and  crimson  mists, 
Floating  to  strains  of  thrilling  melody 
Through  that  unearthly  dwelling, 
Yielded  to  every  movement  of  the  will ; 
Upon  their  passive  swell  the  Spirit  leaned. 
And,  for  the  varied  bliss  that  pressed  around, 
Used  not  the  glorious  privilege 
Of  virtue  and  of  wisdom. 

"  Spirit ! "  the  Fairy  said, 
And  pointed  to  the  gorgeous  dome, 
"  This  is  a  wondrous  sight 
And  mocks  all  hiunan  grandeur ; 

But,  were  it  virtue's  only  meed  to  dwell 

In  a  celestial  palace,  all  resigned 

To  pleasurable  impulses,  immured 

Within  the  prison  of  itself,  the  will 

Of  changeless  Nature  would  be  unfulfilled. 

Learn  to  make  others  happy.     Spirit,  come ! 

This  is  thine  high  reward :  —  the  past  shall  rise ; 

Thou  shalt  behold  the  present ;  I  will  teach 
The  secrets  of  the  future.'* 

The  Fairy  and  the  Spirit 
Approached  the  overhanging  battlement. 
Below  lay  stretched  the  universe  1 
There,  far  as  the  remotest  line' 
That  bounds  imagination's  flight, 

Countless  and  unending  orbs 
In  mazy  motion  intermingled. 
Yet  still  fulfilled  immutably 
Eternal  Nature's  law. 
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Above,  below,  around. 
The  circling  systems  formed 
A  wilderness  of  Harmony ; 
Each  with  undeviating  aim, 
In  eloquent  silence,  through  the  depths  of  space 
Pursued  its  wondrous  way. 

There  was  a  little  light 
That  twiiJded  in  the  misty  distance. 

None  but  a  spirit's  eye 

Might  ken  that  rolling  orb. 

None  but  a  spirit's  eye. 

And  in  no  other  place 
But  that  celestial  dwelling,  might  behold 
Each  action  of  this  earth's  inhabitants. 

But  matter,  space,  and  time. 
In  those  aerial  mansions  cease  to  act ; 
And  all-preyailing  wisdom,  when  it  reaps 
The  harvest  of  its  excellence,  o'erbounds 
Those  obstacles  of  which  an  earthly  soul 
Fears  to  attempt  the  conquest. 

The  Fairy  pointed  to  the  earth. 
The  Spirit's  intellectual  eye 
Its  kindred  beings  recognized. 
The  thronging  thousands,  to  a  passing  view. 
Seemed  like  an  ant-hill's  citizens. 
How  wonderful !  that  even 
The  passions,  prejudices,  interests. 
That  sway  the  meanest  being  —  the  weak  touch 
That  moves  the  finest  nerve 
And  in  one  human  brain 
Causes  the  faintest  thought,  becomes  a  link 
In  the  great  chain  of  Nature  I 
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"  Behold,"  the  Fairy  cried, 

"  Palmyra's  ruined  palaces ! 

Behold  where  grandeur  frowned ! 

Behold  where  pleasure  smiled ! 
What  now  remains  ?  —  the  memory 

Of  senselessness  and  shame. 

What  is  immortal  there  ? 

Nothing  —  it  stands  to  tell 

A  melancholy  tale,  to  give 

An  awful  warning ;  soon 
Oblivion  wiU  steal  silently 

The  remnant  of  its  fame. 

Monarchs  and  conquerors  there 
Proud  o'er  prostrate  millions  trod  — 
The  earthquakes  of  the  human  race ; 
Like  them,  forgotten  when  the  ruin 

That  marks  their  shock  is  past. 

"  Beside  the  eternal  Nile 

The  Pyramids  have  risen. 
Nile  shall  pursue  his  changeless  way ; 

Those  Pyramids  shall  f  alL 
Yea !  not  a  stone  shall  stand  to  tell 

The  spot  whereon  they  stood; 
Their  very  site  shall  be  forgotten, 

As  is  their  builder's  name  I 

"  Behold  yon  sterile  spot. 
Where  now  the  wandering  Arab's  tent 

Flaps  in  the  desert  blast ! 
There  once  old  Salem's  haughty  fane 
Beared  high  to  heaven  its  thousand  golden  domes, 
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And  in  the  blushing  face  of  day- 
Exposed  its  shameful  glory. 
Oh !  many  a  widow,  many  an  orphan  cursed 
The  building  of  that  fane ;  and  many  a  father, 
Worn  out  with  toil  and  slavery,  implored 
The  poor  man's  God  to  sweep  it  from  the  earth 
And  spare  his  children  the  detested  task 
Of  piling  stone  on  stone  and  poisoning 

The  choicest  days  of  life 

To  soothe  a  dotard's  vanity. 
There  an  inhuman  and  uncultured  race 
Howled  hideous  praises  to  their  Demon-God ; 
They  rushed  to  war,  tore  from  the  mother's  womb 
The  unborn  child  —  old  age  and  infancy 
Promiscuous  perished ;  their  victorious  arms 
Left  not  a  soul  to  breathe.  Oh !  they  were  fiends ! 
But  what  was  he  who  taught  them  that  the  God 
Of  Nature  and  benevolence  had  given 
A  special  sanction  to  the  trade  of  blood  ? 
His  name  and  theirs  are  fading,  and  the  tales 
Of  this  barbarian  nation,  which  imposture 
Kecites  till  terror  credits,  are  pursuing 
Itself  into  forgetfulness. 

"  Where  Athens,  Eome,  and  Sparta  stood. 
There  is  a  moral  desert  now. 
The  mean  and  miserable  huts, 
The  yet  more  wretched  palaces. 
Contrasted  with  those  ancient  fanes 
Now  crumbling  to  oblivion,  — 
The  long  and  lonely  colonnades 
Through  which  the  ghost  of  Freedom  stalks, — 
Seem  like  a  well-known  tune, 
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Whlcli  in  some  dear  scene  we  have  loved  to  hear, 
Remembered  now  in  sadness. 
But,  oh  I  how  much  more  changed, 
How  gloomier  is  the  contrast 
Of  human  nature  there  I 
Where  Socrates  expired,  a  tyrant's  slave, 
A  coward  and  a  fool,  spreads  death  around  — 
Then,  shuddering,  meets  his  own. 
Where  Cicero  and  Antoninus  lived, 
A  cowled  and  hypocritical  monk 
Prays,  curses  and  deceives. 

"  Spirit  I  ten  thousand  years 
Have  scarcely  passed  away. 
Since  in  the  waste,  where  now  the  savage  drinks 
His  enemy's  blood,  and,  aping  Europe's  sons, 
Wakes  the  unholy  song  of  war. 
Arose  a  stately  city. 
Metropolis  of  the  western  continent. 

There,  now,  the  mossy  column-stone, 
Indented  by  time's  unrelaxing  grasp. 
Which  once  appeared  to  brf;e 
All,  save  its  country's  ruin,  — 
There  the  wide  forest  scene, 
Bude  in  the  uncultivated  loveliness 
Of  gardens  long  run  wild,  — 
Seems,  to  the  unwilling  sojourner  whose  steps 

Chance  in  that  desert  has  delayed. 
Thus  to  have  stood  since  earth  was  what  it  is. 

Yet  once  it  was  the  busiest  haunt. 
Whither,  as  to  a  common  centre,  flocked 
Strangers,  and  ships,  and  merchandise  ; 
Once  peace  and  freedom  blest 
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The  cultiyated  plain ; 

But  wealth,  that  curse  of  man, 
BUghted  the  bud  of  its  prosperity ; 
Virtue  and  wisdom,  truth  and  Ubertjr, 
Fled,  to  return  not,  until  man  shall  know 
That  they  alone  can  give  the  bliss 

Worthy  a  soul  that  claims 

Its  kindred  with  eternity. 

''There  's  not  one  atom  of  yon  •arth 
But  once  was  living  man ; 
Nor  the  minutest  drop  of  ram. 
That  hangeth  in  its  thinnest  cloud, 
But  flowed  in  human  veins  ; 
And  from  the  burning  plains 
Where  Libyan  monsters  yell, 
From  the  most  gloomy  glens 
Of  Greenland's  sunless  clime. 
To  where  the  golden  fields 
Of  fertile  England  spread 
Their  harvest  to  the  day. 
Thou  canst  not  find  one  spot 
Whereon  no  city  stood. 

"  How  strange  is  human  pride ! 
I  tell  thee  that  those  living  things. 
To  whom  the  fragile  blade  of  grass 

That  springeth  in  the  mom 

And  perisheth  ere  noon, 

Is  an  unbounded  world ; 
I  tell  thee  that  those  viewless  beings, 
Whose  mansion  is  the  smallest  particle 

Of  the  impassive  atmosphere, 
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Think,  feel  and  live  like  man ; 
That  their  affections  and  antipathies, 

Like  his,  produce  the  laws 

Euling  their  moral  state ; 

And  the  minutest  throb 
That  through  their  frame  diffuses 

The  slightest,  faintest  motion, 

Is  fixed  and  indispensable 

As  the  majestic  laws 

Tha^  rule  yon  rolling  orbs." 

The  Fairy  paused.     The  Spirit, 
In  ecstasy  of  admiration,  felt 
All  knowledge  of  the  past  revived ;  the  events 

Of  old  aud  wondrous  times. 
Which  dim  tradition  interruptedly 
Teaches  the  credulous  vulgar,  were  unfolded 
In  just  perspective  to  the  view ; 
Yet  dim  from  their  infinitude. 
The  Spirit  seemed  to  stand 
High  on  an  isolated  pinnacle ; 
The  flood  of  ages  combating  below. 
The  depth  of  the  unbounded  universe 
Above,  and  all  around 
Nature's  unchanging  harmony. 


m 

"  Fairy  I "  the  Spirit  said, 
And  on  the  Queen  of  Spells 
Fixed  her  ethereal  eyes, 
"  I  thank  thee.     Thou  hast  given 
A  boon  which  I  will  not  resign,  and  taught 
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A  lesson  not  to  be  unlearned.     I  know 
The  past,  and  thence  I  will  essay  to  glean 
A  warning  for  the  future,  so  that  man 
May  profit  by  his  errors  and  derive 

Experience  from  his  folly ; 
For,  when  the  power  of  imparting  joy 
Is  equal  to  the  wiU,  the  human  soul 

Bequires  no  other  heaven." 


MAB 


"  Turn  thee,  surpassing  Spirit ! 
Much  yet  remains  unscanned. 
Thou  knowest  how  great  is  man. 
Thou  knowest  his  imbecility ; 
Yet  learn  thou  what  he  is  ; 
Yet  learn  the  lofty  destiny 
Which  restless  Time  prepares 
For  every  living  soid. 

"  Behold  a  gorgeous  palace  that  amid 
Yon  populous  city  rears  its  thousand  towers 
And  seems  itself  a  city.     Gloomy  troops 
Of  sentinels  in  stem  and  silent  ranks 
Encompass  it  around  ;  the  dweller  there 
Cannot  be  free  and  happy ;  hearest  thou  not 
The  curses  of  the  fatherless,  the  groans 
Of  those  who  have  no  friend  ?     He  passes  on  — 
The  King,  the  wearer  of  a  gilded  chain 
That  binds  his  soul  to  abjectness,  the  fool 
Whom  courtiers  nickname  monarch,  whilst  a  slave 
Even  to  the  basest  appetites  —  that  man 
Heeds  not  the  shriek  of  penury  ;  he  smiles 
At  the  deep  curses  which  the  destitute 
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Mutter  in  secret,  and  a  sullen  joy 

Pervades  his  bloodless  heart  when  thousands  groan 

But  for  those  morsels  which  his  wantonness 

Wastes  in  unjoyous  revelry,  to  save 

All  that  they  love  from  famine ;  when  he  hears 

The  tale  of  horror,  to  some  ready-made  face 

Of  hypocritical  assent  he  turns. 

Smothering  the  glow  of  shame,  that,  spite  of  him. 

Flushes  his  bloated  cheek. 

Now  to  the  meal 
Of  silence,  grandeur  and  excess  he  drags 
His  palled  unwilling  appetite.     If  gold, 
Gleaming  around,  and  numerous  viands  culled 
From  every  clime  could  force  the  loathing  sense 
To  overcome  satiety,  —  if  wealth 
The  spring  it  draws  from  poisons  not,  —  or  vice, 
Unfeeling,  stubborn  vice,  converteth  not 
Its  food  to  deadliest  venom  ;  then  that  king 
Is  happy ;  and  the  peasant  who  fulfils 
His  unforced  task,  when  he  returns  at  even 
And  by  the  blazing  fagot  meets  again 
Her  welcome  for  whom  all  his  toil  is  sped. 
Tastes  not  a  sweeter  meal. 

Behold  him  now 
Stretched  on  the    gorgeous  couch;    his  fevered 

brain 
Keels  dizzily  awhile ;  but  ah !  too  soon 
The  slumber  of  intemperance  subsides. 
And  conscience,  that  undying  serpent,  calls 
Her  venomous  brood  to  their  nocturnal  task. 
Listen  !  he  speaks !  oh !  mark  that  frenzied  eye  — 
Oh  I  mark  that  deadly  visage  I 
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"  No  cessation ! 
Oh!  must  this  last  forever !     Awful  death, 
I  wish,  yet  fear  to  clasp  thee  I  —  Not  one  moment 
Of  dreamless  sleep  !     O  dear  and  blessed  Peace, 
Why  dost  thou  shroud  thy  vestal  purity 
In  penury  and  dungeons  ?    Wherefore  lurkest 
With  danger,  death,  and  solitude ;  yet  shun'st 
The  palace  I  have  built  thee  ?    Sacred  Peace ! 
Oh,  visit  me  but  once,  —  but  pitying  shed 
One  drop  of  balm  upon  my  withered  soul ! " 

THE  FAIRT 

"  Vain  man !  that  palace  is  the  virtuous  heart. 

And  Peace  defileth  not  her  snowy  robes 

In  such  a  shed  as  thine.     Hark  I  yet  he  mutters ; 

His  slumbers  are  but  varied  agonies ; 

They  prey  like  scorpions  on  the  springs  of  life. 

There  needeth  not  the  hell  that  bigots  frame 

To  punish  those  who  err ;  earth  in  itself 

Contains  at  once  the  evil  and  the  cure  ; 

And  all-sufficing  Nature  can  chastise 

Those  who  transgress  her  law ;  she  only  knows 

How  justly  to  proportion  to  the  fault 

The  punishment  it  merits. 

Is  it  strange 
That  this  poor  wretch  should  pride  him  in  his 

woe? 
Take  pleasure  in  his  abjectness,  and  hug 
The  scorpion  that  consumes  him  ?     Is  it  strange 
That,  placed  on  a  conspicuous  throne  of  thorns, 
Grasping  an  iron  sceptre,  and  immured 
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Within  a  splendid  prison  whose  stem  bounds 
Shut  him  from  all  that's  good  or  dear  on  earth, 
His  soul  asserts  not  its  humanity  ? 
That  man's  mild  nature  rises  npt  in  war 
Against  a  king's  employ  ?    No  —  'tis  not  strange. 
He,  like  the  vulgar,  thinks,  feels,  acts,  and  lives 
Just  as  his  father  did ;  the  unconquered  powers 
Of  precedent  and  custom  interpose 
Between  a  king  and  virtue.     Stranger  yet, 
To  those  who  know  not  Nature  nor  deduce 
The  future  from  the  present,  it  may  seem. 
That  not  one  slave,  who  suffers  from  the  crimes 
Of  this  unnatural  being,  not  one  wretch, 
Whose  children  famish  and  whose  nuptial  bed 
Is  earth's  unpitying  bosom,  rears  an  arm 
To  dash  him  from  his  throne  ! 

Those  gilded  flies 
That,  basking  in  the  sunshine  of  a  court. 
Fatten  on  its  corruption !  what  are  they  ?  — 
The  drpnes  of  the  community ;  they  feed 
On  the  mechanic's  labor  ;  the  starved  hind 
For  them  compels  the  stubborn  glebe  to  yield 
Its  unshared  harvests ;  and  yon  squalid  form. 
Leaner  than  fleshless  misery,  that  wastes 
A  sunless  life  in  the  unwholesome  mine. 
Drags  out  in  labor  a  protracted  death 
To  glut  their  grandeur ;  many  faint  with  toil 
That  few  may  know  the  cares  and  woe  of  sloth. 

Whence,  thinkest  thou,  kings  and  parasites  arose  ? 
Whence  that  unnatural  line  of  drones  who  heap 
Toil  and  unvanquishable  penury 


m.  121-160]  QUEEN  MAB  27 

On  those  who  build  their  palaces  and  bring 
Their  daily  bread? — From  vice,  black  loathsome 

vice ; 
From  rapine,  madness,  treachery,  and  wrong ; 
From  all  that  genders  misery,  and  makes 
Of  earth  this  thorny  wilderness ;  from  lust. 
Revenge,  and  murder.  —  And  when  reason's  voice. 
Loud  as  the  voice  of  Nature,  shall  have  waked 
The  nations ;  and  mankind  perceive  that  vice 
Is  discord,  war  and  misery ;  that  virtue 
Is  peace  and  happiness  and  harmony ; 
When  man's  maturer  nature  shall  disdain 
The  playthings  of  its  childhood ;  —  kingly  glare 
Will  lose  its  power  to  dazzle ;  its  authority 
Will  silently  pass  by ;  the  gorgeous  throne 
Shall  stand  unnoticed  in  the  regal  hall, 
Fast  falling  to  decay ;  whilst  falsehood's  trade 
Shall  be  as  hateful  and  unprofitable 
As  that  of  truth  is  now. 

Where  is  the  fame 
Which  the  vain-glorious  mighty  of  the  earth 
Seek  to  eternize  ?     Oh !  the  faintest  sound 
From  time's  light  footfall,  the  minutest  wave 
That  swells  the  flood  of  ages,  whelms  in  nothing 
The  unsubstantial  bubble.     Ay !  to-day 
Stem  is  the  tyrant's  mandate,  red  the  gaze 
That  flashes  desolation,  strong  the  arm 
That  scatters  multitudes.     To-morrow  comes  ! 
That  mandate  is  a  thunder-peal  that  died 
In  ages  past ;  that  gaze,  a  transient  flash 
On  which  the  midnight  closed ;  and  on  that  arm 
The  worm  has  made  his  meal. 
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The  virtuous  man, 
Who,  great  in  his  humility  as  kings 
Are  little  in  their  grandeur ;  he  who  leads 
Invincibly  a  life  of  resolute  good 
And  stands  amid  the  silent  dungeon-depths 
More  free  and  fearless  than  the  trembling  judge 
Who,  clothed  in  venal  power,  vainly  strove 
To  bind  the  impassive  spirit ;  —  when  he  falls. 
His  mild  eye  beams  benevolence  no  more  ; 
Withered  the  hand  outstretched  but  to  relieve  ; 
Sunk  reason's  simple  eloquence  that  rolled 
But  to  appall  the  guilty.     Yes !  the  grave 
Hath  quenched  that  eye  and  death's  relentless  frost 
Withered  that  arm ;  but  the  unfading  fame 
Which  virtue  hangs  upon  its  votary's  tomb. 
The  deathless  memory  of  that  man  whom  kings 
Call  to  their  minds  and  tremble,  the  remembrance 
With  which  the  happy  spirit  contemplates 
Its  weU-spent  pilgrimage  on  earth, 
ShaU  never  pass  away. 

"  Nature  rejects  the  monarch,  not  the  man ; 
The  subject,  not  the  citizen ;  for  kings 
And  subjects,  mutual  foes,  forever  play 
A  losing  game  into  each  other's  hands. 
Whose  stakes  are  vice  and  misery.     The  man 
Of  virtuous  soul  commands  not,  nor  obeys. 
Power,  like  a  desolating  pestilence. 
Pollutes  whate'er  it  touches ;  and  obedience, 
Bane  of  all  genius,  virtue,  freedom,  truth. 
Makes  slaves  of  men,  and  of  the  human  frame 
A  mechanized  automaton. 

151  Who  II  As,  Boasetti. 
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When  Nero 
High  over  flaming  Eome  with  savage  joy 
Lowered  like  a  fiend,  drank  with  enraptured  ear 
The  shrieks  of  agonizing  death,  beheld 
The  frightful  desolation  spread,  and  felt 
A  new-created  s6nse  within  his  soul 
Thrill  to  the  sight  and  vibrate  to  the  sound,  — 
Thinkest  thou  his  grandeur  had  not  overcome 
The  force  of  human  kindness  ?    And  when  Eome 
With  one  stem  blow  hurled  not  the  tyrant  down, 
Crushed  not  the  arm  red  with  her  dearest  blood. 
Had  not  submissive  abjectness  destroyed 
Nature's  suggestions  ? 

Look  on  yonder  earth : 
The  golden  harvests  spring ;  the  unfaUing  sun 
Sheds  light  and  life;   the  fruits,  the  flowers,  the 

trees. 
Arise  in  due  succession;  all  things  speak 
Peace,  harmony  and  love.     The  universe, 
Li  Nature's  silent  eloquence,  declares 
That  all  fulfil  the  works  of  love  and  joy,  — 
All  but  the  outcast,  Man.     He  fabricates 
The  sword  which  stabs  his  peace ;  he  cherisheth 
The  snakes  that  gnaw  his  heart ;  he  raiseth  up 
The  tyrant  whose  delight  is  in  his  woe. 
Whose  sport  is  in  his  agony.     Yon  sun. 
Lights  it  the  great  alone  ?    Yon  silver  beams, 
Sleep  they  less  sweetly  on  the  cottage  thatch 
Than  on  the  dome  of  kings  ?     Is  mother  eai*th 
A  step-dame  to  her  numerous  sons  who  earn 
Her  unshared  gifts  with  unremitting  toil ; 
A  mother  only  to  those  puling  babes 
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Who,  nursed  in  ease  and  luxury,  make  men 
The  playthings  of  their  babyhood  and  mar 
In  self-important  childishness  that  peace 
Which  men  alone  appreciate  ? 

'**  Spirit  of  Nature,  no ! 
The  pure  diffusion  of  thy  essence  throbs 
Alike  in  every  human  heart. 

Thou  aye  erectest  there 
Thy  throne  of  power  unappealable ; 
Thou  art  the  judge  beneath  whose  nod 
Man's  brief  and  frail  authority 

Is  powerless  as  the  wind 

That  passeth  idly  by ; 
Thine  the  tribunal  which  surpasseth 

The  show  of  human  justice 

As  God  surpasses  man ! 

"  Spirit  of  Nature  I  thou 
Life  of  interminable  multitudes ; 

Soul  of  those  mighty  spheres 
Whose  changeless  paths  through  Heaven's  deep 
silence  lie ; 
Soul  of  that  smallest  being. 

The  dwelling  of  whose  life 
Is  one  faint  April  sun-gleam ;  — 
Man,  like  these  passive  things, 
Thy  will  imconsciously  f  ulfilleth ; 
Like  theirs,  his  age  of  endless  peace, 
Which  time  is  fast  maturing. 
Will  swiftly,  surely,  come  ; 
And  the  unbounded  frame  which  thou  pervadest, 
WiU  be  without  a  flaw 
Marring  its  perfect  symmetry  I 
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IV 

''  How  beautiful  this  night  I  the  bahniest  sigh, 
Which  vernal  zephyrs  breathe  in  evening's  ear, 
Were  discord  to  the  speaking  quietude 
That  wraps  this  moveless  scene.     Heaven's  ebon 

vault, 
Studded  with  stars  unutterably  bright, 
Through  which  the  moon's   unclouded  grandeur 

roUs, 
Seems  like  a  canopy  which  love  had  spread 
To  curtain  her  sleeping  world.     Yon  gentle  hills. 
Robed  in  a  garment  of  untrodden  snow ; 
Yon  darksome  rocks,  whence  icicles  depend 
So  stainless  that  their  white  and  glittering  spires 
Tinge  not  the  moon's  pure  beam  ;  yon  castled  steep 
Whose  banner  hangeth  o'er  the  time-worn  tower 
So  idly  that  rapt  fancy  deemeth  it 
A  metaphor  of  peace ;  —  all  form  a  scene 
Where  musing  solitude  might  love  to  lift 
Her  soul  above  this  sphere  of  earthliness  ; 
Where  silence  undisturbed  might  watch  alone  — 
So  cold,  so  bright,  so  still. 

The  orb  of  day 
In  southern  climes  o'er  ocean's  waveless  field 
Sinks  sweetly  smiling ;  not  the  faintest  breath 
Steals  o'er  the  unruffled  deep ;  the  clouds  of  eve 
Eeflect  unmoved  the  lingering  beam  of  day ; 
And  Vesper's  image  on  the  western  main 
Is  beautifully  still.     To-morrow  comes  : 
Cloud  upon  cloud,  in  dark  and  deepening  mass, 

7  has,  Mrs.  SheUey,  1839*. 
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Boll  o'er  the  blackened  waters ;  the  deep  roar 
Of  distant  thunder  mutters  awfully ; 
Tempest  unfolds  its  pinion  o'er  the  gloom 
That  shrouds  the  boiling  surge ;  the  pitiless  fiend, 
With  all  his  winds  and  lightnings,  tracks  his  prey ; 
The  torn  deep  yawns,  —  the  vessel  finds  a  grave 
Beneath  its  jagged  gulf. 

Ah !  whence  yon  glare 
That  fires  the  arch  of  heaven?  that  dark  red 

smoke 
Blotting  the  silver  moon  ?  The  stars  are  quenched 
In  dar^ess,  and  the  pure  and  spangling  snow 
Gleams  faintly  through  the  gloom  that  gathers 

round. 
Hark  to  that  roar  whose  swift  and  deafening  peals 
In  countless  echoes  through  the  mountains  ring, 
Startling  pale  Midnight  on  her  starry  throne  I 
Now  swells  the  intermingling  din  ;  the  jar 
Frequent  and  frightful  of  the  bursting  bomb ; 
The  falling  beam,  the  shriek,  the  groan,  the  shout, 
The  ceaseless  clangor,  and  the  rush  of  men 
Inebriate  with  rage  :  —  loud  and  more  loud 
The  discord  grows  ;  till  pale  Death  shuts  the  scene 
And  o'er  the  conqueror  and  the  conquered  draws 
His  cold  and  bloody  shroud.  —  Of  all  the  men 
Whom  day's  departing  beam  saw  blooming  there 
In  proud  and  vigorous  health  ;  of  all  the  hearts 
That  beat  with  anxious  life  at  sunset  there  ; 
How  few  survive,  how  few  are  beating  now  I 
All  is  deep  silence,  like  the  fearful  calm 
That  slumbers  in  the  storm's  portentous  pause ; 
Save  when  the  frantic  waU  of  widowed  love 
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Comes  shuddering  on  the  blast,  or  the  faint  moan 
With  which  some  soul  bursts  from  the  frame  of  clay 
Wrapt  round  its  struggling  powers. 

The  gray  mom 
Dawns   on  the  mournful  scene;    the  sulphurous 

smoke 
Before  the  icy  wind  slow  rolls  away, 
And  the  bright  beams  of  frosty  morning  dance 
Along  the  spangling  snow.     There  tracks  of  blood 
Even  to  the  forest's  depth,  and  scattered  arms, 
And  lifeless  warriors,  whose  hard  lineaments 
Death's  self  could  change  not,  mark  the  dreadful 

path 
Of  the  outsallying  victors ;  far  behind 
Black  ashes  note  where  their  proud  city  stood. 
Within  yon  forest  is  a  gloomy  glen  — 
Each  tree  which  guards  its  darkness  from  the  day, 
Waves  o'er  a  warrior's  tomb. 

I  see  thee  shrink. 
Surpassing  Spirit !  —  wert  thou  human  else  ? 
I  see  a  shade  of  doubt  and  horror  fleet 
Across  thy  stainless  features ;  yet  fear  not ; 
This  is  no  unconnected  misery, 
Nor  stands  uncaused  and  irretrievable. 
Man's  evil  nature,  that  apology 
Which  kings  who  rule,  and  cowards  who  crouch, 

set  up 
For  their  unnimibered  crimes,  sheds  not  the  blood 
Which  desolates  the  discord-wasted  land. 
From  kings  and  priests  and  statesmen  war  arose, 
Whose  safety  is  man's  deep  unbettered  woe. 
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Whose  grandeur  his  debasement.     Let  the  axe 
Strike  at  the  root,  the  poison-tree  will  fall ; 
And  where  its  venomed  exhalations  spread 
Ruin,  and  death,  and  woe,  where  millions  lay 
Quenching  the  serpent's  famine,  and  their  bones 
Bleaching  unburied  in  the  putrid  blast, 
A  garden  shall  arise,  in  loveliness 
Surpassing  fabled  Eden. 

Hath  Nature's  soul,  — 
That  formed  this  world  so  beautiful,  that  spread 
Earth's  lap  with  plenty,  and  life's  smallest  chord 
Strung  to  unchanging  unison,  that  gave 
The  happy  birds  their  dwelling  in  the  grove, 
That  yielded  to  the  wanderers  of  the  deep 
The  lovely  silence  of  the  unf  athomed  main. 
And  filled  the  meanest  worm  that  crawls  in  dust 
With  spirit,  thought  and  love,  —  on  Man  alone. 
Partial  in  causeless  malice,  wantonly 
Heaped  ruin,  vice,  and  slavery ;  his  soul 
Blasted  with  withering  curses ;  placed  afar 
The  meteor-happiness,  that  shuns  his  grasp, 
But  serving  on  the  frightful  gulf  to  glare 
Rent  wide  beneath  his  footsteps  ? 

Nature !  —  no ! 
Kings,  priests   and   statesmen   blast  the  human 

flower 
Even  in  its  tender  bud ;  their  influence  darts 
Like  subtle  poison  through  the  bloodless  veins 
Of  desolate  society.     The  child, 
Ere  he  can  lisp  his  mother's  sacred  name. 
Swells  with  the  unnatural  pride  of  crime,  and  lifts 
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His  baby-sword  even  in  a  hero's  mood. 

This  infant  arm  becomes  the  bloodiest  scourge 

Of  devastated  earth  ;  whilst  specious  names, 

Learnt  in  soft  childhood's  unsuspecting  hour, 

Serve  as  the  sophisms  with  which  manhood  dims 

Bright  reason's  ray  and  sanctifies  the  sword 

Upraised  to  shed  a  brother's  innocent  blood. 

Let  priest-led  slaves  cease  to  proclaim  that  man 

Liherits  vice  and  misery,  when  force 

And  falsehood  hang  even  o'er  the  cradled  babe, 

Stifling  with  rudest  grasp  aU  natural  good. 

"  Ah  I  to  the  stranger-soul,  when  first  it  peeps 
From  its  new  tenement  and  looks  abroad 
For  happiness  and  sympathy,  how  stem 
And  desolate  a  tract  is  this  wide  world ! 
How  withered  all  the  buds  of  natural  good ! 
No  shade,  no  shelter  from  the  sweeping  storms 
Of  pitiless  power !     On  its  wretched  frame. 
Poisoned,  perchance,  by  the  disease  and  woe 
Heaped  on  the  wretched  parent  whence  it  sprung 
By  morals,  law  and  custom,  the  pure  winds 
Of  heaven,  that  renovate  the  insect  tribes. 
May  breathe  not.     The  untainting  light  of  day 
May  visit  not  its  longings.     It  is  bound 
Ere  it  has  life  ;  yea,  aU  the  chains  are  forged 
Long  ere  its  being ;  aU  liberty  and  love 
And  peace  is  torn  from  its  def encelessness  ; 
Cursed  from  its  birth,  even  from  its  cradle  doomed 
To  abjectness  and  bondage ! 

"  Throughout  this  varied  and  eternal  world 
Soul  is  the  only  element,  the  block 

115  sanctify,  Kossetti  conj. 
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That  for  uncounted  ages  has  remained. 

The  moveless  pillar  of  a  mountain's  weight 

Is  active  Uving  spirit.     Every  grain 

Is  sentient  both  in  unity  and  part, 

And  the  minutest  atom  comprehends 

A  world  of  loves  and  hatreds  ;  these  beget 

Evil  and  good  ;  hence  truth  and  falsehood  spring ; 

Hence  wiU  and  thought  and  action,  all  the  germs 

Of  pain  or  pleasure,  sympathy  or  hate, 

That  variegate  the  eternal  universe. 

Soul  is  not  more  polluted  than  the  beams 

Of  heaven's  pure  orb  ere  round  their  rapid  lines 

The  taint  of  earth-bom  atmospheres  arise. 

"  Man  is  of  soul  and  body,  formed  for  deeds 

Of  high  resolve  ;  on  fancy's  boldest  wing 

To  soar  unwearied,  fearlessly  to  turn 

The  keenest  pangs  to  peacefulness,  and  taste 

The  joys  which  mingled  sense  and  spirit  yield ; 

Or  he  is  formed  for  abjectness  and  woe. 

To  grovel  on  the  dunghill  of  his  fears. 

To  shrink  at  every  sound,  to  quench  the  flame 

Of  natural  love  in  sensualism,  to  know 

That  hour  as  blest  when  on  his  worthless  days 

The  frozen  hand  of  death  shall  set  its  seal. 

Yet  fear  the  cure,  though  hating  the  disease. 

The  one  is  man  that  shall  hereafter  be ; 

The  other,  man  as  vice  has  made  him  now. 

"  War  is  the  statesman's  game,  the  priest's  delight, 
The  lawyer's  jest,  the  hired  assassin's  trade, 
And    to     those    royal    murderers    whose    mean 
thrones 
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Are  bought  by  crimes  of  treachery  and  gore, 

The  bread  they  eat,  the  staff  on  which  they  lean. 

Griards,  garbed  in  blood-red  livery,  surround 

Their  palaces,  participate  the  crimes 

That  force  defends  and  from  a  nation's  rage 

Secures  the  crown,  which  all  the  curses  reach 

That  famine,  frenzy,  woe  and  penury  breathe. 

These  are  the  hired  bravos  who  defend 

The  tyrant's  throne  —  the  bullies  of  his  fear ; 

These  are  the  sinks  and  channels  of  worst  vice, 

The  refuse  of  society,  the  dregs 

Of  all  that  is  most  vile ;  their  cold  hearts  blend 

Deceit  with  sternness,  ignorance  with  pride, 

AU  that  is  mean  and  villainous  with  rage 

Which  hopelessness  of  good  and  self-contempt 

Alone  might  kindle  ;  they  are  decked  in  wealth. 

Honor  and  power,  then  are  sent  abroad 

To  do  their  work.     The  pestilence  that  stalks 

In  gloomy  triumph  through  some  eastern  land 

Is  less  destroying.     They  cajole  with  gold 

And  promises  of  fame  the  thoughtless  youth 

Already  crushed  with  servitude ;  he  knows 

His  wretchedness  too  late,  and  cherishes 

Repentance  for  his  ruin,  when  his  doom 

Is  sealed  in  gold  and  blood ! 

Those  too  the  tyrant  serve,  who,  skilled  to  snare 

The  feet  of  justice  in  the  toils  of  law. 

Stand  ready  to  oppress  the  weaker  still. 

And  right  or  wrong  will  vindicate  for  gold. 

Sneering  at  public  virtue,  which  beneath 

Their  pitiless  tread  lies  torn  and  trampled  where 

Honor  sits  smiling  at  the  sale  of  truth. 

176  Secure,  Mrs.  SheUey,  18391. 
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"  Then  grave  and  hoary-headed  hypocrites, 
Without  a  hope,  a  passion  or  a  love, 
Who  through  a  life  of  luxury  and  lies 
Have  crept  by  flattery  to  the  seats  of  power, 
Support  the  system  whence  their  honors  flow. 
They  have  three  words  —  well  tyrants  know  their 

use, 
Well  pay  them  for  the  loan  with  usury 
Tom  from  a  bleeding  world !  —  God,  Hell  and 

Heaven : 
A  vengeful,  pitiless,  and  almighty  fiend, 
Whose  mercy  is  a  nickname  for  the  rage 
Of  tameless  tigers  hungering  for  blood ; 
Hell,  a  red  guK  of  everlasting  fire. 
Where  poisonous  and  undying  worms  prolong 
Eternal  misery  to  those  hapless  slaves 
Whose  life  has  been  a  penance  for  its  crimes ; 
And  Heaven,  a  meed  for  those  who  dare  belie 
Their  human  nature,  quaJ^e,  beHeve  and  cringe 
Before  the  mockeries  of  earthly  power. 

"  These  tools  the  tyrant  tempers  to  his  work, 
Wields  in  his  wrath,  and  as  he  wills  destroys, 
Omnipotent  in  wickedness ;  the  whUe 
Youth  springs,  age  moulders,  manhood  tamely  does 
His  bidding,  bribed  by  short-lived  joys  to  lend 
Force  to  the  weakness  of  his  trembling  arm. 
They  rise,  they  fall ;  one  generation  comes 
Yielding  its  harvest  to  destruction's  scythe. 
It  fades,  another  blossoms ;  yet  behold  I 
Red  glows  the  tyrant's  stamp-mark  on  its  bloom, 
Withering  and  cankering  deep  its  passive  prime. 
He  has  invented  lying  words  and  modes. 
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Empty  and  vain  as  his  own  coreless  heart ; 
Evasive  meanings,  nothings  of  much  sound, 
To  lure  the  heedless  victim  to  the  toils 
Spread  round  the  valley  of  its  paradise. 

"  Look  to  thyself,  priest,  conqueror  or  prince  I 
Whether  thy  trade  is  falsehood,  and  thy  lusts 
Deep  wallow  in  the  earnings  of  the  poor. 
With  whom  thy  master  was ;  or  thou  delight'st 
In  numbering  o'er  the  myriads  of  thy  slain. 
All  ^^  w^igktag  no£g  in  a.  Lb  ^ 
Agamst  thy  short-lived  fame ;  or  thou  dost  load 
With  cowardice  and  crime  the  groaning  land, 
A  pomp-fed  king.     Look  to  thy  wretched  self ! 
Ay,  art  thou  not  the  veriest  slave  that  e'er 
Crawled  on  the  loathing  earth  ?     Are  not  thy  days 
Days  of  unsatisfying  listlessness  ? 
Dost  thou  not  cry,  ere  night's  long  rack  is  o'er, 
*  When  wUl  the  morning  come  ? '    Is  not  thy  youth 
A  vain  and  feverish  dream  of  sensualism  ? 
Thy  manhood  blighted  with  unripe  disease  ? 
Are  not  thy  views  of  unregretted  death 
Drear,  comfortless  and  horrible  ?     Thy  mind. 
Is  it  not  morbid  as  thy  nerveless  frame. 
Incapable  of  judgment,  hope  or  love  ? 
And  dost  thou  wish  the  errors  to  survive. 
That  bar  thee  from  all  sympathies  of  good. 
After  the  miserable  interest 
Thou   hold'st   in   their  protraction?     When   the 

grave 
Has  swallowed  up  thy  memory  and  thyself. 
Dost  thou  desire  the  bane  that  poisons  earth 
To  twine  its  roots  aroimd  thy  coffined  clay, 
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Spring  from  thy  bones,  and  blossom  on  thy  tomb, 
That  of  its  fruit  thy  babes  may  eat  and  die  ? 


"  Thus  do  the  generations  of  the  earth 
Go  to  the  grave  and  issue  from  the  womb, 
Surviving  still  the  imperishable  change 
That  renovates  the  world ;  even  as  the  leaves 
Which  the  keen  frost-wind  of  the  waning  year 
Has  scattered  on  the  forest-soil  and  heaped 
For  many  seasons  there  —  though  long  they  choke, 
Loading  with  loathsome  rottenness  the  land. 
All  germs  of  promise,  yet  when  the  tall  trees 
From  which  they  fell,  shorn  of  their  lovely  shapes. 
Lie  level  with  the  earth  to  moulder  there. 
They  fertilize  the  land  they  long  deformed ; 
TiU  from  the  breathing  lawn  a  forest  springs 
Of  youth,  integrity  and  loveliness. 
Like  that  which  gave  it  life,  to  spring  and  die. 
Thus  suicidal  selfishness,  that  blights 
The  fairest  feelings  of  the  opening  heart. 
Is  destined  to  decay,  whilst  from  the  soil 
Shall  spring  all  virtue,  all  delight,  all  love. 
And  judgment  cease  to  wage  unnatural  war 
With  passion's  unsubduable  array. 
Twin-sister  of  Keligion,  Selfishness  I 
Eival  in  crime  and  falsehood,  aping  all 
The  wanton  horrors  of  her  bloody  play  ; 
Yet  frozen,  unimpassioned,  spiritless. 
Shunning  the  light,  and  owning  not  its  name. 
Compelled  by  its  deformity  to  screen 
With  flimsy  veil  of  justice  and  of  right 

^promise,  yety  Rossetti.  II  promise.   Tet,  Shelley,  1813. 
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Its  unattractive  lineaments  that  scare 
AU  save  the  brood  of  ignorance  ;  at  once 
The  cause  and  the  effect  of  tyranny ; 
Unblushing,  hardened,  sensual  and  vile  ; 
Dead  to  all  love  but  of  its  abjectness  ; 
With  heart  impassive  by  more  noble  powers 
Than  unshared  pleasure,  sordid  gain,  or  fame  ; 
Despising  its  own  miserable  being, 
Which  still  it  longs,  yet  fears,  to  disenthrall. 

**  Hence  commerce  springs,  the  venal  interchange 
Of  aU  that  human  art  or  Nature  yield ; 
Which  wealth  should  purchase  not,  but  want  de- 
mand, 
And  natural  kindness  hasten  to  supply 
From  the  full  fountain  of  its  boundless  love, 
Forever  stifled,  drained  and  tainted  now. 
Commerce  I  beneath  whose  poison-breathing  shade 
No  solitary  virtue  dares  to  spring. 
But  poverty  and  wealth  with  equal  baud 
Scatter  their  withering  curses,  and  unfold 
The  doors  of  premature  and  violent  death 
To  pining  famine  and  full-fed  disease. 
To  all  that  shares  the  lot  of  human  life, 
Which,  poisoned  body  and  soul,  scarce  drags  the 

chain 
That  lengthens  as  it  goes  and  clanks  behind. 

"  Commerce  has  set  the  mark  of  selfishness. 
The  signet  of  its  aU-enslaving  power, 
Upon  a  shining  ore,  and  called  it  gold ; 
Before  whose  image  bow  the  vulgar  great, 
The  vainly  rich,  the  miserable  proud. 


42  QUEEN  MAB  [V. 68-86 

The  mob  of  peasants,  nobles,  priests  and  kings. 
And  with  blind  feelings  reverence  the  power 
That  grinds  them  to  the  dust  of  misery. 
But  in  the  temple  of  their  hireling  hearts 
Gold  is  a  living  god  and  rules  in  scom 
All  earthly  things  but  virtue. 

"  Since  tyrants  by  the  sale  of  human  life 
Heap  luxuries  to  their  sensualism,  and  fame 
To  their  wide-wasting  and  insatiate  pride. 
Success  has  sanctioned  to  a  credulous  world 
The  ruin,  the  disgrace,  the  woe  of  war. 
His  hosts  of  blind  and  unresisting  dupes 
The  despot  numbers  ;  from  his  cabinet 
These  puppets  of  his  schemes  he  moves  at  will, 
Even  as  the  slaves  by  force  or  famine  driven, 
Beneath  a  vulgar  master,  to  perform 
A  task  of  cold  and  brutal  drudgery ;  — *- 
Hardened  to  hope,  insensible  to  fear. 
Scarce  living  pulleys  of  a  dead  machine. 
Mere  wheels  of  work  and  articles  of  trade, 
That  grace  the  proud  and  noisy  pomp  of  wealth  I 

"  The  harmony  and  happiness  of  man 

Yields  to  the  wealth  of  nations  ;  that  which  lifts 

His  nature  to  the  heaven  of  its  pride. 

Is  bartered  for  the  poison  of  his  soul ; 

The  weight   that    drags   to  earth    his    towering 

hopes. 
Blighting  all  prospect  but  of  selfish  gain. 
Withering  all  passion  but  of  slavish  fear. 
Extinguishing  all  free  and  generous  love 

80  Yidd,  Mrs.  SheUey,  18391, 


v.CT-117]  QUEEN  MAB  43 

Of  enterprise  and  daring,  even  the  puke 
That  fancy  kindles  in  the  beating  heart 
To  mingle  with  sensation,  it  destroys,  — 
Leaves  nothing  but  the  sordid  lust  of  self , 
The  grovelling  hope  of  interest  and  gold, 
Unqualified,  unmingled,  unredeemed 
Even  by  hypocrisy. 

And  statesmen  boast 
Of  wealth !     The  wordy  eloquence  that  lives 
After  the  ruin  of  their  hearts,  can  gild 
The  bitter  poison  of  a  nation's  woe ; 
Can  turn  the  worship  of  the  servile  mob 
To  their  corrupt  and  glaring  idol,  fame. 
From  virtue,  trampled  by  its  iron  tread,  — 
Although  its  dazzling  pedestal  be  raised 
Amid  the  horrors  of  a  limb-strewn  field. 
With  desolated  dwellings  smoking  round. 
The  man  of  ease,  who,  by  his  warm  fireside, 
To  deeds  of  charitable  intercourse 
And  bare  fulfilment  of  the  common  laws 
Of  decency  and  prejudice  confines 
The  struggling  nature  of  his  human  heart, 
Is  duped  by  their  cold  sophistry ;  he  sheds 
A  passing  tear  perchance  upon  the  wreck 
Of  earthly  peace,  when  near  his  dwelling's  door 
The  frightful  waves  are  driven,  —  when  his  son 
Is  murdered  by  the  tyrant,  or  religion 
Drives  his  wife  raving  mad.     But  the  poor  man 
Whose  life  is  misery,  and  fear  and  care ; 
Whom  the  morn  wakens  but  to  fruitless  toil ; 
Who  ever  hears  his  famished  offspring's  scream  ; 
Whom  their  pale  mother's  uncomplaining  gaze 
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Forever  meets,  and  the  proud  rich  man's  eye 
Flashing  command,  and  the  heart-breaking  scene 
Of  thousands  like  himself ;  —  he  little  heeds 
The  rhetoric  of  tyranny ;  his  hate 
Is  quenchless  as  his  wrongs ;  he  laughs  to  scorn 
The  vain  and  bitter  mockery  of  words, 
Feeling  the  horror  of  the  tyrant's  deeds, 
And  unrestrained  but  by  the  arm  of  power, 
That  knows  and  dreads  his  enmity. 

"  The  iron  rod  of  penury  still  compels 

Her  wretched  slave  to  bow  the  knee  to  wealth, 

And  poison,  with  unprofitable  toil, 

A  life  too  void  of  solace  to  confirm 

The  very  chains  that  bind  him  to  his  doom. 

Nature,  impartial  in  munificence. 

Has  gifted  man  with  all-subduing  will. 

Matter,  with  all  its  transitory  shapes. 

Lies  subjected  and  plastic  at  his  feet. 

That,  weak  from  bondage,  tremble  as  they  tread. 

How  many  a  rustic  Milton  has  passed  by. 

Stifling  the  speechless  longings  of  his  heart. 

In  unremitting  drudgery  and  care ! 

How  many  a  vulgar  Cato  has  compelled 

His  energies,  no  longer  tameless  then. 

To  mould  a  pin  or  fabricate  a  nail ! 

How  many  a  Newton,  to  whose  passive  ken 

Those  mighty  spheres  that  gem  infinity 

Were  only  specks  of  tinsel  fixed  in  heaven 

To  light  the  midnights  of  his  native  town ! 

"  Yet  every  heart  contains  perfection's  germ. 
The  wisest  of  the  sages  of  the  earth« 


V.  149-178]  QUEEN  MAB  46 

That  ever  from  the  stores  of  reason  drew 
Science  and  truth,  and  virtue's  dreadless  tone, 
Were  but  a  weak  and  inexperienced  boy, 
Proud,  sensual,  unimpassioned,  unimbued 
With  pure  desire  and  universal  love, 
Compared  to  that  high  being,  of  cloudless  brain. 
Untainted  passion,  elevated  will. 
Which  death  (who  even  would  linger  long  in  awe 
Within  his  noble  presence  and  beneath 
His  changeless  eye-beam)  might  alone  subdue. 
Him,  every  slave  now  dragging  through  the  filth 
Of  some  corrupted  city  his  sad  life. 
Pining  with  famine,  swoln  with  luxury. 
Blunting  the  keenness  of  his  spiritual  sense 
With  narrow  schemings  and  unworthy  cares. 
Or  madly  rushing  through  all  violent  crime 
To  move  the  deep  stagnation  of  his  soul,  — 
Might  imitate  and  equal. 

But  mean  lust 
Has  bound  its  chains  so  tight  about  the  earth 
That  all  within  it  but  the  virtuous  man 
Is  venal ;  gold  or  fame  will  surely  reach 
The  price  prefixed  by  Selfishness  to  all 
But  him  of  resolute  and  unchanging  will ; 
Whom  nor  the  plaudits  of  a  servile  crowd, 
Nor  the  vile  joys  of  tainting  luxury, 
Can  bribe  to  yield  his  elevated  soul 
To  Tyranny  or  Falsehood,  though  they  wield 
With  blood-red  hand  the  sceptre  of  the  world. 

"  All  things  are  sold :  the  very  light  of  heaven 
Is  venal ;  earth's  unsparing  gifts  of  love. 
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The  smallest  and  most  despicable  things 

That  lurk  in  the  abysses  of  the  deep, 

All  objects  of  our  life,  even  life  itself, 

And  the  poor  pittance  which  the  laws  allow 

Of  liberty,  the  fellowship  of  man, 

Those  duties  which  his  heart  of  human  love 

Should  urge  him  to  perform  instinctively. 

Are  bought  and  sold  as  in  a  public  mart 

Of  undisguising  Selfishness,  that  sets 

On  each  its  price,  the  stamp-mark  of  her  reign. 

Even  love  is  sold  ;  the  solace  of  all  woe 

Is  turned  to  deadliest  agony,  old  age 

Shivers  in  selfish  beauty's  loathing  arms. 

And  youth's  corrupted  impulses  prepare 

A  life  of  horror  from  the  blighting  bane 

Of  commerce ;  whilst  the  pestilence  that  springs 

From  unenjoying  sensuaUsm,  has  fiUed 

All  human  life  with  hydra-headed  woes. 

"  Falsehood  demands  but  gold  to  pay  the  pangs 

Of  outraged  conscience  ;  for  the  slavish  priest 

Sets  no  great  value  on  his  hireling  faith  ; 

A  little  passing  pomp,  some  servile  souls. 

Whom  cowardice  itself  might  safely  chain 

Or  the  spare  mite  of  avarice  could  bribe 

To  deck  the  triumph  of  their  languid  zeal, 

Can  make  him  minister  to  tyranny. 

More  daring  crime  requires  a  loftier  meed. 

Without  a  shudder  the  slave-soldier  lends 

His  arm  to  murderous  deeds,  and  steels  his  heart, 

When  the  dread  eloquence  of  dying  men. 

Low  mingling  on  the  lonely  field  of  fame. 

Assails  that  nature  whose  applause  he  sells 

For  the  gross  blessings  of  the  patriot  mob. 
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For  the  vile  gratitude  of  heartless  kings, 
And  for  a  cold  world's  good  word,  —  viler  still  1 

There  is  a  nobler  glory  which  survives 
Until  our  being  fades,  and,  solacing 
All  human  care,  accompanies  its  change ; 
Deserts  not  virtue  in  the  dungeon's  gloom, 
And  in  the  precincts  of  the  palace  guides 
Its  footsteps  through  that  labyrinth  of  crime ; 
Imbues  his  lineaments  with  dauntlessness, 
Even  when  fitom  power's  avenging  hand  he  takes 
Its  sweetest,  last  and  noblest  title  —  death ; 
—  The  consciousness  of  good,  which  neither  gold, 
Nor  sordid  fame,  nor  hope  of  heavenly  bliss, 
Can  purchase ;  but  a  life  of  resolute  good, 
Unalterable  will,  quenchless  desire 
Of  universal  happiness,  the  heart 
That  beats  with  it  in  unison,  the  brain 
Whose  ever-wakeful  wisdom  toils  to  change 
Reason's  rich  stores  for  its  eternal  weal. 

"  This  commerce  of  sincerest  virtue  needs 
No  meditative  signs  of  selfishness. 
No  jealous  intercourse  of  wretched  gain. 
No  balancings  of  prudence,  cold  and  long ; 
In  just  and  equal  measure  all  is  weighed, 
One  scale  contains  the  sum  of  human  weal, 
And  one,  the  good  man's  heart. 

How  vainly  seek 
The  selfish  for  that  happiness  denied 
To  aught  but  virtue !     Blind  and  hardened,  they, 
Who  hope  for  peace  amid  the  storms  of  care, 
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Who  covet  power  they  know  not  how  to  use, 
And  sigh  for  pleasure  they  refuse  to  give,  — 
Madly  they  frustrate  stiU  their  own  designs  ; 
And,  where  they  hope  that  quiet  to  enjoy 
Which  virtue  pictures,  bitterness  of  soul, 
Pining  regrets,  and  vain  repentances. 
Disease,  disgust  and  lassitude  pervade 
Their  valueless  and  miserable  lives. 

"  But  hoary-headed  selfishness  has  felt 

Its  death-blow  and  is  tottering  to  the  grave ; 

A  brighter  mom  awaits  the  human  day. 

When  every  transfer  of  earth's  natural  gifts 

Shall  be  a  commerce  of  good  words  and  works  ; 

When  poverty  and  wealth,  the  thirst  of  fame. 

The  fear  of  infamy,  disease  and  woe. 

War  with  its  million  horrors,  and  fierce  hell. 

Shall  live  but  in  the  memory  of  time, 

Who,  like  a  penitent  libertine,  shall  start. 

Look  back,  and  shudder  at  his  younger  years." 


VI 

All  touch,  all  eye,  all  ear. 
The  Spirit  felt  the  Fairy's  burning  speech. 

O'er  the  thin  texture  of  its  frame 
The  varying  periods  painted  changmg  glows, 

As  on  a  summer  even, 
When  soul-enfolding  music  floats  around. 
The  stainless  mirror  of  the  lake 
Be-images  the  eastern  gloom. 
Mingling  convulsively  its  purple  hues 
With  sunset's  burnished  gold. 
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Then  thus  the  Spirit  spoke : 
"  It  is  a  wild  and  miserable  world  I 
Thorny,  and  full  of  care, 
Which  every  fiend  can  make  his  prey  at  will ! 
O  Fairy !  in  the  lapse  of  years, 
Is  there  no  hope  in  store  ? 
Will  yon  vast  suns  roll  on 
Interminably,  stiU  illuming 
The  night  of  so  many  wretched  souls, 
And  see  no  hope  for  them  ? 
Will  not  the  universal  Spirit  e'er 
Eevivify  this  withered  limb  of  Heaven  ?  " 

The  Fairy  calmly  smiled 
In  comfort,  and  a  kindling  gleam  of  hope 

Suffused  the  Spirit's  lineaments. 
"  Oh !    rest  thee   tranquil ;    chase  those    fearful 

doubts 
Which  ne'er  could  rack  an  everlasting  soul 
That  sees  the  chains  which  bind  it  to  its  doom. 
Yes  !  crime  and  misery  are  in  yonder  earth, 

Falsehood,  mistake  and  lust ; 

But  the  eternal  world 
Contains  at  once  the  evil  and  the  cure. 
Some  eminent  in  virtue  shall  start  up, 

Even  in  perversest  time  ; 
The  truths  of  their  pure  lips,  that  never  die. 
Shall  bind  the  scorpion  falsehood  with  a  wreath 

Of  ever-living  flame. 
Until  the  monster  sting  itself  to  death. 

"  How  sweet  a  scene  will  earth  become  ! 
Of  purest  spirits  a  pure  dwelling-place. 
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Symplioiiious  with  the  planetary  spheres ; 
When  man,  with  changeless  Nature  coalescing, 
Will  undertake  regeneration's  work, 
When  its  ungenial  poles  no  longer  point 

To  the  red  and  baleful  sun 

That  faintly  twinkles  there  I 

"  Spirit,  on  yonder  earth. 
Falsehood  now  triumphs  ;  deadly  power 
Has  fixed  its  seal  upon  the  lip  of  truth ! 

Madness  and  misery  are  there  ! 
The  happiest  is  most  wretched !     Yet  confide 
Until  pure  health-drops  from  the  cup  of  joy 
Fall  like  a  dew  of  balm  upon  the  world. 
Now,  to  the  scene  I  show,  in  silence  turn. 
And  read  the  blood-stained  charter  of  all  woe. 
Which  Nature  soon  with  recreating  hand 
Will  blot  in  mercy  from  the  book  of  earth. 
How  bold  the  flight  of  passion's  wandering  wing, 
How  swift  the  step  of  reason's  firmer  tread. 
How  cahn  and  sweet  the  victories  of  life. 
How  terrorless  the  triiunph  of  the  grave ! 
How    powerless    were    the    mightiest    monarch's 

arm, 
Vain  his  loud  threat,  and  impotent  his  frown ! 
How  ludicrous  the  priest's  dogmatic  roar ! 
The  weight  of  his  exterminating  curse 
How  light !  and  his  affected  charity, 
To  suit  the  pressure  of  the  changing  times. 
What  palpable  deceit !  — but  for  thy  aid, 
Keligion  1  but  for  thee,  prolific  fiend, 
Who  peoplest  earth  with  demons,  heU  with  men, 
And  heaven  with  slaves  1 
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"  Thou  taintest  all  thou  lookest  upon  I  —  the  stars, 
Which  on  thy  cradle  beamed  so  brightly  sweet, 
Were  gods  to  the  distempered  playfulness 
Of  thy  untutored  infancy ;  the  trees, 
The  grass,  the  clouds,  the  mountains  and  the  sea, 
AU  living  things  that  walk,  swim,  creep  or  fly. 
Were  gods  ;  the  sun  had  homage,  and  the  moon 
Her  worshipper.     Then  thou  becamest,  a  boy, 
More  daring  in  thy  frenzies  ;  every  shape, 
Monstrous  or  vast,  or  beautifully  wild. 
Which  from  sensation's  relics  fancy  culls ; 
The  spirits  of  the  air,  the  shuddering  ghost, 
The  genii  of  the  elements,  the  powers 
That  give  a  shape  to  Nature's  varied  works, 
Had  life  and  place  in  the  corrupt  belief 
Of  thy  blind  heart ;  yet  still  thy  youthful  hands 
Were  pure  of  human  blood.     Then  manhood  gave 
Its  strength  and  ardor  to  thy  frenzied  brain  ; 
Thine  eager  gaze  scanned  the  stupendous  scene. 
Whose   wonders   mocked  the  knowledge  of  thy 

pride ; 
Their  everlasting  and  unchanging  laws 
Reproached  thine  ignorance.    Awhile  thou  stood'st 
Baffled  and  gloomy ;  then  thou  didst  sum  up 
The  elements  of  all  that  thou  didst  know ; 
The  changing  seasons,  winter's  leafless  reign. 
The  budding  of  the  heaven-breathing  trees. 
The  eternal  orbs  that  beautify  the  night, 
The  sunrise,  and  the  setting  of  the  moon, 
Earthquakes  and  wars,  and  poisons  and  disease. 
And  all  their  causes,  to  an  abstract  point 
Converging  thou  didst  bend,  and  called  it  God ! 
The  self-sufficing,  the  omnipotent, 
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The  merciful,  and  the  avenging  God ! 

Who,  prototype  of  human  misrule,  sits 

High  in  heaven's  realm,  upon  a  golden  throne. 

Even  like  an  earthly  king ;  and  whose  dread  work. 

Hell,  gapes  forever  for  the  unhappy  slaves 

Of  fate,  whom  he  created  in  his  sport 

To  triumph  in  their  torments  when  they  fell ! 

Earth  heard  the   name ;  earth  trembled   as   the 

smoke 
Of  his  revenge  ascended  up  to  heaven. 
Blotting  the  constellations ;  and  the  cries 
Of  millions  butchered  in  sweet  confidence 
And  unsuspecting  peace,  even  when  the  bonds 
Of  safely  were  confirmed  by  wordy  oaths 
Sworn  in  his  dreadful  name,  rung  through  the  land ; 
Whilst  innocent  babes  writhed  on  thy  stubborn 

spear. 
And  thou  didst  laugh  to  hear  the  mother's  shriek 
Of  maniac  gladness,  as  the  sacred  steel 
Felt  cold  in  her  torn  entrails ! 

"  Religion !  thou  wert  then  in  manhood's  prime ; 

But  age  crept  on ;  one  God  would  not  suffice 

For  senile  puerility ;  thou  f  ramedst 

A  tale  to  suit  thy  dotage  and  to  glut 

Thy  misery-thirsting  soul,  that  the  mad  fiend 

Thy  wickedness  had  pictured  might  afford 

A  plea  for  sating  the  unnatural  thirst 

For  murder,  rapine,  violence  and  crime, 

That  still  consumed  thy  being,  even  when 

Thou  heard' st  the  step  of  fate ;  that  flames  might 

light 
Thy  funeral  scene ;  and  the  shrill  horrent  shrieks 
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Of  parents  dying  on  the  pile  that  burned 
To  light  their  children  to  thy  paths,  the  roar 
Of  the  encircling  flames,  the  exulting  cries 
Of  thine  apostles  loud  commingling  there, 

Might  sate  tiiine  hungry  ear 

Even  on  the  bed  of  death  1 

"  But  now  contempt  is  mocking  thy  gray  hairs ; 
Thou  art  descending  to  the  darksome  grave, 
Unhonored  and  unpitied  but  by  those 
Whose  pride  is  passing  by  like  thine,  and  sheds, 
Like  thine,  a  glare  that  fades  before  the  sun 
Of  truth,  and  shines  but  in  the  dreadful  night 
That  long  has  lowered  above  the  ruined  world. 

"  Throughout  these  infinite  orbs  of  mingling  light 

Of  which  yon  earth  is  one,  is  wide  diffused 

A  Spirit  of  activity  and  life. 

That  knows  no  term,  cessation  or  decay ; 

That  fades  not  when  the  lamp  of  earthly  life, 

Extinguished  in  the  dampness  of  the  grave. 

Awhile    there    slumbers,    more   than    when    the 

babe 
In  the  dim  newness  of  its  being  feels 
The  impulses  of  sublunary  things. 
And  all  is  wonder  to  unpractised  sense ; 
But,  active,  steadfast  and  eternal,  still 
Guides  the  fierce  whirlwind,  in  the  tempest  roars. 
Cheers  in  the  day,  breathes  in  the  balmy  groves. 
Strengthens  in  health,  and  poisons  in  disease ; 
And  in  the  storm  of  change,  that  ceaselessly 
Bolls  round  the  eternal  imiverse  and  shakes 
Its  undecaying  battlement,  presides. 
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Apportioning  with  irresistible  law 
The  place  each  spring  of  its  machine  shall  fill ; 
So  that,  when  waves  on  waves  tumultuous  heap 
Confusion  to  the  clouds,  and  fiercely  driven 
Heaven's  lightnings   scorch  the  uprooted  ocean- 
fords — 
Whilst,  to  the  eye  of  shipwrecked  mariner, 
Lone  sitting  on  the  bare  and  shuddering  rock, 
All  seems  unlinked  contingency  and  chance  — 
No  atom  of  this  turbulence  fulfils 
A  vague  and  unnecessitated  task 
Or  acts  but  as  it  must  and  ought  to  act. 
Even  the  minutest  molecule  of  light. 
That  in  an  April  sunbeam's  fleeting  glow 
Fulfils  its  destined  though  invisible  work. 
The  universal  Spirit  guides ;  nor  less 
When  merciless  ambition,  or  mad  zeal, 
Has  led  two  hosts  of  dupes  to  battle-field. 
That,  blind,  they  there  may  dig  each  other's  graves 
And  call  the  sad  work  glory,  does  it  rule 
All  passions ;  not  a  thought,  a  will,  an  act, 
No  working  of  the  tyrant's  moody  mind, 
Nor  one  misgiving  of  the  slaves  who  boast 
Their  servitude  to  hide  the  shame  they  feel. 
Nor  the  events  enchaining  every  will. 
That  from  the  depths  of  unrecorded  time 
Have  drawn  all-influencing  virtue,  pass 
Unrecognized  or  unforeseen  by  thee. 
Soul  of  the  Universe  !  eternal  spring 
Of  life  and  death,  of  happiness  and  woe. 
Of  all  that  chequers  the  phantasmal  scene 
That  floats  before  our  eyes  in  wavering  light. 
Which  gleams  but  on  the  darkness  of  our  prison 
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19^hose  cliains  and  massy  walls 
We  feel  but  cannot  see. 


"  Spirit  of  Nature  !  all-sufficing  Power, 
Necessity  I  thou  mother  of  the  world ! 
Unlike  the  God  of  human  error,  thou 
Requirest  no  prayers  or  praises  ;  the  caprice 
Of  man's  weak  will  belongs  no  more  to  thee 
Than  do  the  changeful  passions  of  his  breast 
To  thy  unvarying  harmony ;  the  slave, 
Whose  horrible  lusts  spread  misery  o'er  the  world. 
And  the  good  man,  who  lifts  with  virtuous  pride 
His  being  in  the  sight  of  happiness 
That  springs  from  his  own  works  ;  the  poison-tree. 
Beneath  whose  shade  all  life  is  withered  up. 
And  the  fair  oak,  whose  leafy  dome  affords 
A  temple  where  the  vows  of  happy  love 
Are  registered,  are  equal  in  thy  sight ; 
No  love,  no  hate  thou  cherishest ;  revenge 
And  favoritism,  and  worst  desire  of  fame 
Thou  knowest  not ;  all  that  the  wide  world  con- 
tains 
Are  but  thy  passive  instruments,  and  thou 
Kegard'st  them  all  with  an  impartial  eye, 
Whose  joy  or  pain  thy  nature  cannot  feel. 

Because  thou  hast  not  human  sense. 

Because  thou  art  not  human  mind. 

"  Yes  !  when  the  sweeping  storm  of  time 
Has  sung  its  death-dirge  o*er  the  ruined  fanes 
And  broken  altars  of  the  almighty  fiend. 
Whose  name  usurps  thy  honors,  and  the  blood 
Through  centuries  clotted  there  has  floated  down 
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The  tainted  flood  of  ages,  shalt  thou  live  ^ 
Unchangeable  I     A  shrine  is  raised  to  thee, 

Which  nor  the  tempest  breath  of  time. 

Nor  the  interminable  flood 

Over  earth's  slight  pageant  rolling, 
Availeth  to  destroy,  — 
The  sensitive  extension  of  the  world ; 

That  wondrous  and  eternal  fane, 
Where  pain  and  pleasure,  good  and  evil  join, 
To  do  the  will  of  strong  necessity. 

And  life,  in  multitudinous  shapes. 
Still  pressing  forward  where  no  term  can  be. 

Like  hungry  and  unresting  flame 
Curls  round  the  eternal  columns  of  its  strength." 


vn 

SPIRIT 

"  I  was  an  infant  when  my  mother  went 

To  see  an  atheist  burned.     She  took  me  there. 

The  dark-robed  priests  were  met  around  the  pile ; 

The  multitude  was  gazing  silently  ; 

And  as  the  culprit  passed  with  dauntless  mien. 

Tempered  disdain  in  his  unaltering  eye. 

Mixed  with  a  quiet  smile,  shone  calmly  forth ; 

The  thirsty  fire  crept  round  his  manly  limbs  ; 

His  resolute  eyes  were  scorched  to  blindness  soon  ; 

His  death-pang  rent  my  heart !  the  insensate  mob 

Uttered  a  cry  of  triumph,  and  I  wept. 

'  Weep  not,  child  1 '  cried  my  mother,   '  for  that 

man 
Has  said.  There  is  no  God.'  " 
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FAIRY 

"  There  is  no  God ! 
Nature  confirms  the  faith  his  death-groan  sealed. 
Let  heaven  and  earth,  let  man's  revolving  race, 
His  ceaseless  generations,  tell  their  tale ; 
Let  every  part  depending  on  the  chain 
That  links  it  to  the  whole,  point  to  the  hand 
That  grasps  its  term !     Let  every  seed  that  falls 
In  silent  eloquence  unfold  its  store 
Of  argument ;  infinity  within. 
Infinity  without,  belie  creation  ; 
The  exterminable  spirit  it  contains 
Is  Nature's  only  God  ;  but  human  pride 
Is  skilful  to  invent  most  serious  names 
To  hide  its  ignorance. 

The  name  of  God 
Has  fenced  about  all  crime  with  holiness. 
Himself  the  creature  of  his  worshippers. 
Whose  names  and  attributes  and  passions  change, 
Seeva,  Buddh,  Foh,  Jehovah,  God,  or  Lord, 
Even  with  the  human  dupes  who  build  his  shrines. 
Still  serving  o'er  the  war-polluted  world 
For  desolation's  watchword ;  whether  hosts 
Stain  his  death-blushing  chariot-wheels,  as  on 
Triumphantly  they  roll,  whilst  Brahmins  raise 
A  sacred  hymn  to  mingle  with  the  groans ; 
Or  countless  partners  of  his  power  divide 
His  tyranny  to  weakness  ;  or  the  smoke 
Of  burning  towns,  the  cries  of  female  helplessness, 
Unarmed  old  age,  and  youth,  and  infancy. 
Horribly  massacred,  ascend  to  heaven 
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In  honor  of  liis  name  ;  or,  last  and  worst, 
Earth  groans  beneath  religion's  iron  age, 
And  priests  dare  babble  of  a  God  of  peace. 
Even  whilst   their  hands   are   red  with  guiltless 

blood, 
Murdering  the  while,  uprooting  every  germ 
Of  truth,  exterminating,  spoiling  all, 
Making  the  earth  a  slaughter-house ! 

"  O  Spirit !  through  the  sense 
By  which  thy  inner  nature  was  apprised 

Of  outward  shows,  vague  dreams  have  rolled. 
And  varied  reminiscences  have  waked 

Tablets  that  never  fade ; 
All  things  have  been  imprinted  there. 
The  stars,  the  sea,  the  earth,  the  sky. 
Even  the  unshapeliest  lineaments 
Of  wild  and  fleeting  visions 

Have  left  a  record  there 

To  testify  of  earth. 

"  These  are  my  empire,  for  to  me  is  given 
The  wonders  of  the  human  world  to  keep. 
And  fancy's  thin  creations  to  endow 
With  manner,  being  and  reality  ; 
Therefore  a  wondrous  phantom  from  the  dreams 
Of  human  error's  dense  and  purblind  faith 
I  will  evoke,  to  meet  thy  questioning. 
Ahasuerus,  rise ! " 


A  strange  and  woe-worn  wight 
Arose  beside  the  battlement. 
And  stood  unmoving  there. 


vnn-W]  QUEEN  MAB  59 

His  inessential  figure  cast  no  shade 

Upon  the  golden  floor ; 
His  port  and  mien  bore  mark  of  many  years, 
And  chronicles  of  untold  ancientness 
Were  legible  within  his  beamless  eye  ; 

Yet  his  cheek  bore  the  mark  of  youth ; 
Freshness  and  vigor  knit  his  manly  frame  ; 
The  wisdom  of  old  age  was  mingled  there 
With  youth's  primeval  dauntlessness ; 

And  inexpressible  woe, 
Chastened  by  fearless  resignation,  gave 
An  awful  grace  to  his  all-speaking  brow, 

SPIRIT 

"  Is  there  a  God  ?  " 

AHASUERUS 

"  Is  there  a  God !  —  ay,  an  almighty  God, 
And  vengeful  as  almighty !     Once  his  voice 
Was  heard  on  earth ;  earth  shuddered  at  the  sound ; 
The  fiery-visaged  firmament  expressed 
Abhorrence,  and  the  grave  of  Nature  yawned 
To  swallow  all  the  daimtless  and  the  good 
That  dared  to  hurl  defiance  at  his  throne. 
Girt  as  it  was  with  power.     None  but  slaves 
Survived,  —  cold-blooded  slaves,  who  did  the  work 
Of  tyrannous  omnipotence ;  whose  souls 
No  honest  indignation  ever  urged 
To  elevated  daring,  to  one  deed 
Which  gross  and  sensual  self  did  not  pollute. 
These   slaves   built  temples   for   the    omnipotent 

fiend. 
Gorgeous  and  vast ;  the  costly  altars  smoked 
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With  human  blood,  and  hideous  paBans  rung 
Through  all  the  long-drawn  aisles.     A  murderer 

heard 
His  voice  in  Egypt,  one  whose  gifts  and  arts 
Had  raised  him  to  his  eminence  in  power, 
Accomplice  of  omnipotence  in  crime 
And  confidant  of  the  all-knowing  one. 
These  were  Jehovah's  words. 

*  From  an  eternity  of  idleness 
I,  God,  awoke ;  in  seven  days'  toil  made  earth 
From  nothing  ;  rested,  and  created  man ; 
I  placed  him  in  a  paradise,  and  there 
Planted  the  tree  of  evil,  so  that  he 
Might  eat  and  perish,  and  my  soul  procure 
Wherewith  to  sate  its  malice  and  to  turn, 
Even  like  a  heartless  conqueror  of  the  earth. 
All  misery  to  my  fame.     The  race  of  men, 
Chosen  to  my  honor,  with  impunity 
May  sate  the  lusts  I  planted  in  their  heart. 
Here  I  command  thee  hence  to  lead  them  on. 
Until  with  hardened  feet  their  conquering  troops 
Wade  on  the  promised  soil  through  woman's  blood, 
And  make  my  name  be  dreaded  through  the  land. 
Yet  ever-burning  flame  and  ceaseless  woe 
Shall  be  the  doom  of  their  eternal  souls, 
With  every  soul  on  this  imgrateful  earth. 
Virtuous  or  vicious,  weak  or  strong,  —  even  all 
Shall  perish,  to  fulfil  the  blind  revenge 
(Which  you,  to  men,  call  justice)  of  their  God.' 

The  murderer's  brow 
Quivered  with  horror. 
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'  God  omnipotent, 
Is  there  no  mercy?  must  our  punishment 
Be  endless  ?  will  long  ages  roll  away, 
And  see  no  term  ?     Oh !  wherefore  hast  thou  made 
In  mockery  and  wrath  this  evil  earth  ? 
Mercy  becomes  the  powerful  — be  but  just  I 

0  God !  repent  and  save  I ' 

'  One  way  remains : 

1  will  beget  a  son  and  he  shall  bear 
The  sins  of  all  the  world  ;  he  shall  arise 
In  an  unnoticed  comer  of  the  earth. 

And  there  shall  die  upon  a  cross,  and  purge 

The  universal  crime ;  so  that  the  few 

On  whom    my  grace    descends,   those   who    are 

marked 
As  vessels  to  the  honor  of  their  God, 
May  credit  this  strange  sacrifice  and  save 
Their  souls  alive.     Millions  shall  live  and  die. 
Who  ne'er  shall  call  upon  their  Saviour's  name, 
But,  unredeemed,  go  to  the  gaping  grave. 
Thousands  shall  deem  it  an  old  woman's  tale. 
Such  as  the  nurses  frighten  babes  withal ; 
These  in  a  gulf  of  anguish  and  of  flame 
Shall  curse  their  reprobation  endlessly. 
Yet  tenfold  pangs  shall  force  them  to  avow. 
Even  on  their  beds  of  torment  where  they  howl. 
My  honor  and  the  justice  of  their  doom. 
What  then  avail  their  virtuous  deeds,  their  thoughts 
Of  purity,  with  radiant  genius  bright 
Or  lit  with  human  reason's  earthly  ray  ? 
Many  are  called,  but  few  will  I  elect. 
Do  thou  my  bidding,  Moses ! ' 
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Even  the  murderer's  cheek 
Was  blanched  with  horror,  and  his  quivering  Kps 
Scarce  faintly  uttered — '  O  almighty  one, 
I  tremble  and  obey ! ' 

"  O  Spirit !  centuries  have  set  their  seal 

On  this  heart  of  many  woimds,  and  loaded  brain, 

Since  the  Incarnate  came  ;  humbly  he  came. 

Veiling  his  horrible  Godhead  in  the  shape 

Of  man,  scorned  by  the  world,  his  name  unhealed 

Save  by  the  rabble  of  his  native  town. 

Even  as  a  parish  demagogue.     He  led 

The  crowd;   he  taught  them  justice,  truth  and 

peace, 
In  semblance ;  but  he  lit  within  their  souls 
The  quenchless  flames  of  zeal,  and  blessed  the 

sword 
He  brought  on  earth  to  satiate  with  the  blood 
Of  truth  and  freedom  his  malignant  soul. 
At  length  his  mortal  frame  was  led  to  death. 
I  stood  beside  him ;  on  the  torturmg  cross 
No  pain  assailed  his  unterrestrial  sense  ; 
And  yet  he  groaned.     Indignantly  I  summed 
The  massacres  and  miseries  which  his  name 
Had  sanctioned  in  my  country,  and  I  cried, 
'  Go !  go ! '  in  mockery. 
A  smile  of  godlike  malice  reillumined 
His  fading  lineaments.     '  I  go,'  he  cried, 
'  But  thou  shalt  wander  o'er  the  unquiet  earth 
Eternally.'     The  dampness  of  the  grave 
Bathed  my  imperishable  front.     I  fell, 
And  long  lay  tranced  upon  the  charmed  soil. 
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When  I  awoke  hell  burned  within  my  brain 
Which  staggered  on  its  seat ;  for  all  around 
The  mouldering  relics  of  my  kindred  lay, 
Even  as  the  Almighty's  ire  arrested  them, 
And  in  their  various  attitudes  of  death 
My  murdered  children's  mute  and  eyeless  skulls 
Glared  ghastily  upon  me. 

But  my  soul, 
From  sight  and  sense  of  the  polluting  woe 
Of  tyranny,  had  long  learned  to  prefer 
Hell's  freedom  to  the  servitude  of  heaven. 
Therefore  I  rose,  and  daimtlessly  began 
My  lonely  and  unending  pUgrimage, 
Resolved  to  wage  unweariable  war 
With  my  almighty  tyrant  and  to  hurl 
Defiance  at  his  impotence  to  harm 
Beyond  the  curse  I  bore.     The  very  hand. 
That  barred  my  passage  to  the  peaceful  grave, 
Has  crushed  the  earth  to  misery,  and  given 
Its  empire  to  the  chosen  of  his  slaves. 
These  I  have  seen,  even  from  the  earliest  dawn 
Of  weak,  unstable  and  precarious  power. 
Then  preaching  peace,  as  now  they  practise  war ; 
So,  when  they  turned  but  from  the  massacre 
Of  unoffending  infidels  to  quench 
Their  thii*st  for  ruin  in  the  very  blood 
That  flowed  in  their  own  veins,  and  pitiless  zeal 
Froze  every  human  feeling  as  the  wife 
Sheathed  in  her  husband's  heart  the  sacred  steel. 
Even  whilst  its  hopes  were  dreaming  of  her  love ; 
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And  friends  to  friends,  brothers  to  brothers  stood 
Opposed  in  bloodiest  battle-field,  and  war. 
Scarce  satiable  by  fate's  last  death-draught,  ws^ed. 
Drunk   from   the  wine-press  of   the  Almighly's 

wrath ; 
Whilst  the  red  cross,  in  mockery  of  peace, 
Pointed  to  victory !     When  the  fray  was  done, 
No  remnant  of  the  exterminated  faith 
Survived  to  tell  its  ruin,  but  the  flesh. 
With  putrid  smoke  poisoning  the  atmosphere. 
That  rotted  on  the  half-extinguished  pile. 

"  Yes !     I  have  seen  God's  worshippers  unsheathe 

The  sword  of  his  revenge,  when  grace  descended. 

Confirming  all  unnatuiul  impulses. 

To  sanctify  their  desolating  deeds  ; 

And  frantic  priests  waved  the  ill-omened  cross 

O'er  the  unhappy  earth  ;  then  shone  the  sun 

On  showers  of  gore  from  the  upflashing  steel 

Of  safe  assassination,  and  all  crime 

Made  stingless  by  the  spirits  of  the  Lord, 

And  blood-red  rainbows  canopied  the  land. 

"  Spirit !  no  year  of  my  eventful  being 
Has  passed  imstained  by  crime  and  misery, 
Which  flows  from  God's  own  faith.     I've  marked 

his  slaves 
With  tongues,  whose  lies  are  venomous,  beguile 
The  insensate  mob,  and,  whilst  one  hand  was  red 
With  murder,  feign  to  stretch  the  other  out 
For  brotherhood  and  peace  ;  and  that  they  now 
Babble  of  love  and  mercy,  whilst  their  deeds 
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Are  marked  with  all  the  narrowness  and  crime 

That  freedom's  yoimg  arm  dare  not  yet  chastise, 

Reason  may  claim  our  gratitude,  who  now. 

Establishing  the  imperishable  throne 

Of  truth  and  stubborn  virtue,  maketh  vain 

The  unprevailing  malice  of  my  foe. 

Whose  bootless  rage  heaps  torments  for  the  brave. 

Adds  impotent  eternities  to  pain. 

Whilst  keenest  disappointment  racks  his  breast 

To  see  the  smiles  of  peace  around  them  play, 

To  frustrate  or  to  sanctify  their  doom. 

"Thus  have  I  stood,  —  through  a  wild  waste  of 

years 
Struggling  with  whirlwinds  of  mad  agony, 
Yet  peaceful,  and  serene,  and  self-enshrined, 
Mocking  my  powerless  tyrant's  horrible  curse 
With  stubborn  and  imalterable  will, 
Even  as  a  giant  oak,  which  heaven's  fierce  flame 
Had  scathed  in  the  wilderness,  to  stand 
A  monument  of  fadeless  ruin  there  ; 
Yet  peacefully  and  movelessly  it  braves 
The  midnight  conflict  of  the  wintry  storm. 
As  in  the  sunlight's  calm  it  spreads 
Its  worn  and  withered  arms  on  high 
To  meet  the  quiet  of  a  summer's  noon." 

The  Fairy  waved  her  wand ; 

Ahasuerus  fled 
Fast  as  the  shapes  of  mingled  shade  and  mist. 
That  lurk  in  the  glens  of  a  twilight  grove. 

Flee  from  the  morning  beam ;  — 

244  dares,  Mrs.  SheUey,  18392. 
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The  matter  of  which  dreams  are  made 
Not  more  endowed  with  actual  life 
Than  this  phantasmal  portraiture 
Of  wandering  human  thought. 


vin 


THE    FAIRY 

"  The  present  and  the  past  thou  hast  beheld. 
It  was  a  desolate  sight.     Now,  Spirit,  learn, 

The  secrets  of  the  future.  —  Time ! 
Unfold  the  brooding  pinion  of  thy  gloom, 
Render  thou  up  thy  half -devoured  babes. 
And  from  the  cradles  of  eternity. 
Where  millions  lie  lulled  to  their  portioned  sleep 
By  the  deep  murmuring  stream  of  passing  things, 
Tear  thou  that  gloomy  shroud.  —  Spirit,  behold 
Thy  glorious  destiny ! 


» 


Joy  to  the  Spirit  came. 
Through  the  wide  rent  in  Time's  eternal  veil, 
Hope  was  seen  beaming  through  the  mists  of  fear ; 

Earth  was  no  longer  hell ; 

Love,  freedom,  health  had  given 
Their  ripeness  to  the  manhood  of  its  prime. 

And  all  its  pulses  beat 
Symphonious  to  the  planetary  spheres ; 

Then  dulcet  music  swelled 
Concordant  with  the  life-strings  of  the  soul ; 
It  throbbed  in  sweet  and  languid  beatings  there. 
Catching  new  life  from  transitory  death ; 
Like  the  vague  sighings  of  a  wind  at  even 
That  wakes  the  wavelets  of  the  slumbering  sea 
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And  dies  on  the  creation  of  its  breath, 
And  sinks  and  rises,  falls  and  swells  by  fits, 
Was  the  pure  stream  of  feeling 
That  sprung  from  these  sweet  notes. 
And  o'er  the  Spirit's  human  sympathies 
With  mild  and  gentle  motion  calmly  flowed. 

Joy  to  the  Spirit  came,  — 
Such  joy  as  when  a  lover  sees 
The  chosen  of  his  soul  in  happiness 

And  witnesses  her  peace 
Whose  woe  to  him  were  bitterer  than  death ; 

Sees  her  unfaded  cheek 
Glow  mantling  in  first  luxury  of  health, 

Thrills  with  her  lovely  eyes, 
Which  like  two  stars  amid  the  heaving  main 

Sparkle  through  liquid  bliss. 

Then  in  her  triumph  spoke  the  Fairy  Queen : 
"  I  will  not  call  the  ghost  of  ages  gone 
To  imf old  the  frightful  secrets  of  its  lore ; 

The  present  now  is  past. 
And  those  events  that  desolate  the  earth 
Have  faded  from  the  memory  of  Time, 
Who  dares  not  give  reality  to  that 
Whose  being  I  annul.     To  me  is  given 
The  wonders  of  thp  human  world  to  keep, 
Space,  matter,  time  and  mind.     Futurity 
Exposes  now  its  treasure ;  let  the  sight 
Kenew  and  strengthen  all  thy  failing  hope. 
O  human  Spirit !  spur  thee  to  the  goal 
Where  virtue  fixes  universal  peace, 

28  sprangy  Mrs.  Shelley,  1839^. 
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And,  'midst  the  ebb  and  flow  of  human  things, 
Show  somewhat  stable,  somewhat  certain  still, 
A  light-house  o'er  the  wild  of  dreary  waves. 

"  The  habitable  earth  is  full  of  bliss  ; 
Those  wastes  of  frozen  billows  that  were  hurled 
By  everlasting  snow-storms  round  the  poles. 
Where  matter  dared  not  vegetate  or  live, 
But  ceaseless  frost  round  the  vast  solitude 
Bound  its  broad  zone  of  stillness,  are  unloosed ; 
And  fragrant  zephyrs  there  from  spicy  isles 
Ruffle  the  placid  ocean-deep,  that  rolls 
Its  broad,  bright  surges  to  the  sloping  sand, 
Whose  roar  is  wakened  into  echoings  sweet 
To  murmur  through  the  heaven-breathing  groves 
And  melodize  with  man's  blest  nature  there. 

"  Those  deserts  of  immeasurable  sand. 
Whose  age-collected  fervors  scarce  allowed 
A  bird  to  live,  a  blade  of  grass  to  spring. 
Where  the  shrill  chirp  of  the  green  lizard's  love 
Broke  on  the  sultry  silentness  alone, 
Now  teem  with  countless  rills  and  shady  woods. 
Cornfields  and  pastures  and  white  cottages  ; 
And  where  the  startled  wilderness  beheld 
A  savage  conqueror  stained  in  kindred  blood, 
A  tigress  sating  with  the  flesh  of  lambs 
The  unnatural  famine  of  her  toothless  cubs, 
Whilst  shouts  and   bowlings   through  the   desert 

rang,  — 
Sloping  and  smooth  the  daisy-spangled  lawn. 
Offering  sweet  incense  to  the  sunrise,  smiles 
To  see  a  babe  before  his  mother's  door, 

56  Showsy  Rossetti 
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Sharing  his  morning's  meal 
With  the  green  and  golden  basilisk 
That  comes  to  lick  his  feet. 

"  Those  trackless  deeps,  where  many  a  weary  sail 
Has  seen  above  the  illimitable  plain 
Morning  on  night  and  night  on  morning  rise, 
Whilst  still  no  land  to  greet  the  wanderer  spread 
Its  shadowy  mountains  on  the  sun-bright  sea, 
Where  the  loud  roarings  of  the  tempest-waves 
So  long  have  mingled  with  the  gusty  wind 
In  melancholy  loneliness,  and  swept 
The  desert  of  those  ocean  solitudes 
But  vocal  to  the  sea-bird's  harrowing  shriek. 
The  bellowing  monster,  and  the  rushing  storm ; 
Now  to  the  sweet  and  many-mingling  sounds 
Of  kindliest  human  impulses  respond. 
Those  lonely  realms  bright  garden-isles  begem, 
With  lightsome  clouds  and  shining  seas  between, 
And  fertile  valleys,  resonant  with  bliss. 
Whilst  green  woods  overcanopy  the  wave. 
Which  like  a  toil-worn  laborer  leaps  to  shore 
To  meet  the  kisses  of  the  flowrets  there. 

"  All  things  are  recreated,  and  the  flame 
Of  consentaneous  love  inspires  all  life. 
The  fertile  bosom  of  the  earth  gives  suck 
To  myi'iads,  who  still  grow  beneath  her  care, 
Rewarding  her  with  their  pure  perfectness  ; 
The  balmy  breathings  of  the  wind  inhale 
Her  virtues  and  diffuse  them  all  abroad  ; 
Health  floats  amid  the  gentle  atmosphere, 
Glows  in  the  fruits  and  mantles  on  the  stream ; 
No  storms  deform  the  beaming  brow  of  heaven, 


70  QUEEN  MAB  [VIIL 117-146 

Nor  scatter  in  the  freshness  of  its  pride 
The  foliage  of  the  ever-verdant  tarees ; 
But  fruits  are  ever  ripe,  flowers  ever  fair, 
And  autumn  proudly  bears  her  matron  grace, 
Kindling  a  flush  on  the  fair  cheek  of  spring. 
Whose  virgin  bloom  beneath  the  ruddy  fruit 
Reflects  its  tint  and  blushes  into  love. 

"  The  lion  now  forgets  to  thirst  for  blood ; 
There  might  you  see  him  sporting  in  the  sun 
Beside  the  dreadless  kid ;  his  claws  are  sheathed. 
His  teeth  are  haimless,  custom's  force  has  made 
His  nature  as  the  nature  of  a  lamb. 
Like  passion's  fruit,  the  nightshade's  tempting  bane 
Poisons  no  more  the  pleasure  it  bestows ; 
All  bitterness  is  past ;  the  cup  of  joy 
Unmingled  mantles  to  the  goblet's  brim 
And  courts  the  thirsty  lips  it  fled  before. 

^'  But  chief,  ambiguous  man,  he  that  can  know 

More  misery,  and  dream  more  joy  than  all ; 

Whose  keen  sensations  thrill  within  his  breast 

To  mingle  with  a  loftier  instinct  there. 

Lending  their  power  to  pleasure  and  to  pain. 

Yet  raising,  sharpening,  and  refining  each ; 

Who  stands  amid  the  ever-varying  world. 

The  burden  or  the  glory  of  the  earth ; 

He  chief  perceives  the  change ;  his  being  notes 

The  gradual  renovation  and  defines 

Eaxjh  movement  of  its  progress  on  his  mind. 

"  Man,  where  the  gloom  of  the  long  polar  night 
Lowers  o'er  the  snow-clad  rocks  and  frozen  soil, 
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Where  scarce  the  hardiest  herb  that  braves  the  frost 
Basks  in  the  moonlight's  ineffectual  glow, 
Shrank  with  the  plants,  and  darkened  with  the 

night ; 
His  chilled  and  narrow  energies,  his  heart 
Insensible  to  courage,  truth  or  love, 
His  stunted  stature  and  imbecile  frame, 
Marked  him  for  some  abortion  of  the  earth, 
Fit  compeer  of  the  bears  that  roamed  around, 
Whose  habits  and  enjoyments  were  his  own ; 
His  life  a  feverish  dream  of  stagnant  woe, 
Whose  meagre  wants,  but  scantily  fulfilled, 
Apprised  him  ever  of  the  joyless  length 
Which  his  short  being's  wretchedness  had  reached ; 
His  death  a  pang  which  famine,  cold  and  toil 
Long  on  the  mind,  whilst  yet  the  vital  spark 
Clung  to  the  body  stubbornly,  had  brought : 
All  was  inflicted  here  that  earth's  revenge 
Could  wreak  on  the  infringers  of  her  law ; 
One  curse  alone  was  spared  —  the  name  of  God. 

"  Nor,  where  the  tropics  bound  the  realms  of  day 
With  a  broad  belt  of  mingling  cloud  and  flame. 
Where  blue  mists  through  the  unmoving  atmos- 

.  phere 
Scattered  the  seeds  of  pestilence  and  fed 
Unnatural  vegetation,  where  the  land 
Teemed  with  all  earthquake,  tempest  and  disease, 
Was  man  a  nobler  being ;  slavery 
Had  crushed  him  to  his  country's  blood-stained  dust; 
Or  he  was  bartered  for  the  fame  of  power. 
Which,  all  internal  impulses  destroying. 
Makes  human  will  an  article  of  trade ; 
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Or  he  was  changed  with  Christians  for  their  gold 

And  dragged  to  distant  isles,  where  to  the  sound 

Of  the  flesh-mangling  scourge  he  does  the  work 

Of  all-polluting  luxury  and  wealth, 

Which  doubly  visits  on  the  tyrants'  heads 

The  long-protracted  fulness  of  their  woe ; 

Or  he  was  led  to  legal  butchery. 

To  tiim  to  worms  beneath  that  burning  sun 

Where  kings  first  leagued  against  the  rights  of  men 

And  priests  first  traded  with  the  name  of  God. 

"  Even  where  the  milder  zone  afforded  man 

A  seeming  shelter,  yet  contagion  there, 

Blighting  his  being  with  unnumbered  iUs, 

Spread  like  a  quenchless  fire  ;  nor  truth  till  late 

Availed  to  arrest  its  progress  or  create 

That  peace  which  first  in  bloodless  victory  waved 

Her  snowy  standard  o'er  this  favored  clime  ; 

There  man  was  long  the  train-bearer  of  slaves, 

The  mimic  of  surrounding  misery. 

The  jackal  of  ambition's  lion-rage, 

The  bloodhound  of  religion's  hungry  zeal. 

"  Here  now  the  human  being  stands  adorning 
This  loveliest  earth  with  taintless  body  and  mind ; 
Blest  from  his  birth  with  all  bland  impulses, 
Which  gently  in  his  noble  bosom  wake 
All  kindly  passions  and  all  pure  desires. 
Him,  still  from  hope  to  hope  the  bliss  pursuing 
Which  from  the  exhaustless  store  of  human  weal 
Draws  on  the  virtuous  mind,  the  thoughts  that  rise 
In  timcrdestroying  infiniteness  gift 

182  their  ||  his,  Rossetti. 
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With  self-enshrined  eternity,  that  mocks 
The  unprevailing  hoariness  of  age ; 
And  man,  once  fleeting  o'er  the  transient  scene 
Swift  as  an  unremembered  vision,  stands 
Immortal  upon  earth ;  no  longer  now 
He  slays  the  lamb  that  looka  him  in  the  face, 
And  horribly  devours  his  mangled  flesh, 
Which,  still  avenging  Nature's  broken  law, 
Kindled  all  putrid  humors  in  his  frame, 
All  evil  passions  and  all  vain  beUef , 
Hatred,  despair  and  loathing  in  his  mind, 
The  germs  of  misery,  death,  disease  and  crime. 
No  longer  now  the  winged  habitants. 
That  in  the  woods  their  sweet  lives  sing  away. 
Flee  from  the  form  of  man  ;  but  gather  round. 
And  prune  their  sunny  feathers  on  the  hands 
Which  little  children  stretch  in  friendly  sport 
Towards  these  dreadless  partners  of  their  play. 
All  things  are  void  of  terror ;  man  has  lost 
His  terrible  prerogative,  and  stands 
An  equal  amidst  equals ;  happiness 
And  science  dawn,  though  late,  upon  the  earth ; 
Peace  cheers  the  mind,  health  renovates  the  frame ; 
Disease  and  pleasure  cease  to  mingle  here. 
Reason  and  passion  cease  to  combat  there  ; 
Whilst  each  unfettered  o'er  the  earth  extend 
,  Their  all-subduing  energies,  and  wield 
The  sceptre  of  a  vast  dominion  there ; 
Whilst  every  shape  and  mode  of  matter  lends 
Its  force  to  the  omnipotence  of  mind. 
Which  from  its  dark  mine  drags  the  gem  of  truth 
To  decorate  its  paradise  of  peace." 

232-233  extends  Its  .  .  .  and  wields,  Mrs.  Shelley,  18391. 
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"  O  happy  Earth,  reality  of  Heaven ! 

To  which  those  restless  souls  that  oeaselessty 

Throng  through  the  human  uniTerse,  aspire ! 

Thou  consummation  of  all  mortal  hope ! 

Thou  glorious  prize  of  blindly  working  will. 

Whose  rays,  diffused  throughout  all  space  «!<! 

time, 
Verge  to  one  point  and  blend  forever  there  I 
Of  purest  spirits  thou  pure  dwelling-place 
Where  care  and  sorrow,  impotence  and  crime. 
Languor,  disease  and  ignorance  dare  not  come ! 
O  happy  Earth,  reality  of  Heaven ! 

^^  Genius  has  seen  thee  in  her  passionate  dreams ; 
And  dim  forebodings  of  thy  loveliness, 
Haunting  the  human  heart,  have  there  entwined 
Those  rooted  hopes  of  some  sweet  place  of  bliss. 
Where  friends  and  lovers  meet  to  part  no  more. 
Thou  art  the  end  of  all  desire  and  will. 
The  product  of  all  action ;  and  the  souls. 
That  by  the  paths  of  an  aspiring  change 
Have  reached  thy  haven  of  perpetual  peace, 
There  rest  from  the  eternity  of  toil 
That  framed  the  fabric  of  thy  perfectness. 

^'  Even    Time,  the  conqueror,  fled   thee   in   his 

fear ; 
That  hoary  giant,  who  in  lonely  pride 
So  long  had  ruled  the  world  that  nations  fell 
Beneatli  his  silent  footstep.     Pyramids, 
That  for  millenniums  had  withstood  the  tide 
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Of  hiimau  things,  his  storm-breath  drove  in  sand 
Across  that  desert  where  their  stones  survived 
The  name  of  him  whose  pride  had  heaped  them 

there. 
Yon  monarch,  in  Hs  soUtaiy  pomp, 
Was  but  the  mushroom  of  a  summer  day, 
That  his  light- winged  footstep  pressed  to  dust ; 
Time  was  the  king  of  earth  ;  all  things  gave  way 
Before  him  but  the  fixed  and  virtuous  will, 
The  sacred  sympathies  of  soul  and  sense, 
That  mocked  his  fury  and  prepared  his  fall. 

^^Yet   slow  and    gradual    dawned    the  mom  of 

love; 
Long  lay  the  clouds  of  darkness  o'er  the  scene. 
Till  from  its  native  heaven  they  rolled  away : 
First,  crime  triumphant  o'er  all  hope  careered 
Unblushing,  imdisguising,  bold  and  strong, 
Whilst  falsehood,  tricked  in  virtue's  attributes. 
Long  sanctified  all  deeds  of  vice  and  woe. 
Till,  done  by  her  own  venomous  sting  to  death. 
She  left  the  moral  world  without  a  law. 
No  longer  fettering  passion's  fearless  wing. 
Nor  searing  reason  with  the  brand  of  God. 
Then  steadily  the  happy  ferment  worked ; 
Eeason  was  free  ;  and  wild  though  passion  went 
Through    tangled    glens    and  wood  -  embosomed 

meads, 
Grathering  a  garland  of  the  strangest  flowers. 
Yet,  like  the  bee  returning  to  her  queen. 
She  bound  the  sweetest  on  her  sister's  brow. 
Who  meek  and  sober  kissed  the  sportive  child, 
No  longer  trembling  at  the  broken  rod. 
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^  Mild  was  the  slow  necessity  of  death. 

The  tranquil  spirit  failed  beneath  its  grasp. 

Without  a  groan,  almost  without  a  fear, 

Calm  as  a  voyager  to  some  distant  land, 

And  full  of  wonder,  full  of  hope  as  he. 

The  deadly  germs  of  languor  and  disease 

Died  in  the  human  frame,  and  purity 

Blessed  with  all  gifts  her  earthly  worshippers. 

How  vigorous  then  the  athletic  form  of  age ! 

How  clear  its  open  and  unwrinkled  brow ! 

Where  neither  avarice,  cunning,  pride  or  care 

Had  stamped  the  seal  of  gray  deformitjr 

On  all  the  mingling  lineaments  of  time. 

How  lovely  the  intrepid  front  of  youth, 

Which  meek-eyed  courage  decked  with  freshest 

grace; 
Courage  of  soul,  that  dreaded  not  a  name. 
And  elevated  will,  that  journeyed  on 
Through  life's  phantasmal  scene  in  fearlessness, 
With  virtue,  love  and  pleasure,  hand  in  hand! 

"  Then,  that  sweet  bondage  which  is  freedom's  self, 

And  rivets  with  sensation's  softest  tie 

The  kindred  sympathies  of  himian  souls. 

Needed  no  fetters  of  tyrannic  law. 

Those  delicate  and  timid  impulses 

In  Nature's  primal  modesty  arose, 

And  with  undoubting  confidence  disclosed 

The  growing  longings  of  its  dawning  love. 

Unchecked  by  dull  and  selfish  chastity. 

That  virtue  of  the  cheaply  virtuous, 

Who  pride  themselves  in  senselessness  and  frost. 

67  nor,  Mrs.  SheUey,  1839^. 
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No  longer  prostitution's  venomed  bane 
Poisoned  the  springs  of  happiness  and  life ; 
Woman  and  man,  in  confidence  and  love, 
Equal  and  free  and  pure  together  trod 
The  mountain-paths  of  virtue,  which  no  more 
Were  stained  with  blood  from  many  a  pUgrim's 
feet. 

"  Then,  where,  through  distant  ages,  long  in  pride 
The  palace  of  the  monarch-slave  had  mocked 
Famine's  faint  groan  and  penury's  silent  tear, 
A  heap  of  crumbling  ruins  stood,  and  threw 
Year  after  year  their  stones  upon  the  field, 
Wakening  a  lonely  echo ;  and  the  leaves 
Of  the  old  thorn,  that  on  the  topmost  tower 
Usurped  the  royal  ensign's  grandeur,  shook 
In  the  stem  storm  that  swayed  the  topmost  tower, 
And  whispered  strange  tales  in  the  whirlwind's  ear. 

"  Low  through  the  lone  cathedral's  roofless  aisles 

The  melancholy  winds  a  death-dirge  sung. 

It  were  a  sight  of  awf  ulness  to  see 

The  works  of  faith  and  slavery,  so  vast. 

So  sumptuous,  yet  so  perishing  withal, 

Even  as  the  corpse  that  rests  beneath  its  wall ! 

A  thousand  mourners  deck  the  pomp  of  death 

To-day,  the  breathing  marble  glows  above 

To  decorate  its  memory,  and  tongues 

Are  busy  of  its  life  ;  to-morrow,  worms 

In  silence  and  in  darkness  seize  their  prey. 

"  Within  the  massy  prison's  mouldering  courts. 
Fearless  and  free  the  ruddy  children  played, 
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^eammg  gay  chaplets  for  their  innocent  brows 

With  the  green  i^y  and  the  red  wall-flower. 

That  mock  the  dnngeon's  nnayailing  gloom ; 

The  ponderous  chains  and  gratings  of  strong  iron 

There  rosted  amid  heaps  of  broken  stone 

That  mingled  slowly  with  their  natiye  earth; 

There  the  broad  beam  of  day,  which  f eel^  onoe 

Lighted  the  cheek  of  lean  captivity 

With  a  pale  and  sickly  glare,  then  freely  shone 

On  the  pure  smiles  of  infant  playfulness ; 

No  more  the  shuddering  voice  of  hoarse  despair 

Pealed  through  the  echoing  vaults,  but  soothing 

notes 
Of  ivy-fingered  winds  and  gladsome  birds 
And  merriment  were  resonant  around. 

^^  These  ruins  soon  left  not  a  wreck  behind ; 
Their  elements,  wide-scattered  o'er  the  globe. 
To  happier  shapes  were  moulded,  and  became 
Ministrant  to  all  blissful  impulses ; 
Thus  human  things  were  perfected,  and  earth. 
Even  as  a  child  beneath  its  mother's  love. 
Was  strengthened  in  all  excellence,  and  grew 
Fairer  and  nobler  with  each  passing  year. 

"  Now  Time  his  dusky  pennons  o'er  the  scene 
Closes  in  steadfast  darkness,  and  the  past 
Fades  from  our  charmed  sight.     My  task  is  done  ; 
Thy  lore  is  learned.     Earth's  wonders  are  thine 

own 
With  all  the  fear  and  all  the  hope  they  bring. 
My  spells  are  passed ;  the  present  now  recurs. 

130  past  II  yiiture,  Bossetti. 
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Ah  me !  a  pathless  wilderness  remains 
Yet  unsubdued  by  man's  reclaiming  hand. 

"  Yet,  human  Spirit  1  bravely  hold  thy  course ; 

Let  virtue  teach  thee  firmly  to  pursue 

The  gradual  paths  of  an  aspiring  change  ; 

For  birth  and  life  and  death,  and  that  strange  state 

Before  the  naked  soul  has  found  its  home, 

All  tend  to  perfect  happiness,  and  urge 

The  restless  wheels  of  being  on  their  way, 

Whose  flashing  spokes,  instinct  with  infinite  life, 

Bicker  and  bum  to  gain  their  destined  goal ; 

For  birth  but  wakes  the  spirit  to  the  sense 

Of  outward  shows,  whose  unexperienced  shape 

New  modes  of  passion*  to  its  frame  may  lend ; 

Life  is  its  state  of  action,  and  the  store 

Of  all  events  is  aggregated  there 

That  variegate  the  eternal  universe ; 

Death  is  a  gate  of  dreariness  and  gloom, 

That  leads  to  azure  isles  and  beaming  skies 

And  happy  regions  of  eternal  hope. 

Therefore,  O  Spirit !  fearlessly  bear  on. 

Though  storms  may  break  the  primrose  on  its  stalk, 

Though  frosts  may  blight  the  freshness  of  its  bloom. 

Yet  spring's  awakening  breath  will  woo  the  earth 

To  feed  with  kindliest  dews  its  favorite  flower. 

That  blooms  in  mossy  bank  and  darksome  glens. 

Lighting  the  greenwood  with  its  sunny  smile. 

"  Fear  not  then.  Spirit,  death's  disrobing  hand. 
So  welcome  when  the  tyrant  is  awake, 
So  welcome  when  the  bigot's  hell-torch  bums ; 
'Tis  but  the  voyage  of  a  darksome  hour, 
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The  transient  guK-dream  of  a  startling  sleep. 
Death  is  no  foe  to  virtue ;  earth  has  seen 
Love's  brightest  roses  on  the  scafiFold  bloom, 
Mingling  with  freedom's  fadeless  laurels  there, 
And  presaging  the  truth  of  visioned  bliss. 
Are  there  not  hopes  within  thee,  which  this  scene 
Of  linked  and  gradual  being  has  confirmed? 
Whose  stingings  bade  thy  heart  look  further  still. 
When,  to  the  moonlight  walk  by  Henry  led. 
Sweetly  and  sadly  thou  didst  talk  of  death  ? 
And  wilt  thou  rudely  tear  them  from  thy  breast, 
Listening  supinely  to  a  bigot's  creed. 
Or  tamely  crouching  to  the  tyrant's  rod. 
Whose  iron  thongs  are  red  with  human  gore  ? 
Never :  but  bravely  bearing  on,  thy  will 
Is  destined  an  eternal  war  to  wage 
With  tyranny  and  falsehood,  and  uproot 
The  germs  of  misery  from  the  human  heart. 
Thine  is  the  hand  whose  piety  would  soothe 
The  thorny  pillow  of  unhappy  crime. 
Whose  impotence  an  easy  pardon  gains. 
Watching  its  wanderings  as  a  friend's  disease ; 
Hiine  is  L  brow  whose  mUdness  would  defy 
Its  fiercest  rage,  and  brave  its  sternest  will. 
When  fenced  by  power  and  master  of  the  world. 
Thou  art  sincere  and  good ;  of  resolute  mind. 
Free  from  heart-withering  custom's  cold  control. 
Of  passion  lofty,  pure  and  unsubdued. 
Earth's  pride  and  meanness  could  not  vanquish 

thee. 
And  therefore  art  thou  worthy  of  the  boon 
Which  thou  hast  now  received ;  virtue  shall  keep 
Thy  footsteps  in  the  path  that  thou  hast  trod, 
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And  many  days  of  beaming  hope  shall  bless 
Thy  spotless  life  of  sweet  and  sacred  love. 
Go,  happy  one,  and  give  that  bosom  joy, 
Whose  sleepless  spirit  waits  to  catch 
Light,  life  and  rapture  from  thy  smile ! " 

The  Fairy  waves  her  wand  of  charm. 
SpeecMessWitii  bliss  the  Spirit  mounts  the  car, 

That  rolled  beside  the  battlement, 
Bending  her  beamy  eyes  in  thankfulness. 

Again  the  enchanted  steeds  were  yoked ; 

Again  the  burning  wheels  inflame 
The  steep  descent  of  heaven's  untrodden  way. 

Fast  and  far  the  chariot  flew ; 

The  vast  and  fiery  globes  that  rolled 

Around  the  Fairy's  pala<5e-gate 
Lessened  by  slow  degrees,  and  soon  appeared 
Such  tiny  twinklers  as  the  planet  orbs 
That  there  attendant  on  the  solar  power 
With  borrowed  light  pursued  their  narrower  way. 

Earth  floated  then  below ; 
The  chariot  paused  a  moment  there; 
The  Spirit  then  descended ; 
The  restless  coursers  pawed  the  ungenial  soil. 
Snuffed   the   gross   air,    and    then,   their   errand 

done. 
Unfurled  their  pinions  to  the  winds  of  heaven. 

The  Body  and  the  Soul  united  then. 
A  gentle  start  convulsed  lanthe's  frame ; 
Her  veiny  eyelids  quietly  unclosed ; 
Moveless  awhile  the  dark  blue  orbs  remained. 


82  QUEEN  MAB  [ix. 

She  looked  around  in  wonder,  and  beheld 
Henry,  who  hneeled  in  silence  by  her  couch. 
Watching  her  sleep  with  looks  of  speechless  love, 
And  the  bright  beaming  stars 
That  through  the  casement  shone. 
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PREFACE 

The  poem  entitled  Alastor  may  be  considered  as  alle- 
gorical of  one  of  the  most  interesting  situations  of  the  human 
mind.  It  represents  a  youth  of  uncorrupted  feelings  and 
adventurous  genius  led  forth  by  an  imagination  inflamed 
and  purified  through  familiarity  with  all  that  is  excellent  and 
majestic  to  the  contemplation  of  the  universe.  He  drinks 
deep  of  the  fountains  of  knowledge  and  is  still  insatiate. 
The  magnificence  and  beauty  of  the  external  world  sinks 
profoundly  into  the  frame  of  his  conceptions  and  affords  to 
their  modifications  a  variety  not  to  be  exhausted.  So  long 
as  it  is  possible  for  his  desires  to  point  towards  objects  thus 
infinite  and  unmeasured,  he  is  joyous  and  tranquil  and  self- 
possessed.  But  the  period  arrives  when  these  objects  cease 
to  suffice.  His  mind  is  at  length  suddenly  awakened  and 
thirsts  for  intercours^  with  an  intelligence  similar  to  itself. 
He  images  to  himself  the  Being  whom  he  loves.  Conversant 
with  speculations  of  the  sublimest  and  most  perfect  natures, 
the  vision  in  which  he  embodies  bis  own  imaginations  unites 
all  of  wonderful  or  wise  or  beautiful,  which  the  poet,  the 
philosopher  or  the  lover  could  depicture.  The  intellectual 
faculties,  the  imagination,  the  functions  of  sense  have  their 
respective  requisitions  on  the  sympathy  of  corresponding 
powers  in  other  human  beings.  The  Poet  is  represented  as 
uniting  these  requisitions  and  attaching  them  to  a  single 
image.  He  seeks  in  vain  for  a  prototype  of  his  conception. 
Blasted  by  his  disappointment,  he  descends  to  an  untimely 
grave. 

The  picture  is  not  barren  of  instruction  to  actual  men. 
The  Poet's  self-centred  seclusion  was  avenged  by  the  furies 
of  an  irresistible  passion  pursuing  him  to  speedy  ruin.  But 
that  Power,  which  strikes  the  luminaries  of  the  world  with 
sudden  darkness  and  extinction  by  awakening  them  to  too 
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exquisite  a  perception  of  its  influences,  dooms  to  a  slow  and 
poisonous  decay  those  meaner  spirits  that  dare  to  abjure  its 
dominion.  Their  destiny  is  more  abject  and  inglorious  as 
their  delinquency  is  more  contemptible  and  pernicious.  They 
who,  deluded  by  no  generous  error,  instigated  by  no  sacred 
thirst  of  doubtful  knowledge,  duped  by  no  illustrious  super- 
stition, loving  nothing  on  this  earth,  and  cherishing  no  hopes 
beyond,  yet  keep  aloof  from  sympathies  with  their  kind,  re- 
joicing neither  in  human  joy  nor  mourning  with  human  grief ; 
these,  and  such  as  they,  have  their  apportioned  curse.  They 
languish,  because  none  feel  with  them  their  common  nature. 
They  are  morally  dead.  They  are  neither  friends,  nor  lovers, 
nor  fathers,  nor  citizens  of  the  world,  nor  benefactors  of  their 
country.  Among  those  who  attempt  to  exist  without  human 
sympathy,  the  pure  and  tender-hearted  perish  through  the 
intensity  and  passion  of  their  search  after  its  communities, 
when  the  vacancy  of  their  spirit  suddenly  makes  itself  felt. 
All  else,  selfish,  blind  and  torpid,  are  those  unforeseeing 
multitudes  who  constitute,  together  with  their  own,  the  last- 
ing misery  and  loneliness  of  the  world.  Those  who  love  not 
their  fellow-beings  live  unfruitful  lives  and  prepare  for 
their  old  age  a  miserable  grave. 

"The  good  die  first, 
And  those  whose  hearts  are  dry  as  sommer  dost 
Bum  to  the  socket  I  '* 

December  14, 1816. 

[The  remainder  of  the  Preface  published  with  Alastor  is 
printed,  in  this  edition,  with  The  Dosmon  of  the  World,  which 
it  concerns.] 
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Eabth,  Ocean,  Air,  beloved  brotherhood ! 
If  our  great  Mother  has  imbued  my  soul 
With  aught  of  natural  piety  to  feel 
Your  love,  and  recompense  the  boon  with  mine ; 
If  dewy  morn,  and  odorous  noon,  and  even, 
With  sunset  and  its  gorgeous  ministers. 
And  solemn  midnight's  tingling  silentness } 
If  Autumn's  hoUow  sighs  in  the  sere  wood. 
And  Winter  robing  with  pure  snow  and  crowns 
Of  starry  ice  the  gray  grass  and  bare  boughs ; 
If  Spring's  voluptuous  pantings  when  she  breathes 
Her  first  sweet  kisses,  —  have  been  dear  to  me ; 
If  no  bright  bird,  insect,  or  gentle  beast 
I  consciously  have  injured,  but  stUl  loved 
And  cherished  these  my  kindred ;  then  forgive 
This  boast,  beloved  brethren,  and  withdraw 
No  portion  of  your  wonted  favor  now ! 

Mother  of  this  unfathomable  world ! 
Favor  my  solemn  song,  for  I  have  loved 
Thee  ever,  and  thee  only ;  I  have  watched 
Thy  shadow,  and  the  darkness  of  thy  steps. 
And  my  heart  ever  gazes  on  the  depth 
Of  thy  deep  mysteries.     I  have  made  my  bed 
In  charnels  and  on  coffins,  where  black  death 
Keeps  record  of  the  trophies  won  from  thee. 
Hoping  to  still  these  obstinate  questionings 


88  ALASTORj  OR,  [W-M 

Of  thee  and  thine,  by  forcing  some  lone  ghost, 
Thy  messenger,  to  render  up  the  tale 
Of  what  we  are.     In  lone  and  silent  hours. 
When  night  makes  a  weird  sound  of  its  own  still- 
ness. 
Like  an  inspired  and  desperate  alchemist 
Staking  his  very  life  on  some  dark  hope, 
Have  I  mixed  awful  talk  and  asking  looks 
With  my  most  innocent  love,  imtil  strange  tears. 
Uniting  with  those  breathless  kisses,  made 
Such  magic  as  compels  the  charmed  night 
To  render  up  thy  charge ;  and,  though  ne'er  yet 
Thou  hast  unveiled  thy  inmost  sanctuary. 
Enough  from  incommunicable  dream. 
And    twilight     phantasms,    and     deep    noonday 

thought. 
Has  shone  within  me,  that  serenely  now 
And  moveless,  as  a  long-forgotten  lyre 
Suspended  in  the  solitary  dome 
Of  some  mysterious  and  deserted  fane, 
I  wait  thy  breath,  Great  Parent,  that  my  str^n 
May  modulate  with  murmurs  of  the  air. 
And  motions  of  the  forests  and  the  sea. 
And  voice  of  living  beings,  and  woven  hymns 
Of  night  and  day,  and  the  deep  heart  of  man. 

There  was  a  Poet  whose  untimely  tomb 
No  human  hands  with  pious  reverence  reared, 
But  the  charmed  eddies  of  autumnal  winds 
Built  o'er  his  mouldering  bones  a  pyramid 
Of  mouldering  leaves  in  the  waste  wilderness  : 
A  lovely  youth,  —  no  mourning  maiden  decked 
With  weeping  flowers,  or  votive  cypress  wreath, 
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The  lone  couch  of  his  everlastmg  sleep : 
Gende,  and  brave,  and  generous,  —  no  lorn  bard 
Breathed  o'er  his  dark  fate  one  melodious  sigh : 
He  lived,  he  died,  he  sung  in  solitude. 
Straugers  have  wept  to  hear  his  passionate  notes. 
And  virgins,  as  unknown  he  passed,  have  pined 
And  wasted  for  fond  love  of  his  wild  eyes. 
The  fire  of  those  soft  orbs  has  ceased  to  bum. 
And  Silence,  too  enamoured  of  that  voice, 
Locks  its  mute  music  in  her  rugged  cell. 

By  solemn  vision  and  bright  silver  dream 
His  infancy  was  nurtured.     Every  sight 
And  sound  from  the  vast  earth  and  ambient  air 
Sent  to  his  heart  its  choicest  impulses. 
The  f  oimtains  of  divine  philosophy 
Fled  not  his  thirsting  lips,  and  aU  of  great, 
Or  good,  or  lovely,  which  the  sacred  past 
In  truth  or  fable  consecrates,  he  felt 
And  knew.    When  early  youth  had  passed,  he  left 
His  cold  fireside  and  alienated  home 
To  seek  strange  truths  in  undiscovered  lands. 
Many  a  wide  waste  and  tangled  wilderness 
Has  lured  his  fearless  steps ;  and  he  has  bought 
With  his  sweet  voice  and  eyes,  from  savage  men, 
His  rest  and  food.     Nature's  most  secret  steps 
He  like  her  shadow  has  pursued,  where'er 
The  red  volcano  overcanopies 
Its  fields  of  snow  and  pinnacles  of  ice 
With  burning  smoke,  or  where  bitumen  lakes 
On  black  bare  pointed  islets  ever  beat 

60  sang,  Mrs.  SheUey,  18391. 

62  pined  \\  sighed,  Mrs.  SheUey,  1824. 
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With  sluggisli  surge,  or  where  the  secret  caves, 
Rugged  and  dark,  winding  among  the  springs 
Of  fire  and  poison,  inaccessible 
To  avarice  or  pride,  their  starry  domes 
Of  diamond  and  of  gold  expand  above 
Numberless  and  immeasurable  halls. 
Frequent  with  crystal  column,  and  clear  shrines 
Of  pearl,  and  thrones  radiant  with  chrysolite. 
Nor  had  that  scene  of  ampler  majesty 
Than  gems  or  gold,  the  vaiying  roof  of  heaven 
And  the  green  earth,  lost  in  his  heart  its  claims 
To  love  and  wonder ;  he  would  linger  long 
In  lonesome  vales,  making  the  wild  his  home. 
Until  the  doves  and  squirrels  would  partake 
From  his  innocuous  hand  his  bloodless  food. 
Lured  by  the  gentle  meaning  of  his  looks. 
And  the  wild  antelope,  that  starts  whene'er 
The  dry  leaf  rustles  in  the  brake,  suspend 
Her  timid  steps,  to  gaze  upon  a  form 
More  graceful  than  her  own. 

His  wandering  step, 
Obedient  to  high  thoughts,  has  visited 
The  awful  ruins  of  the  days  of  old : 
Athens,  and  Tyre,  and  Balbec,  and  the  waste 
Where  stood  Jerusalem,  the  fallen  towers 
Of  Babylon,  the  eternal  pyramids, 
Memphis  and  Thebes,  and  whatsoe'er  of  strange, 
Sculptured  on  alabaster  obelisk 
Or  jasper  tomb  or  mutilated  sphinx. 
Dark  Ethiopia  in  her  desert  hills 
Conceals.     Among  the  ruined  temples  there, 
Stupendous  columns,  and  wild  images 
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Of  more  than  man,  where  marble  daemons  watch 
The  Zodiac's  brazen  mystery,  and  dead  men 
Hang  their  mute   thoughts   on    the  mute  walls 

around. 
He  lingered,  poring  on  memorials 
Of  the  world's  youth ;  through  the  long  burning 

day 
Gazed  on  those  speechless  shapes ;  nor,  when  the 

moon 
Filled  the  mysterious  halls  with  floating  shades 
Suspended  he  that  task,  but  ever  gazed 
And  gazed,  tiU  meaning  on  his  vacant  mind 

The  thriUing  secrets  of  the  birth  of  time. 

Meanwhile  an  Arab  maiden  brought  his  food, 
Her  daily  portion,  from  her  father's  tent, 
And  spread  her  matting  for  his  couch,  and  stole 
From  duties  and  repose  to  tend  his  steps, 
Enamoured,  yet  not  daring  for  deep  awe 
To   speak  her    love,    and    watched    his    nightly 

sleep, 
Sleepless  herself,  to  gaze  upon  his  lips 
Parted  in  slumber,  whence  the  regular  breath 
Of  innocent  dreams  arose  ;  then,  when  red  mom 
Made  paler  the  pale  moon,  to  her  cold  home 
Wildered,  and  wan,  and  panting,  she  returned. 

The  Poet,  wandering  on,  through  Arabic, 
And  Persia,  and  the  wild  Carmanian  waste, 
And  o'er  the  aerial  mountains  which  pour  down 
Indus  and  Oxus  from  their  icy  caves, 
In  joy  and  exultation  held  his  way ; 
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Till  in  the  vale  of  Cashmire,  far  within 

Its  loneliest  dell,  where  odorous  plants  entwine 

Beneath  the  hollow  rocks  a  natural  bower, 

Beside  a  sparkling  rivulet  he  stretched 

His  languid  limbs.     A  vision  on  his  sleep 

There  came,  a  dream  of  hopes  that  never  yet 

Had  flushed  his  cheek.    He  dreamed  a  veUSd  maid 

Sate  near  him,  talking  in  low  solemn  tones. 

Her  voice  was  like  the  voice  of  his  own  soul 

Heard  in  the  calm  of  thought ;  its  music  long. 

Like  woven  sounds  of  streams  and  breezes,  held 

His  inmost  sense  suspended  in  its  web 

Of  many-colored  woof  and  shifting  hues. 

Knowledge  and  truth  and  virtue  were  her  theme, 

And  lofty  hopes  of  divine  liberty. 

Thoughts  the  most  dear  to  him,  and  poesy. 

Herself  a  poet.     Soon  the  solemn  mood 

Of  her  pure  mind  kindled  through  all  her  frame 

A  permeating  fire ;  wild  numbers  then 

She  raised,  with  voice  stifled  in  tremulous  sobs 

Subdued  by  its  own  pathos ;  her  fair  hands 

Were  bare  alone,  sweeping  from  some  strange  harp 

Strange  symphony,  and  in  their  branching  veins 

The  eloquent  blood  told  an  ineffable  tale. 

The  beating  of  her  heart  was  heard  to  fill 

The  pauses  of  her  music,  and  her  breath 

Tumultuously  accorded  with  those  fits 

Of  intermitted  song.     Sudden  she  rose, 

As  if  her  heart  impatiently  endured 

Its  bursting  burden  ;  at  the  sound  he  turned. 

And  saw  by  the  warm  Kght  of  their  own  life 

Her  glowing  limbs  beneath  the  sinuous  veil 
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Of  woven  wind,  her  outspread  arms  now  bare, 
Her  dark  locks  floating  in  the  breath  of  night. 
Her  beamy  bending  eyes,  her  parted  lips 
Outstretched,  and  pale,  and  quivering  eagerly. 
His  strong  heart  sunk  and  sickened  with  excess 
Of  love.     He  reared  his   shuddering  limbs,  and 

quelled 
His  gaaping  breath,  and  spread  his  arms  to  meet 
Her  panting  bosom  :  —  she  drew  back  awhile. 
Then,  yielding  to  the  irresistible  joy, 
With  frantic  gesture  and  short  breathless  cry 
Folded  his  frame  in  her  dissolving  arms. 
Now  blackness  veiled  his  dizzy  eyes,  and  night 
Involved  and  swallowed  up  the  vision ;  sleep, 
Like  a  dark  flood  suspended  in  its  course, 
BoUed  back  its  impulse  on  his  vacant  brain. 

Boused    by    the   shock,  he    started    from  his 

trance  — 
The  cold  white  light  of  morning,  the  blue  moon 
Low  in  the  west,  the  clear  and  garish  hills, 
The  distinct  valley  and  the  vacant  woods, 
Spread  round  him  where  he  stood.     Whither  have 

fled 
The  hues  of  heaven  that  canopied  his  bower 
Of  yesternight?     The   sounds   that   soothed  his 

sleep, 
The  mystery  and  the  majesty  of  Earth, 
The  joy,  the  exultation  ?     His  wan  eyes 
Gaze  on  the  empty  scene  as  vacantly 
As  ocean's  moon  looks  on  the  moon  in  heaven. 
The  spirit  of  sweet  human  love  has  sent 
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A  vision  to  the  sleep  of  him  who  spumed 
Her  choicest  gifts.     He  eagerly  pursues 
Beyond  the  realms  of  dream  that  fleeting  shade ; 
He  overleaps  the  bounds.     Alas !  alas  ! 
Were  limbs  and  breath  and  being  intertwined 
Thus  treacherously  ?     Lost,  lost,  forever  lost 
In  the  wide  pathless  desert  of  dim  sleep, 
That  beautiful  shape!     Does  the   dark  gate   of 

death 
Conduct  to  thy  mysterious  paradise, 
O  Sleep  ?    Does  the  bright  arch  of  rainbow  clouds 
And  pendent  mountains  seen  in  the  calm  lake 
Lead  only  to  a  black  and  watery  depth. 
While  death's  blue  vault  with  loathliest  vapors 

hung. 
Where  every  shade  which  the  foul  grave  exhales 
Hides  its  dead  eye  from  the  detested  day. 
Conducts,  O  Sleep,  to  thy  delightful  realms  ? 
This  doubt  with  sudden  tide  flowed  on  his  heart ; 
The  insatiate  hope  which  it  awakened  stung 
His  brain  even  like  despair. 

While  daylight  held 
The  sky,  the  Poet  kept  mute  conference 
With  his  still  soul.     At  night  the  passion  came, 
Like  the  fierce  fiend  of  a  distempered  dream. 
And  shook  him  from  his  rest,  and  led  him  forth 
Into  the  darkness.     As  an  eagle,  grasped 
In  folds  of  the  green  serpent,  feels  her  breast 
Bum  with  the  poison,  and  precipitates 
Through  night  and  day,  tempest,  and  calm,  and 
cloud, 
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Frantic  with  dizzying  anguish,  her  blind  flight 
O'er  the  wide  aery  wilderness  :  thus  driven 
By  the  bright  shadow  of  that  lovely  dream, 
Beneath  the  cold  glare  of  the  desolate  night, 
Through  tangled    swamps   and  deep   precipitous 

dells. 
Startling  with  careless  step  the  moon-light  snake, 
He  fled.     Eed  morning  dawned  upon  his  flight. 
Shedding  the  mockery  of  its  vital  hues 
Upon  his  cheek  of  death.     He  wandered  on 
Till  vast  Aomos  seen  from  Petra's  steep 
Hung  o'er  the  low  horizon  like  a  cloud ; 
Through  Balk,  and  where  the  desolated  tombs 
Of  Parthian  kings  scatter  to  every  wind 
Their  wasting  dust,  wildly  he  wandered  on. 
Day  after  day,  a  weary  waste  of  hours, 
Bearing  within  his  life  the  brooding  care 
That  ever  fed  on  its  decaying  flame. 
And  now  his  limbs  were  lean  ;  his  scattered  hair, 
Sered  by  the  autumn  of  strange  suffering. 
Sung  dirges  in  the  wind  ;  his  listless  hand 
Hung  like  dead  bone  within  its  withered  skin ; 
Life,  and  the  lustre  that  consumed  it,  shone. 
As  in  a  furnace  burning  secretly. 
From  his  dark  eyes  alone.     The  cottagers. 
Who  ministered  with  human  charity 
His  human  wants,  beheld  with  wondering  awe 
Their  fleeting  visitant.     The  mountaineer. 
Encountering  on  some  dizzy  precipice 
That  spectral   form,  deemed   that    the  Spirit  of 

Wind, 
With  lightning  eyes,  and  eager  breath,  and  feet 
Disturbing  not  the  drifted  snow,  had  paused 
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In  its  career ;  the  infant  would  conceal 

His  troubled  visage  in  his  mother's  robe 

In  terror  at  the  glare  of  those  wild  eyes, 

To  remember  their  strange  light  in  many  a  dream 

Of  after  times ;  but  youthful  maidens,  taught 

By  nature,  would  interpret  half  the  woe 

That  wasted  him,  would  call  him  with  false  names 

Brother  and  friend,  would  press  his  pallid  hand 

At  parting,  and  watch,  dim  through  tears,  the  path 

Of  his  departure  from  their  father's  door. 

At  length  upon  the  lone  Chorasmian  shore 
He  paused,  a  wide  and  melancholy  waste 
Of  putrid  marshes.     A  strong  impulse  urged 
His  steps  to  the  sea-shore.     A  swan  was  there, 
Beside  a  sluggish  stream  among  the  reeds. 
It  rose  as  he  approached,  and,  with  strong  wings 
Scaling  the  upward  sky,  bent  its  bright  course 
High  over  the  immeasurable  main. 
His  eyes  pursued  its  flight :  —  "  Thou  hast  a  home, 
Beautiful  bird  I  thou  voyagest  to  thine  home. 
Where  thy  sweet  mate  will  twine  her  downy  neck 
With  thine,  and  welcome  thy  return  with  eyes 
Bright  in  the  lustre  of  their  own  fond  joy. 
And  what  am  I  that  I  should  linger  here. 
With  voice  far  sweeter  than  thy  dying  notes, 
Spirit  more  vast  than  thine,  frame  more  attuned 
To  beauty,  wasting  these  surpassing  powers 
In  the  deaf  air,  to  the  blind  earth,  and  heaven 
That  echoes  not  my  thoughts?"     A  gloomy  smile 
Of  desperate  hope  wrinkled  his  quivering  lips. 
For  sleep,  he  knew,  kept  most  relentlessly 
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Its  precious  charge,  and  silent  death  exposed, 
Faithless  perhaps  as  sleep,  a  shadowy  lure. 
With  doubtful   smile   mocking   its   own   strange 
charms. 

Startled  by  his  own  thoughts,  he  looked  aroimd. 
There  was  no  fair  fiend  near  him,  not  a  sight 
Or  sound  of  awe  but  in  his  own  deep  mind. 
A  little  shallop  floating  near  the  shore 
Caught  the  impatient  wandering  of  his  gaze. 
It  had  been  long  abandoned,  for  its  sides 
Graped  wide  with  many  a  rift,  and  its  frail  joints 
Swayed  with  the  undulations  of  the  tide. 
A  restless  impulse  urged  him  to  embark 
And  meet  lone  Death  on  the  drear  ocean's  waste ; 
For  weU  he  knew  that  mighty  Shadow  loves 
The  slimy  caverns  of  the  populous  deep. 

The  day  was  fair  and  simny ;  sea  and  sky 
Drank  its  inspiring  radiance,  and  the  wind 
Swept   strongly   from  the   shore,  blackening  the 

waves. 
Following  his  eager  soul,  the  wanderer 
Leaped  in  the  boat ;  he  spread  his  cloak  aloft 
On  the  bare  mast,  and  took  his  lonely  seat. 
And  felt  the  boat  speed  o'er  the  tranquil  sea 
Like  a  torn  cloud  before  the  hurricane. 

As  one  that  in  a  silver  vision  floats 
Obedient  to  the  sweep  of  odorous  winds 
Upon  resplendent  clouds,  so  rapidly 
Along  the  dark  and  ruffled  waters  fled 
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The  straining  boat.     A  whirlwind  swept  it  on, 
With  fierce  gusts  and  precipitating  force, 
Through  the  white  ridges  of  the  chaf  M  sea. 
The  waves  arose.     Higher  and  higher  still 
Their  fierce  necks  writhed  beneath  the  tempest's 

scourge 
Like  serpents  struggling  in  a  vulture's  grasp. 
Calm  and  rejoicing  in  the  fearful  war 
Of  wave  ruining  on  wave,  and  blast  on  blast 
Descending,  and  black  flood  on  whirlpool  driven 
With  dark  obliterating  course,  he  sate : 
As  if  their  genii  were  the  ministers 
Appointed  to  conduct  him  to  the  light 
Of  those  belovdd  eyes,  the  Poet  sate, 
Holding  the  steady  helm.     Evening  came  on ; 
The  beams  of  sunset  hung  their  rainbow  hues 
High  'mid  the  shifting  domes  of  sheeted  spray 
That  canopied  his  path  o'er  the  waste  deep ; 
Twilight,  ascending  slowly  from  the  east. 
Entwined  in  duskier  wreaths  her  braided  locks 
O'er  the  fair  front  and  radiant  eyes  of  Day ; 
Night  followed,  clad  with  stars.     On  every  side 
More  horribly  the  multitudinous  streams 
Of  ocean's  mountainous  waste  to  mutual  war 
Rushed  in  dark  tumult  thimdering,  as  to  mock 
The  calm  and  spangled  sky.     The  little  boat 
Still  fled  before  the  storm ;  still  fled,  like  foam 
Down  the  steep  cataract  of  a  wintry  river ; 
Now  pausing  on  the  edge  of  the  riven  wave ; 
Now  leaving  far  behind  the  bursting  mass 
That  fell,  convulsing  ocean ;  safely  fled  — 
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As  if  that  frail  and  wasted  human  form 
Had  been  an  elemental  god. 

At  midnight 
The  moon  arose  ;  and  lo  !  the  ethereal  cliffs 
Of  Caucasus,  whose  icy  summits  shone 
Among  the  stars  like  sunlight,  and  around 
Whose  cavemed  base  the  whirlpools  and  the  waves 
Bursting  and  eddying  irresistibly 
Kage  and  resound  forever.  —  Who  shall  save  ?  — 
The  boat  fled  on,  —  the  boiling  torrent  drove,  — 
The  crags  closed  round  with  black  and  jagged 

arms, 
The  shattered  mountain  overhimg  the  sea, 
And  faster  still,  beyond  all  human  speed. 
Suspended  on  the  sweep  of  the  smooth  wave. 
The  little  boat  was  driven.     A  cavern  there 
Yawned,  and  amid  its  slajit  and  winding  depths 
Ingulfed  the  rushing  sea.     The  boat  fled  on 
With  imrelaxing  speed.  —  "  Vision  and  Love  I  " 
The  Poet  cried  aloud,  "  I  have  beheld 
The  path  of  thy  departure.     Sleep  and  death 
Shall  not  divide  us  long." 

The  boat  pursued 
The  windings  of  the  cavern.     Daylight  shone 
At  length  upon  that  gloomy  river's  flow ; 
Now,  where  the  fiercest  war  among  the  waves 
Is  calm,  on  the  unfathomable  stream 
The  boat  moved  slowly.     Where  the  mountain, 

riven. 
Exposed  those  black  depths  to  the  azure  sky. 
Ere  yet  the  flood's  enormous  volume  fell 
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Even  to  the  base  of  Caucasus,  with  sound 
That  shook  the  everlasting  rocks,  the  mass 
Filled  with  one  whirlpool  all  that  ample  chasm ; 
Stair  above  stair  the  eddying  waters  rose, 
Circling  immeasurably  fast,  and  laved 
With  alternating  dash  the  gnarled  roots 
Of  mighty  trees,  that  stretched  their  giant  arms 
In  darkness  over  it.     I'  the  midst  was  left, 
Reflecting  yet  distorting  every  cloud, 
A  pool  of  treacherous  and  tremendous  calm. 
Seized  by  the  sway  of  the  ascending  stream, 
With    dizzy    swiftness,    round    and    round    and 

roimd. 
Ridge  after  ridge  the  straining  boat  arose, 
Till  on  the  verge  of  the  extremest  curve. 
Where  through  an  opening  of  the  rocky  bank 
The  waters  overflow,  and  a  smooth  spot 
Of  glassy  quiet  'mid  those  battling  tides 
Is  left,  the  boat  paused  shuddering.  —  Shall  it  sink 
Down  the  abyss  ?     Shall  the  reverting  stress 
Of  that  resistless  gulf  embosom  it  ? 
Now  shall  it  fall  ?  —  A  wandering  stream  of  wind 
Breathed  from  the  west,  has  caught  the  expanded 

sail. 
And,  lo  !  with  gentle  motion  between  banks 
Of  mossy  slope,  and  on  a  placid  stream. 
Beneath  a  woven  grove,  it  sails,  and,  hark ! 
The  ghastly  torrent  mingles  its  far  roar 
With  the  breeze  murmuring  in  the  musical  woods. 
Where  the  embowering  trees  recede,  and  leave 
A  little  space  of  green  expanse,  the  cove 
Is  closed  by  meeting  banks,  whose  yellow  flowers 
Forever  gaze  on  their  own  drooping  eyes, 
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Beflected  in  the  crystal  calm.     The  wave 

Of  the  boat's  motion  marred  their  pensive  task, 

Which  naught  but  vagrant  bird,  or  wanton  wind, 

Or  falling  8pear.^:ra«s,  or  Aeir  own  decay 

Had  e'er  disturbed  before.     The  Poet  longed 

To  deck  with  their  bright  hues  his  withered  hair, 

But  on  his  heart  its  solitude  returned, 

And  he  forbore.     Not  the  strong  impulse  hid 

In  those  flushed  cheeks,  bent  eyes,  and  shadowy 

frame. 
Had  yet  performed  its  minisiry ;  it  hung 
Upon  his  life,  as  lightning  in  a  cloud 
Gleams,  hovering  ere  it  vanish,  ere  the  floods 
Of  night  close  over  it. 

The  noonday  sun 
Now  shone  upon  the  forest,  one  vast  mass 
Of  mingling  shade,  whose  brown  magnificence 
A  narrow  vale  embosoms.     There,  huge  caves. 
Scooped  in  the  dark  base  of  their  aery  rocks, 
Mocking  its  moans,  respond  and  roar  forever. 
The  meeting  boughs  and  implicated  leaves 
Wove  twilight  o'er  the  Poet's  path,  as,  led 
By  love,  or  dream,  or  god,  or  mightier  Death, 
He  sought  in  Nature's  dearest  haunt  some  bank, 
Her  cradle  and  his  sepulchre.     More  dark 
And  dark  the  shades  accimiulate.     The  oak. 
Expanding  its  immense  and  knotty  arms. 
Embraces  the  light  beech.     The  pyramids 
Of  the  tall  cedar  overarching  frame 
Most  solemn  domes  within,  and  far  below. 
Like  clouds  suspended  in  an  emerald  sky, 
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The  ash  and  the  acacia  floating  hang 

Tremulous     and    pale.     Like    restless   serpents, 

clothed 
In  rainbow  and  in  fire,  the  parasites, 
Starred  with  ten  thousand  blossoms,  flow  around 
The  gray  trunks,  and,  as  gamesome  infants'  eyes. 
With  gentle  meanings,  and  most  innocent  wiles. 
Fold  their  beams  round  the  hearts  of  those  that 

love. 
These    twine    their    tendrils    with    the    wedded 

boughs, 
Uniting  their  close  imion ;  the  woven  leaves 
Make  network  of  the  dark  blue  light  of  day 
And  the  night's  noontide  clearness,  mutable 
As  shapes  in  the  weird  clouds.     Soft  mossy  lawns 
Beneath  these  canopies  extend  their  swells. 
Fragrant   with  perfimied    herbs,   and  eyed  with 

blooms 
Minute  yet  beautiful.     One  darkest  glen 
Sends  from  its  woods  of  musk-rose  twined  with 

jasmine 
A  soul-dissolving  odor  to  invite 
To    some    more    lovely   mystery.     Through   the 

deU 
Silence  and  Twilight  here,  twin-sisters,  keep 
Their  noonday  watch,  and  sail  among  the  shades. 
Like  vaporous  shapes  haK-seen  ;  beyond,  a  well. 
Dark,  gleaming,  and  of  most  translucent  wave, 
Images  all  the  woven  boughs  above. 
And  each  depending  leaf,  and  every  speck 
Of  azure  sky  darting  between  their  chasms  ; 
Nor  aught  else  in  the  liquid  mirror  laves 
Its  portraiture,  but  some  inconstant  star, 


^ 
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Between  one  f oliaged  lattice  twinkling  fair, 
Or  painted  bird,  sleeping  beneath  the  moon, 
Or  gorgeous  insect  floating  motionless^ 
Unconscious  of  the  day,  ere  yet  his  wings 
Have  spread  their  glories  to  the  gaze  of  noon. 

Hither  the  Poet  came.     His  eyes  beheld 
Their  own  wan  light  through  the  reflected  lines 
Of  his  thin  hair,  distinct  in  the  dark  depth 
Of  that  still  fountain ;  as  the  himian  heart, 
Gazing  in  dreams  over  the  gloomy  grave. 
Sees  its  own  treacherous  likeness  there.     He  heard 
The  motion  of  the  leaves  —  the  grass  that  sprung 
Startled  and  glanced  and  trembled  even  to  feel 
An  unaccustomed  presence  —  and  the  soimd 
Of  the  sweet  brook  that  from  the  secret  springs 
Of  that  dark  fountain  rose.     A  Spirit  seemed 
To  stand  beside  him  —  clothed  in  no  bright  robes 
Of  shadowy  silver  or  enshrining  light, 
Borrowed  from  aught  the  visible  world  affords 
Of  grace,  or  majesty,  or  mystery ; 
But  imdulating  woods,  and  silent  well. 
And  leaping  rivulet,  and  evening  gloom 
Now  deepening  the  dark   shades,  for  speech  as- 
suming. 
Held  commune  with  him,  as  if  he  and  it 
Were  all  that  was  ;  only  —  when  his  regard 
Was  raised  by  intense  pensiveness  —  two  eyes. 
Two  starry  eyes,  hung  in  the  gloom  of  thought. 
And  seemed  with  their  serene  and  azure  smiles 
To  beckon  him. 
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Obedient  to  the  light 
That  shone  within  his  soul,  he  went,  pursuing 
The  windings  of  the  dell.     The  rivulet, 
Wanton  and  wild,  through  many  a  green  ravine 
Beneath  the  forest  flowed.     Sometimes  it  fell 
Among  the  moss  with  hollow  harmony 
Dark  and  profound.     Now  on  the  polished  stones 
It  danced,  like  childhood  laughing  as  it  went ; 
Then,  through  the  plain  in  tranquil  wanderings 

crept, 
Reflecting  every  herb  and  drooping  bud 
That  overhung  its  quietness.  —  "  O  stream ! 
Whose  source  is  inaccessibly  profound, 
Whither  do  thy  mysterious  waters  tend  ? 
Thou  imagest  my  life.     Thy  darksome  stillness, 
Thy  dazzling  waves,  thy  loud  and  hollow  gulfs, 
Thy  searchless  fountain  and  invisible  course. 
Have  each  their  type  in  me ;  and  the  wide  sky 
And  measureless  ocean  may  declare  as  soon 
What  oozy  cavern  or  what  wandering  cloud 
Contains  thy  waters,  as  the  universe 
Tell  where    these    living   thoughts   reside,   when 

stretched 
Upon  thy  flowers  my  bloodless  limbs  shall  waste 
I'  the  passing  wind  !  " 

Beside  the  grassy  shore 
Of  the  small  stream  he  went ;  he  did  impress 
On  the  green  moss  his  tremulous  step,  that  caught 
Strong  shuddering  from  his  burning  limbs.     As 

one 
Roused  by  some  joyous  madness  from  the  couch 
Of  fever,  he  did  move ;  yet  not  like  him 


0»-«7]        THE  SPIRIT  OF  SOLITUDE.  105 

Forgetful  of  the  grave,  where,  when  the  flame 
Of  his  frail  exultation  shall  be  spent, 
He  must  descend.     With  rapid  steps  he  went 
Beneath  the  shade  of  trees,  beside  the  flow 
Of  the  wild  babbling  rivulet ;  and  now 
The  forest's  solemn  canopies  were  changed 
For  the  uniform  and  lightsome  evening  sky. 
Gray  rocks  did  peep  from  the  spare  moss,  and 

stemmed 
The  struggling  brook ;  tall  spires  of  windlestrae 
Threw  their  thin  shadows  down  the  rugged  slope. 
And  nought  but  gnarled  roots  of  ancient  pines 
Branchless  and  blasted,  clenched  with  grasping 

roots 
The  unwilling  soil.     A  gradual  change  was  here 
Yet  ghastly.     For,  as  fast  years  flow  away. 
The  smooth  brow  gathers,  and  the  hair  grows  thin 
And  white,  and  where  irradiate  dewy  eyes 
Had  shone,  gleam  stony  orbs  :  —  so  from  his  steps 
Bright  flowers  departed,  and  the  beautiful  shade 
Of  the  green  groves,  with  all  their  odorous  winds 
And  musical  motions.     Calm  he  still  pursued 
The  stream,  that  with  a  larger  volume  now 
Rolled  through  the  labyrinthine  dell ;  and  there 
Fretted  a  path  through  its  descending  curves 
With  its  wintry  speed.     On  every  side  now  rose 
Rocks,  which,  in  unimaginable  forms. 
Lifted  their  black  and  barren  pinnacles 
In  the  light  of  evening,  and  its  precipice 
Obscuring  the  ravine,  disclosed  above, 

530  rods  ||  trunks,  Rossetti. 

546  its  precipice  \\  amidst  precipices^  Forman  conj. ;  their  preci- 
pice, E.  S.  conj. 

547  inclosed,  Miss  Blind  conj. 
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'Mid  toppKng  stones,   black  gulfs  and  yawning 

caves, 
Whose  windings  gave  ten  thousand  various  tongues 
To  the  loud  stream.     Lo  !  where  the  pass  expands 
Its  stony  jaws,  the  abrupt  mountain  breaks, 
And  seems  with  its  accumulated  crags 
To  overhang  the  world  ;  for  wide  expand 
Beneath  the  wan  stars  and  descending  moon 
Islanded  seas,  blue  mountains,  mighty  streams. 
Dim  tracts  and  vast,  robed  in  the  lustrous  gloom 
Of  leaden-colored  even,  and  fiery  hills 
Mingling  their  flames  with  twilight,  on  the  verge 
Of  the  remote  horizon.     The  near  scene, 
In  naked  and  severe  simpKcity, 
Made  contrast  with  the  universe.     A  pine. 
Rock-rooted,  stretched  athwart  the  vacancy 
Its  swinging  boughs,  to  each  inconstant  blast 
Yielding  one  only  response  at  each  pause 
In  most  familiar  cadence,  with  the  howl, 
The  thunder  and  the  hiss  of  homeless  streams 
Mingling  its  solemn  song,  whilst  the  broad  river 
Foaming  and  hurrying  o'er  its  rugged  path. 
Fell  into  that  immeasurable  void. 
Scattering  its  waters  to  the  passing  winds. 

Yet  the  gray  precipice  and  solenm  pine 
And  torrent  were  not  all ;  — one  silent  nook 
Was  there.     Even  on  the  edge  of  that  vast  moun- 
tain. 
Upheld  by  knotty  roots  and  fallen  rocks, 
It  overlooked  in  its  serenity 
The  dark  earth  and  the  bending  vault  of  stars.  ' 

548  Mid  II  Hid  J  Madoz  Brown  oonj. 
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It  was  a  tranquil  spot  that  seemed  to  smile 

Even  in  the  lap  of  horror.     Ivy  clasped 

The  fissured  stones  with  its  entwining  arms, 

And  did  embower  with  leaves  forever  green 

And  berries  dark  the  smooth  and  even  space 

Of  its  inviolated  floor ;  and  here 

The  children  of  the  autumnal  whirlwind  bore 

In  wanton  sport  those  bright  leaves  whose  decay, 

Red,  yellow,  or  ethereally  pale. 

Rivals  the  pride  of  summer.     'Tis  the  haunt 

Of  every  gentle  wind  whose  breath  can  teach 

The  wilds  to  love  tranquillity.     One  step, 

One  human  step  alone,  has  ever  broken 

The  stillness  of  its  solitude ;  one  voice 

Alone  inspired  its  echoes  ;  —  even  that  voice 

Which  hither  came,  floating  among  the  winds. 

And  led  the  loveliest  among  human  forms 

To  make  their  wild  haimts  the  depository 

Of  all  the  grace  and  beauty  that  endued 

Its  motions,  render  up  its  majesty. 

Scatter  its  music  on  the  unfeeling  storm. 

And  to  the  damp  leaves  and  blue  cavern  mould, 

Nurses  of  rainbow  flowers  and  branching  moss, 

Commit  the  colors  of  that  varying  cheek. 

That  snowy  breast,  those  dark  and  drooping  eyes. 

The  dim  and  homed  moon  hirng  low,  and  poured 
A  sea  of  lustre  on  the  horizon's  verge 
That  overflowed  its  mountains.     Yellow  mist 
Filled  the  unbounded  atmosphere,  and  drank 
Wan  moonlight  even  to  fulness  ;  not  a  star 
Shone,  not  a  sound  was  heard ;  the  very  winds. 
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Danger's  grim  playmates,  on  that  precipice 
Slept,  clasped  in  his  embrace.  —  O  storm  of  death. 
Whose  sightless  speed  divides  this  sullen  night  1 
And  thou,  colossal  Skeleton,  that,  still 
Guiding  its  irresistible  career 
In  thy  devastating  omnipotence, 
Art  king  of  this  frail  world  1  from  the  red  field 
Of  slaughter,  from  the  reeking  hospital. 
The  patriot's  sacred  couch,  the  snowy  bed 
Of  innocence,  the  scaffold  and  the  throne, 
A  mighty  voice  invokes  thee  I     Euin  calls 
His  brother  Death !     A  rare  and  regal  prey 
He  hath  prepared,  prowling  around  the  world ; 
Glutted  with  which  thou  mayst  repose,  and  men 
Go  to  their  graves  like  flowers  or  creeping  worms. 
Nor  ever  more  offer  at  thy  dark  shrine 
The  unheeded  tribute  of  a  broken  heart. 

When  on  the  threshold  of  the  green  recess 
The  wanderer's  footsteps  fell,  he  knew  that  death 
Was  on  him.     Yet  a  little,  ere  it  fled. 
Did  he  resign  his  high  and  holy  soul 
To  images  of  the  majestic  past. 
That  paused  within  his  passive  being  now. 
Like  winds    that    bear    sweet  music,  when  they 

breathe 
Through    some    dim   latticed    chamber.     He  did 

place 
His  pale  lean  hand  upon  the  rugged  trunk 
Of  the  old  pine ;  upon  an  ivied  stone 
Reclined  his  languid  head ;  his  limbs  did  rest, 
Diffused  and  motionless,  on  the  smooth  brink 
Of  that  obscurest  chasm ;  —  and  thus  he  lay, 
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Surrendering  to  their  final  impulses 
The  hovering  powers  of  life.     Hope  and  Despair, 
The  torturers,  slept ;  no  mortal  pain  or  fear 
Marred  his  repose ;  the  influxes  of  sense 
And  his  own  being,  unalloyed  by  pain, 
Yet  feebler  and  more  feeble,  calmly  fed 
The  stream  of  thought,  till  he  lay  breathing  there 
At  peace,  and  faintly  smiling.     His  last  sight 
Was  the  great  moon,  which  o'er  the  western  line 
Of  the  wide  world  her  mighty  horn  suspended, 
With  whose  dim  beams  inwoven  darkness  seemed 
To  mingle.     Now  upon  the  jagged  hills 
It  rests ;  and  still  as  the  divided  frame 
Of  the  vast  meteor  sunk,  the  Poet's  blood. 
That  ever  beat  in  mystic  sympathy 
With  Nature's  ebb  and  flow,  grew  feebler  still ; 
And  when  two  lessening  points  of  light  alone 
Gleamed  through  the  darkness,  the  alternate  gasp 
Of  his  faint  respiration  scarce  did  stir 
The  stagnate  night :  —  till  the  minutest  ray 
Was  quenched,  the  pulse  yet  lingered  in  his  heart. 
It  paused  —  it  fluttered.      But  when  heaven  re- 
mained 
Utterly  black,  the  murky  shades  involved 
An  image  silent,  cold,  and  motionless. 
As  their  own  voiceless  earth  and  vacant  air. 
Even  as  a  vapor  fed  with  golden  beams 
That  ministered  on  sunlight,  ere  the  west 
Eclipses  it,  was  now  that  wondrous  frame  — 
No  sense,  no  motion,  no  divinity  — 
A  fragile  lute,  on  whose  harmonious  strings 

647  horns,  James  Thomson  conj. 

648  dim,  James  Thomson  conj. 
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The  breath  of  heaven  did  wander  —  a  bright  stream 

Once  fed  with  many-voicdd  waves  —  a  dream 

Of  youth,  which  night  and  time  have  quenched 

forever  — 
Still,  dark,  and  dry,  and  unremembered  now. 

Oh,  for  Medea's  wondrous  alchemy, 
Which  wheresoe'er  it  fell  made  the  earth  gleam 
With  bright  flowers,  and  the  wintry  boughs  exhale 
From  vernal  blooms  fresh  fragrance !     Oh,  that 

God, 
Profuse  of  poisons,  would  concede  the  chalice 
Which  but  one  living  man  has  drained,  who  now, 
Vessel  of  deathless  wrath,  a  slave  that  feels 
No  proud  exemption  in  the  blighting  curse 
He  bears,  over  the  world* wanders  forever. 
Lone  as  incarnate  death !     Oh,  that  the  dream 
Of  dark  magician  in  his  visioned  cave, 
Kaking  the  cinders  of  a  crucible 
For  life  and  power,  even  when  his  feeble  hand 
Shakes  in  its  last  decay,  were  the  true  law 
Of  this  so  lovely  world !     But  thou  art  fled. 
Like  some  frail  exhalation,  which  the  dawn 
Robes  in  its  golden  beams,  —  ah  !  thou,  hast  fled  1 
The  brave,  the  gentle  and  the  beautiful. 
The  child  of  grace  and  genius.     Heartless  things 
Are  done  and  said  i'  the  world,  and  many  worms 
And  beasts  and  men  live  on,  and  mighty  Earth 
From  sea  and  moimtain,  city  and  wilderness. 
In  vesper  low  or  joyous  orison. 
Lifts  still  its  solemn  voice  :  —  but  thou  art  fled  - 
Thou  canst  no  longer  know  or  love  the  shapes 
Of  this  phantasmal  scene,  who  have  to  thee 
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Been  purest  ministers,  who  are,  alas ! 

Now  thou  art  not  1     Upon  those  pallid  lips 

So  sweet  even  in  their  silence,  on  those  eyes 

That  image  sleep  in  death,  upon  that  form 

Yet  safe  from  the  worm's  outrage,  let  no  tear 

Be  shed  —  not  even  in  thought.     Nor,  when  those 

hues 
Are  gone,  and  those  divinest  lineaments. 
Worn  by  the  senseless  wind,  shall  live  alone 
In  axe  fiail  pauses  of  this  siinple  stain, 
Let  not  high  verse,  mourning  the  memory 
Of  that  which  is  no  more,  or  painting's  woe 
Or  sculpture,  speak  in  feeble  imagery 
Their  own  cold  powers.     Art  and  eloquence. 
And  all  the  shows  o'  the  world,  are  frail  and  vain 
To  weep  a  loss  that  turns  their  lights  to  shade. 
It  is  a  woe  "  too  deep  for  tears,"  when  all 
Is  reft  at  once,  when  some  surpassing  Spirit, 
Whose  light  adorned  the  world  around  it,  leaves 
Those  who  remain  behind,  not  sobs  or  groans. 
The  passionate  tumult  of  a  clinging  hope ; 
But  pale  despair  and  cold  tranquillity. 
Nature's  vast  frame,  the  web  of  himian  things. 
Birth  and  the  grave,  that  are  not  as  they  were. 
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PREFACE 

The  Poem  which  I  now  present  to  the  world  is  an  at- 
tempt from  which  I  scarcely  dare  to  expect  success,  and  in 
which  a  writer  of  established  fame  might  fail  without  dis- 
grace. It  is  an  experiment  on  the  temper  of  the  pubHc  mind 
as  to  how  far  a  thirst  for  a  happier  condition  of  moral  and 
political  society  survives,  among  the  enlightened  and  refined, 
the  tempests  which  have  shaken  the  age  in  which  we  live. 
I  have  sought  to  enlist  the  harmony  of  metrical  language, 
the  ethereal  combinations  of  the  fancy,  the  rapid  and  subtle 
transitions  of  human  passion,  all  those  elements  which  essen- 
tially compose  a  poem,  in  the  cause  of  a  liberal  and  compre- 
hensive morality ;  and  in  the  view  of  kindling  within  the 
bosoms  of  my  readers  a  virtuous  enthusiasm  for  those  doc- 
trines of  liberty  and  justice,  that  faith  and  hope  in  some- 
thing good,  which  neither  violence,  nor  misrepresentation, 
nor  prejudice,  can  ever  totally  extinguish  among  mankind. 

For  this  purpose  I  have  chosen  a  story  of  human  passion 
in  its  most  universal  character,  diversified  with  moving  and 
romantic  adventures,  and  appealing,  in  contempt  of  all  arti- 
ficial opinions  or  institutions,  to  the  common  sympathies  of 
every  human  breast.  I  have  made  no  attempt  to  recom- 
mend the  motives  which  I  would  substitute  for  those  at  pres- 
ent governing  mankind,  by  methodical  and  systematic  argu- 
ment. I  would  only  awaken  the  feelings,  so  that  the  reader 
should  see  the  beauty  of  true  virtue,  and  be  incited  to  those 
inquiries  which  have  led  to  my  moral  and  political  creed, 
and  that  of  some  of  the  sublimest  intellects  in  the  world. 
The  Poem  therefore  (with  the  exception  of  the  first  Canto, 
which  is  purely  introductory)  is  narrative,  not  didactic.  It 
is  a  succession  of  pictures  illustrating  the  growth  and  prog- 
ress of  individual  mind  aspiring  after  excellence  and  de- 
voted to  the  love  of  mankind  ;  its  influence  in  refining  and 
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making  pure  the  most  daring  and  uncommon  impulses  of  the 
imagination,  the  understanding,  and  the  senses  ;  its  impa- 
tience at  ''all  the  oppressions  which  are  done  under  the 
sun  ; "  its  tendency  to  awaken  public  hope  and  to  enlighten 
and  improve  mankind  ;  the  rapid  effects  of  the  application 
of  that  tendency  ;  the  awakening  of  an  inmiense  nation 
from  their  slavery  and  degradation  to  a  true  sense  of  moral 
dignity  and  freedom  ;  the  bloodless  dethronement  of  their 
oppressors  and  the  unveiling  of  the  religious  frauds  by 
which  they  had  been  deluded  into  submission  ;  the  tranquil- 
lity of  successful  patriotism  and  the  universal  toleration  and 
benevolence  of  true  philanthropy ;  the  treachery  and  bar- 
barity of  hired  soldiers  ;  vice  not  the  object  of  punishment 
and  hatred,  but  kindness  and  pity ;  the  faithlessness  of  ty- 
rants; the  confederacy  of  the  Rulers  of  the  World  and  the 
restoration  of  the  expelled  Dynasty  by  foreign  arms ;  the 
massacre  and  extermination  of  the  Patriots  and  the  victory 
of  established  power  ;  the  consequences  of  legitimate  despo- 
tism, —  civil  war,  famine,  plague,  superstition,  and  an  utter 
extinction  of  the  domestic  affections  ;  the  judicial  murder 
of  the  advocates  of  liberty  ;  the  temporary  triumph  of  op- 
pression, that  secure  earnest  of  its  final  and  inevitable  fall; 
the  transient  nature  of  ignorance  and  error  and  the  eternity 
of  genius  and  virtue.  Such  is  the  series  of  delineations  of 
which  the  Poem  consists.  And  if  the  lofty  passions  with 
which  it  has  been  my  scope  to  distinguish  this  story  shall 
not  excite  in  the  reader  a  generous  impulse,  an  ardent  thirst 
for  excellence,  an  interest  profound  and  strong,  such  as  be- 
longs to  no  meaner  desires,  let  not  the  failure  be  imputed  to 
a  natural  unfitness  for  human  sympathy  in  these  sublime  and 
animating  themes.  It  is  the  business  of  the  poet  to  commu- 
nicate to  others  the  pleasure  and  the  enthusiasm  arising  out 
of  those  images  and  feelings  in  the  vivid  presence  of  which 
within  his  own  mind  consists  at  once  his  inspiration  and  his 
reward. 

The  panic  which,  like  an  epidemic  transport,  seized  upon 
all  classes  of  men  during  the  excesses  consequent  upon  the 
French  Revolution,  is  gradually  giving  place  to  sanity.  It 
has  ceased  to  be  believed  that  whole  generations  of  man- 
kind ought  to  consign  themselves  to  a  hopeless  inheritance 
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of  ignorance  and  miseiy  because  a  nation  of  men  who  had 
been  dupes  and  slaves  for  centuries  were  incapable  of  con- 
ducting themselves  with  the  wisdom  and  tranquillity  of  free- 
men so  soon  as  some  of  their  fetters  were  partially  loosened. 
That  their  conduct  could  not  have  been  marked  by  any  other 
characters  than  ferocity  and  thoughtlessness  is  the  historical 
fact  from  which  liberty  derives  all  its  recommendations,  and 
falsehood  the  worst  features  of  its  deformity.  There  is  a 
reflux  in  the  tide  of  human  things  which  bears  the  ship- 
wrecked hopes  of  men  into  a  secure  haven  after  the  storms 
are  past.  Methinks  those  who  now  live  have  survived  an 
age  of  despair. 

The  French  Revolution  may  be  considered  as  one  of  those 
manifestations  of  a  general  state  of  feeling  among  civilized 
mankind,  produced  by  a  defect  of  correspondence  between 
the  knowledge  existing  in  society  and  the  improvement  or 
gradual  abolition  of  political  institutions.  The  year  1788 
may  be  assumed  as  the  epoch  of  one  of  the  most  important 
crises  produced  by  this  feeling.  The  sympathies  connected 
with  that  event  extended  to  every  bosom.  The  most  generous 
and  amiable  natures  were  those  which  participated  the  most 
extensively  in  these  sympathies.  But  such  a  degree  of  unmin- 
gled  good  was  expected  as  it  was  impossible  to  realize.  If 
the  Revolution  had  been  in  every  respect  prosperous,  then 
misrule  and  superstition  would  lose  half  their  claims  to  our 
abhorrence,  as  fetters  which  the  captive  can  unlock  with  the 
slightest  motion  of  his  fingers,  and  which  do  not  eat  with 
poisonous  rust  into  the  soul.  The  revulsion  occasioned  by 
the  atrocities  of  the  demagogues  and  the  reSstablishment  of 
successive  tyrannies  in  France  was  terrible,  and  felt  in  the 
remotest  corner  of  the  civilized  world.  Could  they  listen 
to  the  plea  of  reason  who  had  groaned  under  the  calamities 
of  a  social  state,  according  to  the  provisions  of  which  one 
man  riots  in  luxury  whilst  another  famishes  for  want  of 
bread  ?  Can  he  who  the  day  before  was  a  trampled  slave 
suddenly  become  liberal-minded,  forbearing,  and  indepen- 
dent ?  This  is  the  consequence  of  the  habits  of  a  state  of 
society  to  be  produced  by  resolute  perseverance  and  indefati- 
gable hope,  and  long-suffering  and  long-believing  courage, 
and  the  systematic  efforts  of  generations  of  men  of  intellect 
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and  virtue.  Such  is  the  lesson  which  experience  teaches  now. 
But  on  the  first  reverses  of  hope  in  the  prog^ress  of  French 
liberty,  the  sanguine  eagerness  for  good  overleapt  the  solu- 
tion of  these  questions,  and  for  a  time  extinguished  itself  in 
the  ^unexpectedness  of  their  result.  Thus  many  of  the  most 
ardent  and  tender-hearted  of  the  worshippers  of  public  good 
have  been  morally  ruined  by  what  a  partial  glimpse  of  the 
events  they  deplored  appeared  to  show  as  the  melancholy 
desolation  of  all  their  cherished  hopes.  Hence  gloom  and 
misanthropy  have  become  the  characteristics  of  the  age  in 
which  we  live,  the  solace  of  a  disappointment  that  uncon- 
sciously finds  relief  only  in  the  wilful  exaggeration  of  its 
own  despair.  This  influence  has  tainted  the  literature  of  the 
age  with  the  hopelessness  of  the  minds  from  which  it  flows. 
Metaphysics,^  and  inquiries  into  moral  and  political  science, 
have  become  little  else  than  vain  attempts  to  revive  exploded 
superstitions,  or  sophisms  like  those  ^  of  Mr.  Malthus,  cal- 
culated to  lull  the  oppressors  of  mankind  into  a  security 
of  everlasting  triumph.  Our  works  of  fiction  and  poetry 
have  been  overshadowed  by  the  same  infectious  gloom.  But 
mankind  appear  to  me  to  be  emerging  from  their  trance. 
I  am  aware,  methinks,  of  a  slow,  gradual,  silent  change.  In 
that  belief  I  have  composed  the  following  Poem. 

I  do  not  presume  to  enter  into  competition  with  our 
greatest  contemporary  poets.  Yet  1  am  unwilling  to  tread 
in  the  footsteps  of  any  who  have  preceded  me.  I  have 
sought  to  avoid  the  imitation  of  any  style  of  language  or 
versification  peculiar  to  the  original  minds  of  which  it  is  the 
character,  designing  that  even  if  what  I  have  produced  be 
worthless,  it  should  still  be  properly  my  own.  Nor  have  I 
permitted  any  system  relating  to  mere  words  to  divert  the 

^  I  ought  to  except  Sir  W.  Drummond's  Academical  Questions; 
a  volume  of  very  acute  and  powerful  metaphysical  criticism. 

^  It  is  remarkable,  as  a  symptom  of  the  revival  of  public  hope, 
that  Mr.  Malthus  has  assigned,  in  the  later  editions  of  his  work, 
an  indefinite  dominion  to  moral  restraint  over  the  principle  of 
population.  This  concession  answers  all  the  inferences  from  his 
doctrine  unfavorable  to  human  improvement,  and  reduces  the 
Essay  on  Population  to  a  commentary  illustrative  of  the  unan- 
swerableness  of  Political  Justice. 
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attention  of  the  reader  from  whatever  interest  I  may  have 
succeeded  in  creating,  to  my  own  ingenuity  in  contriving  to 
disg^t  them  ^  according  to  the  rales  of  criticism.  I  have 
simply  clothed  my  thoughts  in  what  appeared  to  me  the 
most  obvious  and  appropriate  language.  A  person  familiar 
with  Nature,  and  with  the  most  celebrated  productions  of 
the  human  mind,  can  scarcely  err  in  following  the  instinct, 
with  respect  to  selection  of  language,  produced  by  that  fa- 
miliarity. 

There  is  an  education  peculiarly  fitted  for  a  poet,  with- 
out which  genius  and  sensibility  can  hardly  fill  the  circle  of 
their  capacities.  No  education  indeed  can  entitle  to  this 
appellation  a  dull  and  unobservant  mind,  or  one,  though 
neither  dull  nor  unobservant,  in  which  the  channels  of  com- 
munication between  thought  and  expression  have  been  ob- 
structed or  closed.  How  far  it  is  my  fortune  to  belong  to 
either  of  the  latter  classes  I  cannot  know.  I  aspire  to  be 
something  better.  The  circumstances  of  my  accidental  edu- 
cation have  been  favorable  to  this  ambition.  I  have  been 
familiar  from  boyhood  with  mountains  and  lakes,  and  the 
sea,  and  the  solitude  of  forests  ;  Danger  which  sports  upon 
the  brink  of  precipices  has  been  my  playmate.  I  have  trod- 
den the  glaciers  of  the  Alps,  and  lived  under  the  eye  of 
Mont  Blanc.  I  have  been  a  wanderer  among  distant  fields. 
I  have  sailed  down  mighty  rivers,  and  seen  the  sun  rise  and 
set,  and  the  stars  come  forth,  whilst  I  have  sailed  night  and 
day  down  a  rapid  stream  among  mountains.  I  have  seen 
populous  cities,  and  have  watched  the  passions  which  rise 
and  spread,  and  sink  and  change,  amongst  assembled  multi- 
tudes of  men.  I  have  seen  the  theatre  of  the  more  visible 
ravages  of  tyranny  and  war,  cities  and  villages  reduced  to 
scattered  groups  of  black  and  roofless  houses,  and  the  naked 
inhabitants  sitting  famished  upon  their  desolated  thresholds. 
I  have  conversed  with  living  men  of  genius.  The  poetry 
of  ancient  Greece  and  Rome,  and  modem  Italy,  and  our 
own  country,  has  been  to  me  like  external  nature,  a  passion 
and  an  enjoyment.  Such  are  the  sources  from  which  the 
materials  for  the  imagery  of  my  Poem  have  been  drawn. 
I  have  considered  poetry  in  its  most  comprehensive  sense, 

^  hini^  Rossetti. 
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and  have  read  the  poets  and  the  historians,  and  the  meta- 
physicians ^  whose  writings  have  been  accessible  to  me,  and 
have  looked  upon  the  beautifol  and  majestic  scenery  of  the 
earth,  as  common  sources  of  those  elements  which  it  is  the 
province  of  the  poet  to  embody  and  combine.  Yet  the  ex- 
perience and  the  feelings  to  which  I  refer  do  not  in  them- 
selves constitute  men  poets,  but  only  prepares  '  them  to  be 
the  auditors  of  those  who  are.  How  far  I  shall  be  found  to 
possess  that  more  essential  attribute  of  poetry,  the  power 
of  awakening  in  others  sensations  like  those  which  animate 
my  own  bosom,  is  that  which,  to  speak  sincerely,  I  know 
not;  and  which,  with  an  acquiescent  and  contented  spirit, 
I  expect  to  be  taught  by  the  effect  which  I  shall  produce 
upon  those  whom  I  now  address. 

1  have  avoided,  as  I  have  said  before,  the  imitation  of 
any  contemporary  style.  But  there  must  be  a  resemblance, 
which  does  not  depend  upon  their  own  will,  between  all  the 
writers  of  any  particular  age.  They  cannot  escape  from 
subjection  to  a  common  influence  which  arises  out  of  an  in- 
finite combination  of  circumstances  belonging  to  the  times 
in  which  they  live,  though  each  is  in  a  degree  the  author  of 
the  very  influence  by  which  his  being  is  thus  pervaded. 
Thus,  the  tragic  poets  of  the  age  of  Pericles ;  the  Italian 
revivers  of  ancient  learning;  those  mighty  intellects  of  our 
own  country  that  succeeded  the  Reformation,  the  translators 
of  the  Bible,  Shakespeare,  Spenser,  the  Dramatists  of  the 
reign  of  Elizabeth,  and  Lord  Bacon  ; '  the  colder  spirits  of 
the  interval  that  succeeded;  —  all  resemble  each  other,  and 
differ  from  every  other  in  their  several  classes.  In  this 
view  of  things.  Ford  can  no  more  be  called  the  imitator  of 
Shakespeare  than  Shakespeare  the  imitator  of  Ford.  There 
were  perhaps  few  other  points  of  resemblance  between  these 
two  men  than  that  which  the  universal  and  inevitable  influ- 
ence of  their  age  produced.    And  this  is  an  influence  which 

^  In  this  sense  there  may  be  such  a  thing  as  perfectibility  in 
works  of  fiction,  notwithstanding  the  concession  often  made  by 
the  advocates  of  human  improvement,  that  perfectibility  is  a 
term  applicable  only  to  science. 

2  prepare,  Forman. 

^  Milton  stands  alone  in  the  age  which  he  illumined. 
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neither  the  meanest  scribbler  nor  the  snblimest  genius  of 
any  era  can  escape;  and  which  I  have  not  attempted  to  es- 
cape. 

I  have  adopted  the  stanza  of  Spenser  (a  measure  inex- 
pressibly beautifol)  not  because  I  consider  it  a  finer  model 
of  poetical  harmony  than  the  blank  verse  of  Shakespeare  and 
Milton,  but  because  in  the  latter  there  is  no  shelter  for 
mediocrity;  you  must  either  succeed  or  fail.  This  perhaps 
an  aspiring  spirit  should  desire.  But  I  was  enticed  also  by 
the  brilliancy  and  magnificence  of  sound  which  a  mind  that 
has  been  nourished  upon  musical  thoughts  can  produce  by  a 
just  and  harmonious  arrangement  of  the  pauses  of  this  mea- 
sure. Yet  there  will  be  found  some  instances  where  I  have 
completely  failed  in  this  attempt,  and  one,  which  I  here  re- 
quest the  reader  to  consider  as  an  erratum,  where  there  is 
left  most  inadvertently  an  alexandrine  in  the  middle  of  a 
stanza. 

But  in  this,  as  in  every  other  respect,  I  have  written  fear- 
lessly. It  is  the  misfortune  of  this  age  that  its  writers,  too 
thoughtless  of  immortality,  are  exquisitely  sensible  to  tem- 
porary praise  or  blame.  They  write  with  the  fear  of  Re- 
views before  their  eyes.  This  system  of  criticism  sprang 
up  in  that  torpid  interval  when  poetry  was  not.  Poetry 
and  the  art  which  professes  to  regulate  and  limit  its  powers 
cannot  subsist  together.  Longinus  could  not  have  been  the 
contemporary  of  Homer,  nor  Boileau  of  Horace.  Yet  this 
species  of  criticism  never  presumed  to  assert  an  understand- 
ing of  its  own  ;  it  has  always,  unlike  true  science,  followed, 
not  preceded  the  opinion  of  mankind,  and  would  even  now 
bribe  with  worthless  adulation  some  of  our  greatest  poets 
to  impose  gratuitous  fetters  on  their  own  imaginations  and 
become  unconscious  accomplices  in  the  daily  murder  of  all 
genius  either  not  so  aspiring  or  not  so  fortunate  as  their 
own.  I  have  sought  therefore  to  write,  as  I  believe  that 
Homer,  Shakespeare,  and  Milton  wrote,  with  an  utter  dis- 
regard of  anonymous  censure.  I  am  certain  that  calumny 
and  misrepresentation,  though  it  may  move  me  to  compas- 
sion, cannot  disturb  my  peace.  I  shall  understand  the  ex- 
pressive silence  of  those  sagacious  enemies  who  dare  not 
trust  themselves  to  speak.     I  shall  endeavor  to  extract 
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from  the  midst  of  insult  and  contempt  and  maledietions 
those  admonitions  which  may  tend  to  correct  whatever  im- 
perfections such  censurers  may  discover  in  this  my  first 
serious  appeal  to  the  public.  If  certain  critics  were  as  clear- 
sighted as  they  are  malignant,  how  great  would  be  the  bene- 
fit to  be  derived  from  their  virulent  writings  !  As  it  is,  I 
fear  I  shall  be  malicious  enough  to  be  amused  with  their 
paltry  tricks  and  lame  invectives.  Should  the  public  judge 
that  my  composition  is  worthless,  I  shall  indeed  bow  before 
the  tribunal  from  which  Milton  received  his  crown  of  im- 
mortality, and  shall  seek  to  gather,  if  I  live,  strength  from 
that  defeat,  which  may  nerve  me  to  some  new  enterprise 
of  thought  which  may  not  be  worthless.  I  cannot  conceive 
that  Lucretius,  when  he  meditated  that  poem  whose  doo- 
trines  are  yet  the  basis  of  our  metaphysical  knowledge  and 
whose  eloquence  has  been  the  wonder  of  mankind,  wrote 
in  awe  of  such  censure  as  the  hired  sophists  of  the  impure 
and  superstitious  noblemen  of  Rome  might  affix  to  what  he 
should  produce.  It  ^  was  at  the  period  when  Greece  was 
led  captive  and  Asia  made  tributary  to  the  Republic,  fast 
verging  itself  to  slavery  and  ruin,  that  a  multitude  of  Syrian 
captives,  bigoted  to  the  worship  of  their  obscene  Ashtaroth, 
and  the  unworthy  successors  of  Socrates  and  Zeno,  found 
there  a  precarious  subsistence  by  administering,  under  the 
name  of  freedmen,  to  the  vices  and  vanities  of  the  great. 
These  wretched  men  were  skilled  to  plead,  with  a  superfi- 
cial but  plausible  set  of  sophisms,  in  favor  of  that  contempt 
for  virtue  which  is  the  portion  of  slaves,  and  that  faith  in 
portents,  the  most  fatal  substitute  for  benevolence  in  the 
imaginations  of  men,  which  arising  from  the  enslaved  com- 
munities of  the  East  then  first  began  to  overwhelm  the 
western  nations  in  its  stream.  Were  these  the  kind  of  men 
whose  disapprobation  the  wise  and  lofty-minded  Lucretius 
should  have  regarded  with  a  salutary  awe  ?    The  latest  and 

^  Asia  was  first  made  tributary,  Greece  was  enslaved  to  the 
Republic,  fast  verging  itself  to  slavery  and  min,  and  a  multitude 
of  Syrian  captives  bigoted  to  the  worship  of  their  obscene  Ashta- 
roth, and  the  unworthy  sncceosors  of  Socrates  and  Zeno,  found  a, 
Forman,  proof -leaf . 


PREFACE  123 

perhaps  the  meanest  of  those  who  follow  in  his  footsteps 
would  disdain  to  hold  life  on  such  conditions. 

The  Poem  now  presented  to  the  public  occupied  little 
more  than  six  months  in  the  composition.  That  period  has 
been  devoted  to  the  task  with  unremitting  ardor  and  en- 
thusiasm. I  have  1  exercised  a  watchful  and  earnest  criti- 
cism on  my  work  lui  it  grew  mider  my  hands.  I  would 
willingly  have  sent  it  forth  to  the  world  with  that  perfec- 
tion which  long  labor  and  revision  is  said  to  bestow.  But 
I  found  that  if  I  should  gain  something  in  exactness  by  this 
method^  I  might  lose  much  of  the  newness  and  energy  of 
imagery  and  language  as  it  flowed  fresh  from  my  mind. 
And  although  the  mere  composition  occupied  no  more  than 
six  months,  the  thoughts  thus  arranged  were  slowly  gathered 
in  as  many  years. 

I  trust  that  the  reader  will  carefully  distinguish  between 
those  opinions  which  have  a  dramatic  propriety  in  reference 
to  the  characters  which  they  are  designed  to  elucidate,  and 
such  as  are  properly  my  own.  The  erroneous  and  degrad- 
ing idea  which  men  have  ^  conceived  of  a  Supreme  Being, 
for  instance,  is  spoken  against,  but  not  the  Supreme  Being 
itself.  The  belief  which  some  superstitious  persons  whom 
I  have  brought  upon  the  stage  entertain  •  of  the  Deity,  as 
injurious  to  the  character  of  his  benevolence,  is  widely 
different  from  my  own.  In  recommending  also  a  great  and 
important  change  in  the  spirit  which  animates  the  social  in- 
stitutions of  mankind,  I  have  avoided  all  flattery  to  those 
violent  and  malignant  passions  of  our  nature  which  are  ever 
on  the  watch  to  mingle  with  and  to  alloy  the  most  beneficial 
innovations.  There  is  no  quarter  given  to  revenge,  or 
envy,  or  prejudice.  Love  is  celebrated  everywhere  as  the 
sole  law  which  should  govern  the  moral  world.^ 

^  have  omit,  Forman,  proof-leaf. 

*  men  have  \\  is,  Fonnan,  proof -leaf . 

'  entertain  .  . .  benevolence  ||  express  in  the  cruelty  and  malevolence 
of  God  J  Forman,  proof -leaf. 

*  In  the  personal  conduct  of  my  hero  and  heroine,  there  is  one 
circumstance  which  was  intended  to  startle  the  reader  from  the 
trance  of  ordinary  life.     It  was  my  object  to  break  through  the 
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enut  of  those  oatwom  o{niiioii8  on  wbich  establiahed  inrtitntioiM 
depend.  I  have  appealed  therefore  to  the  most  nrnTersal  of  all 
feelings,  and  have  endeayored  to  strengthen  the  moral  sense  by 
forbidding  it  to  waste  its  energies  in  seeking  to  avoid  aetioiis 
which  are  only  crimes  of  oonyention.  It  is  because  there  is  so 
great  a  moltitade  of  artificial  vices  that  there  are  so  few  real  tit- 
tnes.  Those  feelings  alone  which  are  benevolent  or  malevolent 
are  essentially  good  or  bad.  The  circomstanoe  of  which  I  speak 
was  introdncedy  however,  merely  to  aoonstom  men  to  that  charity 
and  toleration  which  the  exhibition  of  a  practice  widely  differing 
from  their  own  has  a  tendency  to  promote.^  Nothing  indeed  can 
be  more  mischievous  than  many  actions  innocent  in  themselves 
which  might  bring  down  npon  individuals  the  bigoted  contempt 
and  rage  of  the  moltitade.    Shelley,  1818^. 

1  The  sentiments  oonneotod  with  and  chuacteriitio  of  this  drenniatsnoe 
have  no  personal  ref  erenoe  to  the  writer. 
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There  is  no  danger  to  a  man  that  knows 
Wliat  life  and  death  is :  there's  not  any  law 
Exceeds  his  knowledge ;  neither  is  it  lawful 
That  he  should  stoop  to  any  other  law. 

GhAPICAKi 


V 


TO  MARY 


So  now  my  summer-task  is  ended,  Mary, 
And  I  return  to  thee,  mine  own  heart's  home ; 
As  to  his  Queen  some  victor  Knight  of  Faery, 
Earning  bright  spoik  for  her  enchanted  dome ; 
Nor  thou  disdain,  that  ere  my  fame  become 
A  star  amon£^  the  stars  of  mortal  night, 

Its  doubtful  promise  thus  I  would  umte 

With  thy  beloved  name,  thou  Child  of  love  and 

Kght. 

n 

The  toil  which  stole  from  thee   so  many  an 

hour. 
Is  ended,  —  and  the  fruit  is  at  thy  feet ! 
No  longer  where  the  woods  to  frame  a  bower 
With  interlaced  branches  mix  and  meet. 
Or  where,  with  sound  like  many  voices  sweet. 
Water-falls  leap  among  wild  islands  green. 
Which  framed  for  my  lone  boat  a  lone  retreat 
Of  moss-grown   trees    and  weeds,   shall  I  be 

seen; 
But  beside  thee,  where  still  my  heart  has  ever 

been. 
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in 

Thoughts  of  great  deeds  were  mine,  dear  Friend, 

when  first 
The  clouds  which  wrap  this  world  from  youth 

did  pass. 
I  do  remember  well  the  hour  which  burst 
My  spirit's  sleep.     A  fresh  May-dawn  it  was. 
When  I  walked  forth  upon  the  glittering  grass, 
And  wept,  I  knew  not  why ;  until  there  rose 
From  the  near  school-room  voices  that,  alas ! 
Were  but  one  echo  from  a  world  of  woes  — 
The  harsh  and  gratmg  strife  of  tyrants  and  of 

foes. 

IV 

And  then  I  clasped  my  hands  and  looked  around. 
But  none  was  near  to  mock  my  streaming  eyes. 
Which  poured  their  warm  drops  on  the  sunny 

ground  — 
So  without  shame  I  spake :  —  "I  will  be  wise. 
And  just,  and  free,  and  mild,  if  in  me  lies 
Such  power,  for  I  grow  weary  to  behold 
The  selfish  and  the  strong  still  tyrannize 
Without  reproach  or  check."     I  then  controlled 
My  tears,  my  heart  grew  calm,  and  I  was  meek 
and  bold. 

V 

And  from  that  hour  did  I  with  earnest  thought 
Heap  knowledge  from  forbidden  mines  of  lore ; 
Yet  nothing  that  my  tyrants  knew  or  taught 
I  cared  to  learn,  but  from  that  secret  store 
Wrought  linked  armor  for  my  soul,  before 
It  might  walk  forth  to  war  among  mankind ; 
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Thus  power  and  hope  were  strengthened  more 

and  more 
Within  me,  till  there  came  upon  my  mind 
A  sense  of  loneliness,  a  thirst  with  which  I  pined. 

VI 

Alas,  that  love  should  be  a  blight  and  snare 
To  those  who  seek  all  sympathies  in  one ! 
Such  once  I  sought  in  vain ;  then  black  despair, 
The  shadow  of  a  starless  night,  was  thrown 
Over  the  world  in  which  I  moved  alone :  — 
Yet  never  foimd  I  one  not  false  to  me, 
Hard  hearts,  and  cold,  like  weights  of  icy  stone 
Which  crushed  and  withered  mine,  that  could 
not  be 
Aught  but  a  lifeless  clog,  until  revived  by  thee. 

vn 

Thou  Friend,   whose   presence   on  my  wintry 

heart 
Fell,  like   bright   Spring  upon    some  herbless 

plain; 
How  beautiful  and  calm  and  free  thou  wert 
In  thy  young  wisdom,  when  the  mortal  chain 
Of  Custom  thou  didst  burst  and  rend  in  twain. 
And  walked  as  free  as  light  the  clouds  among. 
Which  many  an  envious  slave  then  breathed  in 

vain 

yi  6  Yet  ||  yea,  Rossetti  oonj. 

6-7:  — 

One  whom  I  found  was  dear,  but  false  to  me, 
The  other^s  heart  was  like  a  heart  of  stoue. 

BoscombeMS. 
9  clog  II  clod,  Hossetti. 

Tii.  6  walk,  RossettL 
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From  his  dim  dmigeon,  and  my  spirit  sprung 

To  meet  thee  from  the  woes  which  had  begirt  it 

long! 

vm. 

No  more  alone  through  the  world's  wilderness, 
Although  I  trod  the  paths  of  high  intent, 
I  journeyed  now ;  no  more  companionless, 
Where  solitude  is  like  despair,  I  went. 
There  is  the  wisdom  of  a  stem  content 
When  Poverty  can  blight  the  just  and  good, 
When  Infamy  dares  mock  the  innocent. 
And  cherished  friends  turn  with  the  multitude 
To  trample:    this   was   ours,   and   we  unshaken 
stood! 

IX 

Now  has  descended  a  serener  hour, 

And  with  inconstant  fortune,  friends  return ; 

Though  suffering  leaves  the  knowledge  and  the 

power 
Which  says,  —  Let  scorn  be  not  repaid  with 

scorn. 
And  from  thy  side  two  gentle  babes  are  bom 
To  fill  our  home  with  smiles,  and  thus  are  we 
Most  fortunate  beneath  life's  beaming  mom ; 
And  these  delights,  and  thou,  have  been  to  me 
The  parents  of  the  Song  I  consecrate  to  thee. 


Is  it  that  now  my  inexperienced  fingers 
But  strike  the  prelude  of  a  loftier  strain  ? 
Or  must  the  lyre  on  which  my  spirit  lingers 
Soon  pause  in  silence,  ne'er  to  sound  again. 
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Though  it  might  shake   the  Anarch  Custom's 

reign, 
And  charm  the  minds  of  men  to  Truth's  own 

sway, 
HoHer  than  was  Amphion's  ?    I  would  fain 
Reply  in  hope  —  but  I  am  worn  away, 
And  Death  and  Love  are  yet  contending  for  their 

prey. 

XI 

And  what  art  thou?    I  know,  but  dare  not 

speak: 
Time  may  interpret  to  his  silent  years. 
Yet  in  the  paleness  of  thy  thoughtful  cheek, 
And  in  the  light  thine  ample  forehead  wears, 
And  in  thy  sweetest  smiles,  and  in  thy  tears, 
And  in  thy  gentle  speech,  a  prophecy 
Is  whispered  to  subdue  my  fondest  fears ; 
And,  through  thine  eyes,  even  in  thy  soul  I 

see 
A  lamp  of  vestal  fire  burning  internally. 

xn 

They  say  that  thou  wert  lovely  from  thy  birth, 
Of  glorious  parents  thou  aspiring  Child  I 
I  wonder  not  —  for  One  then  left  this  earth 
Whose  life  was  like  a  setting  planet  mild. 
Which  clothed  thee  in  the  radiance  undefiled 
Of  its  departing  glory ;  still  her  fame 
Shines  on  thee,  through  the  tempests  dark  and 

wild 
Which  shake  these  latter  days ;  and  ihou  canst 

claim 
The  shelter,  from  thy  Sire,  of  an  immortal  name. 
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XUI 

One  voice   came  forth  from  many  a  mighty 

spirit, 
Which  was  the  echo  of  three  thousand  years ; 
And  the  tumultuous  world  stood  mute  to  hear  it, 
As  some  lone  man  who  in  a  desert  hears 
The  music  of  his  home  :  —  unwonted  fears 
Fell  on  the  pale  oppressors  of  our  race, 
And   Faith,  and    Custom,    and  low-thoughted 

cares. 
Like  thunder-stricken  dragons,  for  a  space 
Left  the  torn  human  heart,  their  food  and  dwelling- 
place. 

XIV 

Truth's  deathless  voice  pauses  among  mankind  ! 
If  there  must  be  no  response  to  my  cry  — 
K  men  must  rise  and  stamp  with  fury  blind 
On   his   pure   name   who   loves  them,  —  thou 

and  I, 
Sweet  Friend  !  can  look  from  our  tranquillity 
Like    lamps     into     the     world's     tempestuous 

night,  — 
Two  tranquil  stars,  while  clouds  are  passing  by 
Which  wrap  them  from  the  foundering  seaman's 

sight, 
That  bum  from  year  to  year  with  unextinguished 

Hght. 
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When  the  last  hope  of  trampled  France  had 

failed 
Like  a  brief  dream  of  unremaining  glory, 
From  visions  of  despair  I  rose,  and  scaled 
The  peak  of  an  aerial  promontory, 
Whose  cavemed  base  with  the  vexed  surge  was 

hoary ; 
And  saw  the  golden   dawn  break  forth,   and 

waken 
Each  cloud  and  every  wave :  —  but  transitory 
The  calm ;    for   sudden,   the    firm    earth  was 

shaken. 
As  if  by  the  last  wreck  its  frame  were  overtaken. 

n 

So  as  I  stood,  one  blast  of  muttering  thunder 
Burst  in  far  peals  along  the  waveless  deep, 
When,  gathering  fast,  around,  above  and  under. 
Long  trains  of  tremulous  mist  began  to  creep, 
Until  their  complicating  lines  did  steep 
The  orient  sun  in  shadow :  —  not  a  sound 
Was  heard  ;  one  horrible  repose  did  keep 
The  forests  and  the  floods,  and  all  aroimd 
Darkness  more  dread  than  night  was  poured  upon 
the  ground. 
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m 

Hark  I  'tis  the  rushing  of  a  wind  that  sweeps 
Earth    and    the  ocean.      Seel    the  lightnings 

yawn, 
Deluging   Heaven   with  fire,    and   the  lashed 

deeps 
Glitter  and  boil  beneath !  it  rages  on, 
One  mighty  stream,  whirlwind  and  waves  up- 
thrown. 
Lightning,  and  hail,  and  darkness  eddying  by  I 
There  is  a  pause  —  the  sea-birds,  that  were  gone 
Into  their  caves  to  shriek,  come  forth  to  spy 
What  calm  has  f  all'n  on  earth,  what  light  is  in 
the  sky. 

IV 

For,  where  the  irresistible  storm  had  cloven 
That  fearful  darkness,  the  blue  sky  was  seen. 
Fretted  with  many  a  fair  cloud  interwoven 
Most  delicately,  and  the  ocean  green. 
Beneath  that  opening  spot  of  blue  serene. 
Quivered  like  burning  emerald;  calm  was  spread 
On  all  below ;  but  far  on  high,  between 
Earth  and  the  upper  air,  the  vast  clouds  fled, 
Coimtless  and  swift  as  leaves  on  autumn's  tempest 
shed. 

V 

For  ever  as  the  war  became  more  fierce 
Between  the  whirlwinds  and  the  rack  on  high. 
That   spot  grew  more   serene ;  blue  light  did 

pierce 
The  woof  of  those  white  clouds,  which  seemed 

to  lie 
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Far,  deep  and  motionless ;  while  through  tiie 

sky 
The  pallid  semicircle  of  the  moon 
Passed  on,  in  slow  and  moving  majesty ; 
Its  upper  horn  arrayed  in  mists,  which  soon, 
But  slowly,  fled,  like  dew  beneath  the  beams  of 

noon. 

VI 

I  could  not  choose  but  gaze  ;  a  fascination 
Dwelt  in  that  moon,  and  sky,  and  clouds,  which 

drew 
My  fancy  thither,  and  in  expectation 
Of  what  I  knew  not,  I  remained.     The  hue 
Of  the  white  moon,  amid  that  heaven  so  blue 
Suddenly  stained  with  shadow  did  appear ; 
A  speck,  a  cloud,  a  shape,  approaching  grew. 
Like  a  great  ship  in  the  sun's  sinking  sphere 
Beheld  afar  at  sea,  and  swift  it  came  anear. 

vn 

Even  like  a  bark,  which  from  a  chasm  of  moun- 
tains. 
Dark,  vast  and  overhanging,  on  a  river 
Which  there  collects  the  strength  of  all  its  foun- 
tains, 
Comes  forth,  whilst  with  the  speed  its  frame 

•doth  quiver, 
Sails,  oars  and  stream,  tending  to  one  endeavor ; 
So,  from  that  chasm  of  light  a  winged  Form 
On  all  the  winds  of  heaven  approaching  ever 
Floated,  dilating  as  it  came ;  the  storm 
Pursued  it  with  fierce  blasts,  and  lightnings  swift 
and  warm. 
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Tm 

A  conrBe  precipitous,  of  dizzy  speed. 
Suspending  thought  and  breath;  a  monstiaos 

sight! 
For  in  the  air  do  I  behold  indeed 
An  Eagle  and  a  Serpent  wreathed  in  fight:  — 
And  now,  relaxing  its  impetuous  flight. 
Before  the  aerial  rock  on  which  I  stood. 
The  f^agle,  hovering,  wheeled  to  left  and  right, 
And  hung  with  lingering  wings  over  the  flood. 
And  startled  with  its  yells  the  wide  air's  solitude. 


A  shaft  of  light  upon  its  wings  descended. 
And  every  golden  feather  gleamed  therein  — 
Feather  and  scale  inextricably  blended. 
The  Serpent's  mailed  and  many-colored  skin 
Shone  through  the  plumes  its  coils  were  twined 

within 
By  many  a  swollen  and  knotted  fold,  and  high 
And  far,  the  neck  receding  lithe  and  thin, 
Sustained  a  crested  head,  which  warily 
Shifted  and  glanced  before  the  Eagle's  steadfast 

eye. 

X 

Around,  around,  in  ceaseless  circles  wheeling 
With  clang  of  wings  and   scream,  the  Eagle 

sailed 
Incessantly  —  sometimes  on  high  concealing 
Its  lessening  orbs,  sometimes  as  if  it  failed, 
Droopetl  through  the  air ;  and  still  it  shrieked 

and  wailed. 
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And  casting  back  its  eager  head,  with  beak 
And  talon  unremittingly  assailed 
The  wreathed  Serpent,  who  did  ever  seek 
Upon  his  enemy's  heart  a  mortal  wound  to  wreak. 

XI 

What  life,  what  power,  was  kindled  and  arose 

Within  the  sphere  of  that  appalling  fray  1 

For,  from   the  encounter  of    those  wondrous 

foes, 
A  vapor  like  the  sea's  suspended  spray 
Hung  gathered ;  in  the  void  air,  far  away. 
Floated  the  shattered  plumes  ;  bright  scales  did 

leap. 
Where'er  the  Eagle's  talons  made  their  way, 
Like  sparks  into  the  darkness ;  —  as  they  sweep, 
Blood  stains  the  snowy  foam  of  the  tiunultuous 

deep. 

XII 

Swift  chances  in  that  combat  —  many  a  check, 
And  many  a  change,  a  dark  and  wild  turmoil  I 
Sometimes  the  Snake  around  his  enemy's  neck 
Locked  in  stiff  rings  his  adamantine  coil. 
Until  the  Eagle,  faint  with  pain  and  toil, 
Remitted  his  strong  flight,  and  near  the  sea 
Languidly  fluttered,  hopeless  so  to  foil 
His  adversary,  who  then  reared  on  high 
His  red  and  burning  crest,  radiant  with  victory. 

XIII 

Then  on  the  white  edge  of  the  bursting  surge, 
Where  they  had  sunk  together,  would  the  Snake 

ziii.  2  sufik,  Mrs.  SheUey,  1839^  |1  sank,  Shelley,  1818. 


138  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  [i 

Belax  his  suffocating  grasp,  and  scourge 
The  wind  with  his  wild  writhings ;  for,  to  break 
That  chain  of  torment,  the  vast  bird  would  shake 
The  strength  of  his  imconquerable  wings 
As  in  despair,  and  with  his  sinewy  neck 
Dissolve  in  sudden  shock  those  linked  rings  — 
Then  soar,  as    swift  as   smoke  from  a  volcano 
springs. 

XIV 

Wile   baffled   wile,   and    strength  encountered 

strength. 
Thus  long,  but  unprevailing.     The  event 
Of  that  portentous  fight  appeared  at  lengtli. 
Until  the  lamp  of  day  was  almost  spent 
It  had  endured,  when  lifeless,  stark  and  rent. 
Hung  high  that  mighty  Serpent,  and  at  last 
Fell  to  the  sea,  while  o'er  the  continent 
With  claxig  of  wings  and  scream  the  Eagle 

passed. 
Heavily  borne  away  on  the  exhausted  blast. 

XV 

And  with  it  fled  the  tempest,  so  that  ocean 
And   earth  and  shy  shone  through  the  atmos- 
phere ; 
Only,  'twas  strange  to  see  the  red  commotion 
Of  waves  like  mountains  o'er  the  sinking  sphere 
Of  sunset  sweep,  and  their  fierce  roar  to  hear 
Amid  the  calm  ;  down  the  steep  path  I  woimd 
To  the  sea-shore  —  tte  evening  was  most  clear 
And  beautiful,  and  there  the  sea  I  found 
Cahn  as  a  cradled  child  in   dreamless   slumber 
bound. 
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XVI 

There  was  a  Woman,  beautiful  as  morning, 
Sitting  beneath  the  rocks  upon  the  sand 
Of  the  waste  sea  —  fair  as  one  flower  adorning 
An  icy  wilderness ;  each  delicate  hand 
Lay  crossed  upon  her  bosom,  and  the  band 
Of  her  dark  hair  had  fall'n,  and  so  she  sate 
Looking  upon  the  waves ;  on  the  bare  strand 
Upon  the  sea-mark  a  small  boat  did  wait, 
Fair  as  herself,  like  Love  by  Hope  left  desolate. 

xvn 

It  seemed  that  this  fair  Shape  had  looked  upon 
That  unimaginable  fight,  and  now 
That  her  sweet  eyes  were  weary  of  the  sun, 
As  brightly  it  illustrated  her  woe  ; 
For  in  the  tears,  which  silently  to  flow 
Paused  not,  its  lustre  himg :  she,  watching  aye 
The  foam-wreaths  which  the  faint  tide  wove  be- 
low 
Upon  the  spangled  sands,  groaned  heavily. 
And  after  every  groan  looked  up  over  the  sea. 

XVIII 

And  when  she  saw  the  wounded  Serpent  make 
His  path  between  the  waves,  her  lips  grew  pale. 
Parted  and  quivered  ;  the  tears  ceased  to  break 
From  her  immovable  eyes ;  no  voice  of  wail 
Escaped  her  ;  but  she  rose,  and  on  the  gale 
Loosening  her   star-bright   robe   and   shadowy 

hair, 
Poured  forth  her  voice  ;  the  caverns  of  the  vale 
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That  opened  to  the  ocean,  caught  it  there, 
And  filled  with  silver  sounds  the  overflowing  air. 

XIX 

She  spake  in  language  whose  strange  melody- 
Might  not  belong  to  earth.     I  heard  alone 
^hat  made  its  music  more  melodious  be, 
The  pity  and  the  love  of  every  tone ; 
But  to  the   Snake    those  accents   sweet  were 

known 
His  native  tongue  and  hers  ;  nor  did  he  beat 
The  hoar  spray  idly  then,  but  winding  on 
Through  the  green  shadows  of  the  waves  that 

meet 
Near  to  the  shore,  did  pause  beside  her  snowy  feet. 

XX 

Then  on  the  sands  the  Woman  sate  again, 
And  wept  and  clasped  her  hands,  and,  all  be- 
tween, 
Renewed  the  unintelligible  strain 
Of  her  melodious  voice  and  eloquent  mien ; 
And  she  unveiled  her  bosom,  and  the  green 
And  glancing  shadows  of  the  sea  did  play 
O'er  its  marmoreal  depth  —  one  moment  seen. 
For  ere  the  next,  the  Serpent  did  obey 
Her  voice,  and,  coiled  in  rest,  in  her  embrace  it 
lay. 

XXI 

Then  she  arose,  and  smiled  on  me  with  eyes 
Serene  yet  sorrowing,  like  that  planet  fair. 
While  yet  the  daylight  lingereth  in  the  skies. 
Which  cleaves  with  arrowy  beams  the  dark-red 
air. 
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And  said : "  To  grieve  is  wise,  but  the  despair 
Was  weak  and  vain  which  led  thee  here  from 

sleep. 
This  shalt  thou  know,  and  more,  if  thou  dost  dare 
With  me  and  with  this  Serpent,  o'er  the  deep, 
A  voyage  divine  and  strange,  companionship  to 

keep." 

XXII 

Her  voice  was  like  the  wildest,  saddest  tone, 
Yet  sweet,  of  some  loved  voice  heard  long  ago. 
I  wept.     Shall  this  fair  woman  all  alone 
Over  the  sea  with  that  fierce  Serpent  go  ? 
His  head  is  on  her  heart,  and  who  can  know 
How  soon  he  may  devour  his  feeble  prey  ?  — 
Such  were  my  thoughts,  when  the  tide  'gan  to 

flow; 
And  that  strange  boat  like  the  moon's  shade  did 

sway 
Amid  reflected  stars  that  in  the  waters  lay. 

XXIII. 

A  boat  of  rare  device,  which  had  no  sail 
But  its  own  curved  prow  of  thin  moonstone. 
Wrought  like  a  web  of  texture  fine  and  frail. 
To   catch  those  gentlest  winds  which   are  not 

known 
To  breathe,  but  by  the  steady  speed  alone 
With  which  it  cleaves  the  sparkling  sea ;  and 

now 
We  are  embarked  —  the  mountains  hang  and 

frown 
Over  the  starry  deep  that  gleams  below 
A  vast  and  dim  expanse,  as  o'er  the  waves  we  go. 
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XXIV 

And  as  we  sailed,  a  strange  and  awfnl  tale 
That  Woman  told,  like  such  mysterious  dream 
As  makes  the  slumberer's  cheek  with  wonder 

pale  I 
'Twas  midnight,  and  around,  a  shoreless  stream, 
Wide  ocean  roUed,  when  that  majestic  theme 
Shrined  in  her  heart  f  oimd  utterance,  and  she 

bent 
Her  looks  on  mine ;  those  eyes  a  kindling  beam 
Of  love  divine  into  my  spirit  sent. 
And,  ere  her  lips  could  move,  made  the  air  elo- 
quent. 

XXV 

^^  Speak  not  to  me,  but  hear  I   much  shalt  thou 

learn, 
Much  must  remain  unthought,  and  more  imtold. 
In  the  dark  Future's  ever-flowing  urn. 
Know  then  that  from  the  depth  of  ages  old 
Two  Powers  o'er  mortal  things  dominion  hold, 
Ruling  the  world  with  a  divided  lot, 
Immortal,  all-pervading,  manifold. 
Twin    Genii,    equal    Gods  —  when    life    and 

thought 
Sprang  forth,  they  burst  the  womb  of  inessential 

Nought. 

XXVI 

"  The  earliest  dweller  of  the  world  alone 
Stood  on  the  verge  of  chaos.     Lo  I  afar 
O'er  the  wide  wild  abyss  two  meteors  shone, 
Spnmg  from  the  depth  of  its  tempestuous  jar — 
A  blood-red  Comet  and  the  Morning  Star 
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Mingling  their  beams  in  combat.     As  he  stood 
AJl  thoughts  within  his  mind  waged  mutual  war 
In  dreadful  sympathy — when  to  the  flood 
That  fair  Star  fell,  he  turned  and  shed  his  bro- 
ther's blood. 

xxvn 

"  Thus  Evil  triumphed,  and  the  Spirit  of  Evil, 
One  Power  of  many  shapes  which  none  may 

know. 
One  Shape  of  many  names ;  the  Fiend  did  revel 
In  victory,  reigning  o'er  a  world  of  woe. 
For  the  new  race  of  man  went  to  and  fro. 
Famished  and  homeless,  loathed  and  loathing, 

wild. 
And  hating  good  —  for  his  immortal  foe, 
He  changed  from  starry  shape,  beauteous  and 

mild. 
To  a  dire  Snake,  with  man  and  beast  unreconciled. 

xxvm 

"  The  darkness  lingering  o'er  the  dawn  of  things 
Was  Evil's  breath  and  life;  this  made  him 

strong 
To  soar  aloft  with  overshadowing  wings ; 
And  the  great  Spirit  of  Good  did  creep  among 
The  nations  of  mankind,  and  every  tongue 
Cursed  and  blasphemed  him  as  he  passed ;  for 

none 
Knew  good  from  evil,  though  their  names  were 

hung 
In  mockery  o'er  the  fane  where  many  a  groan, 
As  King,  and   Lord,   and  God,   the  conquering 
Fiend  did  own. 
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XXIX 

''The  Fiend,  whose  name  was  Legion:   Death, 
Decay, 

Earthquake  and  Blight,  and  Want,  and  Mad- 
ness pale. 

Winged  and  wan  diseases,  an  array 

Numerous  as  leaves  that  strew  the  autumnal 
gale; 

Poison,  a  snake  in  flowers,  beneath  the  veil 

Of  food  and  mirth,  hiding  his  mortal  head ; 

And,  without  whom  all  these  might  nought  avail. 

Fear,  Hatred,  Faith  and  Tyranny,  who  spread 
Those  subtle  nets  which  snare  the  living  and  the 
dead. 

XXX 

"  His  spirit  is  their  power,  and  they  his  slaves 
In  air,  and  light,  and  thought,  and  language 

dwell; 
And  keep  their  state  from  palaces  to  graves. 
In  all  resorts  of  men  —  invisible, 
But  when,  in  ebon  mirror.  Nightmare  fell. 
To  tyrant  or  impostor  bids  them  rise. 
Black  winged  demon-forms  —  whom,  from  the 

hell, 
His  reign  and  dwelling  beneath  nether  skies. 
He  loosens  to  their  dark  and  blasting  ministries. 

XXXI 

"  In  the  world's  youth  his  empire  was  as  firm 
As  its  foundations.     Soon  the  Spirit  of  Good, 
Though  in  the  likeness  of  a  loathsome  worm, 
Sprang  from  the  billows  of  the  formless  flood. 
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WUch  shrank  and  fled;  and  with  that  Fiend  of 

blood 
Renewed  the  doubtful  war.    Thrones  then  first 

shook, 
And  earth's  immense  and  trampled  multitude 
In  hope  on  their  own  powers  began  to  look, 
And  Fear,  the  demon  pale,  his  sanguine  shrine 

forsook. 

^^  Then  Greece  arose,  and  to  its  bards  and  sages. 

In  dream,  the  golden-pinioned  Genii  came. 

Even  where  they  slept  amid  the  night  of  ages. 

Steeping  their  hearts  in  the  divinest  flame 

Which  thy  breath  kindled,  Power  of  holiest 

name! 

And  oft  in  cycles  since,  when  darkness  gave 

New  weapons  to  thy  foe,  their  sunlike  fame 

Upon  the  combat  shone  —  a  light  to  save. 

Like  Paradise  spread  forth  beyond  the  shadowy 

grave. 

xxxin 

"  Such  is  this  conflict  —  when  mankind  doth  strive 
With  its  oppressors  in  a  strife  of  blood. 
Or  when  free  thoughts,  like  lightnings,  are  alive. 
And  in  each  bosom  of  the  multitude 
Justice  and  truth  with  custom's  hydra  brood 
Wage  silent  war;  when  priests  and  kings  dis- 
semble 
In  smiles  or  frowns  their  fierce  disquietude. 
When  round  pure  hearts  a  host  of  hopes  assem- 
ble, 
The  Snake  and  Eagle  meet  —  the  world's  founda- 
tions tremble  1 
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XXXIV 

"  Thou  hast  beheld  that  fight  —  when  to   thy 
home 
Thou  dost  return,  steep  not  its  hearth  in  tears ; 
Though  thou  mayst  hear  that  earth  is  now  be- 
come 
The  tyrant's  earbaee,  which  to  his  compeers, 
The  XrewSd  of  tlieir  dishonored  yea^ 
He  wiU  dividing  give.    The  victor  Fiend 
Omnipotent  of  yore,  now  quails,  and  fears 
His  triumph  dearly  won,  which  soon  wiU  lend 
An  impulse  swift  and  sure  to  his  approachmg 
end. 

XXXV 

''List,  stranger,  Ust !  mine  is  an  human  form 
Like  that  thou  wearest  —  touch  me  —  shrink  not 

nowl 
My  hand  thou  feel'st  is  not  a  ghost's,  but  warm 
With  human  blood.     'Twas  many  years  ago. 
Since  first  my  thirsting  soul  aspiied  to  know 
The  secrets  of  this  wondrous  world,  when  deep 
My  heart  was  pierced  with  sympathy  for  woe 
Which  could  not  be  mine  own,  and  thought  did 

keep 
In  dream  unnatural  watch  beside  an  infant's  sleep. 

XXXVI 

"Woe  could  not  be  mine  own,  since  far  from 
men 
I  dwelt,  a  free  and  happy  orphan  child. 
By  the  sea-shore,  in  a  deep  mountain  glen ; 


t]  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  147 

And  near  the  waves  and  through  the  forests 

wild 
I  roamed,  to  storm  and  darkness  reconciled ; 
For  I  was  calm  while  tempest  shook  the  sky, 
But  when   the  breathless    heavens  in  beauty 

smiled, 
1  wept  sweet  tears,  yet  too  tumultuously 
For  peace,  and  clasped  my  hands  aloft  in  ecstasy. 

XXXVII 

"  These  were  forebodings  of  my  fate.    Before 
A  woman's  heart  beat  in  my  virgin  breast. 
It  had  been  nurtured  in  divinest  lore ; 
A  dying  poet  gave  me  books,  and  blessed 
With  wild  but  holy  talk  the  sweet  unrest 
In  which  I  watched  him  as  he  died  away ; 
A  youth  with  hoary  hair,  a  fleeting  guest 
Of    our  lone   mountains ;    and  this    lore    did 
sway 
My  spirit  like  a  storm,  contending  there  alway. 

XXXVIII 

"  Thus  the  dark  tale  which  history  doth  unfold 
I  knew,  but  not,  methinks,  as  others  know. 
For  they  weep  not ;  and  Wisdom  had  unrolled 
The  clouds  which  hide  the  gulf  of  mortal  woe ; 
To  few  cau  she  that  warning  vision  show ; 
For  I  loved  all  things  with  intense  devotion. 
So   that   when   Hope's   deep   source  in  fullest 

flow. 
Like  earthquake  did  uplift  the  stagnant  ocean 
Of    human    thoughts,   mine   shook    beneath    the 
wide  emotion. 
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XXXIX 

"When  first  the  living  blood  through  all  these 

veins 
Kindled  a  thought  in  sense,  great  France  sprang 

forth, 
And  seized,  as  if  to  break,  the  ponderous  chains 
Which  bind  in  woe  the  nations  of  the  earth. 
I  saw,  and  started  from  my  cottage  hearth ; 
And  to  the  clouds  and  waves  in  tameless  gladness 
Shrieked,  till  they  caught  immeasurable  mirth. 
And  laughed  in  light  and  music:  soon  sweet 

madness 
Was  poured  upon  my  heart,  a  soft  and  thrilling 

sadness. 

XL 

"Deep  slumber  fell  on  me: — my  dreams  were 

fire, 
Soft  and  delightful  thoughts  did  rest  and  hover 
Like  shadows  o'er  my  brain ;  and  strange  desire. 
The  tempest  of  a  passion,  raging  over 
My  tranquil  soul,  its  depths  with  light  did  cover. 
Which  passed ;  and  calm,  and  darkness,  sweeter 

far. 
Came  —  then  I  loved ;  but  not  a  human  lover ! 
For  when  I  rose  from  sleep,  the  Morning  Star 
Shone  through  the  woodbine  wreaths  which  round 

my  casement  were. 

XLI 

"  'Twas  like  an  eye  which  seemed  to  smile  on  me. 
I  watched,  till  by  the  sun  made  pale  it  sank 
Under  the  billows  of  the  heaving  sea ; 


I]  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  149 

But  from  its  beams  deep  love  my  spirit  drank, 
And  to  my  brain  the  boundless  world    now 

shrank 
Into  one  thought  —  one  image  —  yes,  forever  1 
Even  like  the  dayspring,  poured  on  vapors  dank, 
The  beams  of  that  one  Star  did  shoot  and  quiver 
Through  my  benighted  mind  —  and  were  extin- 
guished never. 

XLII 

' "  The  day  passed  thus.    At  night,  methought,  in 
dream 
A  shape  of  speechless  beauty  did  appear ; 
It  stood  like  Ught  on  a  careermg  stream 
Of  golden  clouds  which  shook  the  atmosphere ; 
A  winged  youth,  his  ra^t  brow  did  wear 
The  Morning  Star  ;  a  wild  dissolving  bliss 
Over  my  frame  he  breathed,  approaching  near. 
And  bent  his  eyes  of  kindling  tenderness 

Near  mine,  and  on  my  lips  impressed  a  lingering 
kiss, 

XLIII 

"  And  said :  '  A  Spirit  loves  thee,  mortal  maiden ; 
How  wilt  thou  prove   thy  worth?'     Then  joy 

and  sleep 
Together  fled ;  my  soul  was  deeply  laden, 
And  to  the  shore  I  went  to  muse  and  weep ; 
But  as  I  moved,  over  my  heart  did  creep 
A  joy  less  soft,  but  more  profoimd  and  strong 
Than  my  sweet  dream  ;  and  it  forbade  to  keep 
The  path  of  the  sea-shore ;  that  Spirit's  tongue 
Seemed  whispering  in  my  heart,  and  bore  my  steps 
along. 
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XLTV 

^'  How,  to  that  vast  and  peopled  city  led, 
WMch  WB.  a  field  of  h^larf  Jti^en, 
I  walked  among  the  dying  and  the  dead, 
And  shared  in  fearless  deeds  with  evil  men, 
Cahn  as  an  angel  in  the  dragon's  den  ; 
How  I  braved  death  for  liberty  and  trath. 
And  spumed  at  peace,  and  power,  and  fame; 

and  when 
Those  hopes  had  lost  the  glory  of  their  youth. 
How  sadly  I  returned  —  might  move  the  hearer's 

ruth. 

XLV 

^'  Warm  tears  throng  fast !  the  tale  may  not  be  said. 
EInow  then  that,  when  this  grief  had  been  sub- 
dued, 
I  was  not  left,  like  others,  cold  and  dead ; 
The  Spirit  whom  I  loved  in  solitude 
Sustained  his  child ;  the  tempest-shaken  wood. 
The  waves,  the  fountains,  and    the   hush  of 

night  — 
These  were  his  voice,  and  well  I  understood 
His  smile  divine,  when  the  cahn  sea  was  bright 
With  silent  stars,  and  Heaven  was  breathless  with 
delight. 

XLVI 

"  In  lonely  glens,  amid  the  roar  of  rivers. 
When  the  dim  nights  were  moonless,  have  I 

known 
Joys  which  no  tongue   can  tell;  my  pale  lip 

quivers 
When  thought  revisits  them :  —  know  thou  alone. 
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That,  after  many  wondrous  years  were  flown, 

I  was  awakened  by  a  shriek  of  woe  ; 

And  over  me  a  mystic  robe  was  thrown 

By  viewless  hands,  and  a  bright  Star,  did  glow 

Before  my  steps  — the  Snake  then  met  his  mortal 

foe." 

XLvn 

"  Thou  f  earest  not  then  the  Serpent  on  thy  heart  ?  " 

^^  Fear  it  I "  she  said,  with  brief  and  passionate  cry, 

And  spake  no  more.    That  silence  made  me 

start  — 
I  looked,  and  we  were  sailing  pleasantly, 
Swift  as  a  cloud  between  the  sea  and  sky. 
Beneath  the  rising  moon  seen  far  away ; 
Mountains  of  ice,  like  sapphire,  piled  on  high. 
Hemming  the  horizon  round,  in  silence  lay 
On  the  still  waters —  these  we  did  approach  alway. 

XLvni 

And  swift  and  swifter  grew  the  vessel's  motion. 
So  that  a  dizzy  trance  f  eU  on  my  brain  — 
Wild  music  woke  me  ;  we  had  passed  the  ocean 
Which  girds  the  pole,  Nature's  remotest  reign ; 
And  we  glode  fast  o'er  a  pellucid  plain 
Of  waters,  azure  with  the  noontide  day. 
Ethereal  moimtains  shone  around ;  a  Fane 
Stood  in  the  midst,  girt  by  green  isles  which  lay 
On  the  blue  simny  deep,  resplendent  far  away. 

XLIX 

It  was  a  Temple,  such  as  mortal  hand 
Has  never  built,  nor  ecstasy,  nor  dream 

zlix.  2  or  dream,  Mrs.  SheUey,  1889^. 
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Beared  in  the  cities  of  enchanted  land  ; 
'Twas  likest  Heaven,  ere  yet  day's  purple  stream 
Ebbs  o'er  the  western  forest,  while  the  gleam 
Of  the  unrisen  moon  among  the  clouds 
Is  gathering  —  when  with  many  a  golden  beam 
The  thronging  constellations  rush  in  crowds, 
Paving  with  fire  the  shy  and  the  marmoreal  floods. 


Like  what  may  be  conceived  of  this  vast  dome. 
When  from  the  depths  which  thought  can  seldom 

pierce 
Genius  beholds  it  rise,  his  native  home, 
Girt  by  the  deserts  of  the  Universe ; 
Yet,  nor  in  painting's  Ught,  or  mightier  verse, 
Or  sculpture's  marble  language  can  invest 
That  shape  to  mortal  sense  —  such  glooms  im- 
merse 
That  incommunicable  sight,  and  rest 
Upon  the  laboring  brain  and  over-burdened  breast. 

LI 

Winding  among  the  lawny  islands  fair, 
Whose  blosmy  forests  starred  the  shadowy  deep. 
The  wingless  boat  paused  where  an  ivory  stair 
Its  fretwork  in  the  crystal  sea  did  steep. 
Encircling  that  vast  Fane's  aerial  heap. 
We  disembarked,  and  through  a  portal  wide 
We  passed,  whose  roof  of  moonstone  carved  did 
keep 

L  5  or  II  nor,  Rossetti. 

6  Or  II  Nor,  RossettL 
U.  2  bloomy,  Mrs.  Shelleyi  1839^. 
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A  glimmering  o'er  the  forms  on  every  side, 

Sculptures    like    life    and     thought,    immovable, 

deep^yed. 

Ln 

We  came  to  a  vast  hall,  whose  glorious  roof 
Was  diamond  which  had  drunk  the  lightning's 

sheen 
In  darkness   and  now  poured  it  through  the 

woof 
Of  speU-inwoven  clouds  hung  there  to  screen 
Its  blinding  splendor  —  through  such  veil  was 

seen 
That  work  of  subtlest  power,  divine  and  rare  ; 
Orb  above  orb,  with  starry  shapes  between. 
And  homed  moons,  and  meteors  strange  and 
fair, 
On  night-black  columns  poised — one  hollow  hemi- 
sphere ! 

un 

Ten  thousand  columns  in  that  quivering  light 
Distinct,    between    whose    shafts    woimd    far 

away 
The  long  and  labyrinthine  aisles,  more  bright 
With  their  own  radiance  than  the  Heaven  of 

Day; 
And  on  the  jasper  walls  aroimd  there  lay 
Paintings,  the  poesy  of  mightiest  thought. 
Which  did  the  Spirit's  history  display ; 
A  tale  of  passionate  change,  divinely  taught. 
Which,  in  their  winged  dance,  imconscious  Genii 

wrought. 

Ui.  2  drunk,  Mrs.  SheUey,  18391 II  drank,  SheUey,  18181,2. 
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LTV 

Beneath  there  sate  on  many  a  sapphire  throne 

The  Great  who  had  departed  from  mankind, 

A  mighty  Senate ;  —  some,  whose  white  hair 
shone 

Like  mountain  snow,  mild,  beautiful  and  blind; 

Some,  female  forms,  whose  gestures  beamed 
with  mind ; 

And  ardent  youths,  and  children  bright  and 
fair; 

And  some  had  lyres  whose  strings  were  inter- 
twined 

With  pale  and  clinging  flames,  which  ever  there 
Waked  faint  yet  thrilling  sounds  that  pierced  the 
crystal  air. 

LV 

One  seat  was  vacant  in  the  midst,  a  throne, 
Beared  on  a  pyramid  like  sculptured  flame, 
Distinct  with  circling  steps  which  rested  on 
Their  own  deep  fire.    Soon  as  the  Woman  came 
Into  that  hall,  she  shrieked  the  Spirit's  name 
And  fell ;  and  vanished  slowly  from  the  sight. 
Darkness  arose  from  her  dissolving  frame,  — 
Which,  gathering,  filled  that   dome  of  woven 
light, 
Blotting  its  sphered  stars  with  supernatural  night. 

LVI 

Then  first  two  glittering  lights  were  seen  to 

glide 
In  circles  on  the  amethystine  floor. 
Small  serpent  eyes  trailing  from  side  to  side, 
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Like  meteors  on  a  river's  grassy  shore ; 

They  round  each  other  rolled,  dilating  more 

And  more  —  then  rose,  commingling  into  one, 

One  clear  and  mighty  planet  hanging  o'er 

A  cloud  of  deepest  shadow  which  was  thrown 

Athwart  the  glowing  steps  and  the  crystalline 

throne. 

Lvn 

The  cloud  which  rested  on  that  cone  of  flame 
Was  cloven ;  beneath  the  planet  sate  a  Form, 
Fairer  than  tongue  can  speak  or  thought  may 

frame. 
The  radiance  of  whose  limbs  rose-like  and  warm 
Flowed  forth,  and  did  with  softest  light  inform 
The    shadowy  dome,  the    sculptures  and    the 

state 
Of    those    assembled    shapes  — with    clinging 

charm 
Sinking  upon  iheir  hearts  aaid  mine.     He  sate 
Majestic  yet  most  mild,  calm  yet  compassionate. 

Lvni 

Wonder  and  joy  a  passing  faintness  threw 
Over  my  brow  —  a  hand  supported  me. 
Whose  touch  was  magic  strength  ;  an  eye  of  blue 
Looked  into  mine,  like  moonlight,  soothingly ; 
And  a  voice  said,  ^^  Thou  must  a  listener  be 
This  day ;  two  mighty  Spirits  now  retm-n, 
Like  birds  of  calm,  from  the  world's  raging  sea ; 
They  pour  fresh  light  from  Hope's  immortal 

urn ; 
A  tale  of  human  power  —  despair  not  —  list  and 

learn  I 
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ux 

I  looked,  and  lo  !  one  stood  forth  eloquently. 
His  eyes  were  dark  and  deep,  and  the  clear 

brow 
Which  shadowed  them  was  like  the  morning 

sky, 
The  cloudless  Heaven  of  Spring,  when  in  their 

flow 
Through  the  bright  air  the  soft  winds  as  they 

blow 
Wake  the  green  world ;  his  gestures  did  obey 
The  oracular  mind  that  made  his  features  glow. 
And  where  his  curved  lips  half  open  lay, 
Passion's  divinest  stream    had  made  impetuous 

way. 

LX 

Beneath  the  darkness  of  his  outspread  hair 
He  stood  thus  beautiful ;  but  there  was  One 
Who  sate  beside  him  like  his  shadow  there. 
And  held  his    hand  —  far  lovelier;    she  was 

known 
To  be  thus  fair  by  the  few  lines  alone 
Which  through  her  floating  locks  and  gathered 

cloke, 
Glances  of  soul-dissolving  glory,  shone ; 
None  else  beheld  her  eyes  —  in  him  they  woke 
Memories    which    found   a    tongue,  as    thus   he 

silence  broke. 
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CANTO  n 


The  star-light  smile  of    cliildren,  the  sweet 

looks 
Of  women,  the  fair  breast  from  which  I  fed, 
The  murmur  of  the  unreposing  brooks, 
And  the  green  Ught  which,  shifting  overhead, 
Some  tangled  bower  of  vines  around  me  shed, 
The  shells  on  the  sea-sand,  and  the  wild  flowers. 
The    lamp-light    through    the    rafters    cheerly 

spread 

And  on  the  twining  flax  —  in  Kfe's  young  hours 

These   sights  and  soimds  did  nurse  my  spirit's 

folded  powers. 

n 

In  Argolis,  beside  the  echoing  sea. 
Such  impulses  within  my  mortal  frame 
Arose,  and  they  were  dear  to  memory. 
Like  tokens  of  the  dead ;  but  others  came 
Soon,  in  another  shape  —  the  wondrous  fame 
Of  the  past  world,  the  vital  words  and  deeds 
Of  minds  whom  neither  time  nor  change  can 

tame. 
Traditions  dark  and  old  whence  evil  creeds 
Start  forth   and  whose   dim   shade  a  stream  of 

poison  feeds. 

in 

I  heard,  as  all  have  heard,  the  various  story 
Of  human  life,  and  wept  unwiUmg  tears. 
Feeble  historians  of  its  shame  and  glory, 
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False  disputants  on  all  its  hopes  and  fears, 

Victims  who  worshipped  ruin,  chroniclers 

Of  daily  scorn,  and  slaves  who   loathed  their 

state. 
Yet,  flattering  Power,  had  given  its  ministers 
A  throne  of  judgment  in  the  grave  —  'twas  fate, 
That  among  such  as  these  my  youth  should  seek 

its  mate. 

IV 

The  land  in  which  I  lived  by  a  fell  bane 

Was  withered  up.     Tyrants  dwelt  side  by  side, 

And  stabled  in  our  homes,  imtil  the  chain 

Stifled  the  captive's  cry,  and  to  abide 

That  blasting  curse  men  had  no  shame.     All 

vied 
In  evil,  slave  and  despot ;  fear  with  lust 
Strange  fellowship  through  mutual  hate  had 

tied. 
Like  two  dark  serpents  tangled  in  the  dust, 
Which  on  the  paths  of  men  their  mingling  poison 

thrust. 

V 

Earth,  our  bright  home,  its  mountains  and  its 

waters, 
And  the  ethereal  shapes  which  are  suspended 
Over  its  green  expanse,  and  those  fair  daughters. 
The  clouds,  of  Sun  and  Ocean,  who  have  blended 
The  colors  of  the  air  since  first  extended 
It  cradled  the  young  world,  none  wandered  forth 
To  see  or  feel ;  a  darkness  had  descended 
On  every  heart ;  the  light  which  shows  its  worth 
Must  among  gentle  thoughts  and  fearless  take  its 

birth. 
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VI 

This  vital  world,  this  home  of  happy  spirito, 

Was  as  a  dungeon  to  my  blasted  kind ; 

All  that  despair  from  murdered  hope  inherits 

They  sought,  and,  in  their  helpless  misery  blind, 

A  deeper  prison  and  heavier  chains  did  find, 

And  stronger  tyrants :  —  a  dark  gulf  before. 

The  realm  of  a  stem  Buler,  yawned ;  behind, 

Terror  and  Time  conflicting  drove,  and  bore 

On  their  tempestuous  flood  the  shrieking  wretch 

from  shore. 

vn 

Out  of  that  Ocean's  wrecks  had  Guilt  and  Woe 
Framed  a  dark   dwelling  for   their   homeless 

thought. 
And,  starting  at  the  ghosts  which  to  and  fro 
Glide  o'er  its  dim   and    gloomy  strand,   had 

brought 
The  worship    thence  which    they  each    other 

taught. 
WeU  might  men  loathe  their  life  I  well  might 

they  turn 
Even  to  the  ills  again  from  which  they  sought 
Such  refuge  after  death !  —  well  might  they  learn 
To  gaze  on  this  fair  world  with  hopeless  unconcern ! 

vni 

For  they  all  pined  in  bondage  ;  body  and  soul. 
Tyrant  and  slave,  victim  and  torturer,  bent 
Before  one  Power,  to  which  supreme  control 
Over  their  will  by  their  own  weakness  lent 
Made  all  its  many  names  omnipotent ; 
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All  symbols  of  things  evil,  all  divine ; 
And  hymns  of  blood  or  mockery,  which  rent 
The  air  from  aU  its  fanes,  did  intertwine 
Imposture's  impious  toils  round  each  discordant 
shrine. 

IX 

I  heard,  as  all  have  heard,  life's  various  story, 
And  in  no  careless  heart  transcribed  the  tale ; 
But,  from  the  sneers  of  men  who  had  grown 

hoary 
In  shame  aud  scorn,  from  groaus   of  crowds 

made  pale 
By  famine,  from  a  mother's  desolate  wail 
O'er  her  polluted  child,  from  innocent  blood 
Poured  on  the  earth,  and  brows  anxious  and  pale 
With  the  heart's  warfare,  did  I  gather  food 
To  feed  my  many  thoughts  —  a  tameless  multi- 
tude! 

X 

I  wandered  through  the  wrecks   of  days   de- 
parted 
Far  by  the  desolated  shore,  when  even 
O'er  the  still  sea  and  jagged  islets  darted 
The  light  of  moonrise  ;  in  the  northern  Heaven, 
Among  the  clouds  near  the  horizon  driven. 
The  mountains  lay  beneath  one  planet  pale ; 
Around  me  broken  tombs  and  columns  riven 
Looked  vast  in  twilight,  and  the  sorrowing  gale 
Waked  in  those  ruins  gray  its  everlasting  wail ! 

XI  I 

I  knew  not  who  had  framed  these  wonders  then, 
Nor  had  I  heard  the  story  of  their  deeds ; 
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But  dwellings  of  a  race  of  mightier  men, 
And  monuments  of  less  ungentle  creeds, 
Tell  their  own  tale  to  him  who  wisely  heeds 
The  language  which  they  speak;  and  now,  to 

me. 
The  moonlight  making  pale  the  blooming  weeds, 
The  bright  stars  shining  in  the  breathless  sea, 
Interpreted  those  scrolls  of  mortal  mystery. 

xn 

Such  man  has  been,  and  such  may  yet  become ! 
Ay,  wiser,  greater,  gentler  even  than  they 
Who  on  the  fragments  of  yon  shattered  dome 
Have  stamped  the  sign  of  power!     I  felt  the 

sway 
Of  the  vast  stream  of  ages  bear  away 
My  floating  thoughts  —  my  heart  beat  loud  and 

fast  — 
Even  as  a  storm  let  loose  beneath  the  ray 
Of  the  still  moon,  my  spirit  onward  passed 
Beneath  truth's  steady  beams  upon  its  tumult  cast. 

xin 

It  shall  be  thus  no  more !  too  long,  too  long. 
Sons  of  the  glorious  dead,  have  ye  lain  bound 
In  darkness  and  in  ruin !     Hope  is  strong. 
Justice    and   Truth    their  winged    child  have 

found ! 
Awake !  arise  !  until  the  mighty  sound 
Of  your  career  shall  scatter  in  its  gust 
The  thrones  of  the  oppressor,  and  the  ground 
Hide  the  last  altar's  unregarded  dust. 
Whose  Idol  has  so  long  betrayed  your  impious  trust. 
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XIV 

It  must  be  so  —  I  will  arise  and  waken 
The  multitude,  and  like  a  sulphurous  hill, 
Which  on  a  sudden  from  its  snows  has  shaken 
The  swoon  of  ages,  it  shall  burst,  and  fill 
The  world  with    cleansing    fire ;    it   must,   it 

wiU— 
It  may  not   be   restrained !  —  and  who   shall 

stand 
Amid  the  rocking  earthquake  steadfast  still 
But  Laon  ?  on  high  Freedom's  desert  land 
A  tower  whose  marble  walls  the  leagued  storms 

withstand! 

XV 

One  summer  night,  in  commune  with  the  hope 

Thus  deeply  fed,  amid  those  ruins  gray 

I  watched  beneath  the  dark  sky's  starry  cope ; 

And  ever  from  that  hour  upon  me  lay 

The  burden  of  this  hope,  and  night  or  day. 

In  vision  or  in  dream,  clove  to  my  breast ; 

Among  mankind,  or  when  gone  far  away 

To  the    lone   shores   and   mountains,   'twas  a 

guest 
Which  followed  where  I  fled,  and  watched  when  I 

did  rest. 

XVI 

These  hopes  found  words  through  which  my 

spirit  sought 
To  weave  a  bondage  of  such  sympathy 
As  might  create  some  response  to  the  thought 
Which  ruled  me  now  —  and  as  the  vapors  lie 
Bright  in  the  outspread  morning's  radiancy. 
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So  were  these  thonglits  invested  with  the  light 

Of  language ;  and  all  bosoms  made  reply 

On  which  its  lustre  streamed,  whene'er  it  might 

Through  darkness  wide  and  deep  those  tranced 

spirits  smite. 

xvn 

Yes,  many  an  eye  with  dizzy  tears  was  dim, 
And  oft  I  thought  to  clasp  my  own  heart's 

brother. 
When  I  could  feel  the  listener's  senses  swim. 
And  hear  his  breath  its  own  swift  gaspings 

smother 
Even  as  my  words  evoked  them  —  and  another, 
And  yet  another,  I  did  fondly  deem. 
Felt  that  we  all  were  sons  of  one  great  mother ; 
And  the  cold  truth  such  sad  reverse  did  seem 
As  to  awake  in  grief  from  some  delightful  dream. 

xvm 

Yes,  oft  beside  the  ruined  labyrinth 
Which  skirts  the  hoary  caves  of  the  green  deep 
Did  Laon  and  his  friend  on  one  gray  pUnth, 
Bound  whose  worn  base  the  wild  waves  hiss 

and  leap, 
Resting  at  eve,  a  lofty  converse  keep ; 
And  that  this  friend  was  false  may  now  be  said 
Calmly  —  that  he  like  other  men  could  weep 
Tears  which  are  lies,   and  could   betray  and 

spread 
Snares  for  that  gmleless  heart  which  for  his  own 

had  bled. 

xviu.  6  Us,  Mrs.  SlieUey,  1839^. 
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XIX 

Then,  had  no  great  aim  recompensed  my  sorrow, 
I  must  have  sought  dark  respite  from  its  stress 
In  dreamless  rest,  in  sleep  that  sees  no  morrow  — 
For  to  tread  life's  dismaying  wilderness 
Without  one  smile  to  cheer,  one  voice  to  bless, 
Amid  the  snares  and  scoffs  of  humankind, 
Is  hard  —  but  I  betrayed  it  not,  nor  less 
With  love  that  scorned  return  sought  to  unbind 
The  interwoven   clouds  which  make  its  wisdom 
blind. 

XX 

With  deathless  minds,  which  leave  where  they 

have  passed 
A  path  of  light,  my  soul  communion  knew. 
Till  from  that  glorious  intercourse,  at  last. 
As  from  a  mine  of  magic  store,  I  drew 
Words  which  were  weapons;   round  my  heart 

there  grew 
The  adamantine  armor  of  their  power ; 
And  from  my  fancy  wings  of  golden  hue 
Sprang  forth  —  yet  not  alone   from  wisdom's 

tower, 
A  minister  of  truth,  these  plumes  young  Laon 

bore. 

XXI 

An  orphan  with  my  parents  Kved,  whose  eyes 
Were  lodestars  of  delight,  which  drew  me  home 
When  I  might  wander  forth ;   nor  did  I  prize 
Aught  human  thing  beneath  Heaven's  mighty 
dome 

1  I  had  a  little  sister  whose  fair  eyesy  Shelley,  1818^. 
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Beyond  this  child;  so  when   sad  hours  were 

come, 
And  baffled  hope  like  ice  still  clung  to  me, 
Since  kin  were  cold,  and  friends  had  now  become 
Heartless  and  false,  I  turned  from  all  to  be, 
Cythna,  the  only  source  of  tears  and  smiles  to  thee. 

XXII 

What  wert  thou  then?    A  child  most  infantine. 
Yet  wandering  far  beyond  that  innocent  age 
In  all  but  its  sweet  looks  and  mien  divine ; 
Even  then,  methought,  with  the  world's  tyrant 

rage 
A  patient  warfare  thy  young  heart  did  wage, 
When  those   soft  eyes    of    scarcely  conscious 

thought 
Some  tale  or  thine  own  fancies  would  engage 
To  overflow  with  tears,  or  converse  fraught 
With  passion  o'er  their  depths  its  fleeting  light  had 

wrought. 

XXIII 

She  moved  upon  this  earth  a  shape  of  bright- 
ness, 
A  power,  that  from  its  objects  scarcely  drew 
One  impulse  of  her  being  —  in  her  lightness 
Most  like  some  radiant  cloud  of  morning  dew 
Which  wanders  through  the  waste  air's  pathless 

blue 
To  nourish  some  far  desert ;  she  did  seem 
Beside  me,  gathering  beauty  as  she  grew. 
Like  the  bright  shade  of  some  immortal  dream 
Which  walks,  when  tempest  sleeps,  the  wave  of 
life's  dark  stream. 
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XXIV 

As  mine  own  shadow  was  this  child  to  me, 
A  second  self,  far  dearer  and  more  fair. 
Which  clothed  in  undissolving  radiancy 
All  those  steep  paths  which  languor  and  despair 
Of  human  things  had  made  so  dark  and  bare, 
But  which  I  trod  alone  —  nor,  till  bereft 
Of  friends,  and  overcome  by  lonely  care, 
Knew  I  what  solace  for  that  loss  was  left. 
Though  by  a  bitter  wound  my  trusting  heart  was 
cleft. 

XXV 

Once  she  was  dear,  now  she  was  all  I  had 
To  love  in  human  life  —  this  playmate  sweet. 
This  child  of  twelve  years  old.   So  she  was  made 
My  sole  associate,  and  her  willing  feet 
Wandered  with  mine  where  Earth  and  Ocean 

meet, 
Beyond  the  aerial  mountains  whose  vast  cells 
The  unreposing  billows  ever  beat. 
Through  forests  wild  and  old,  and  lawny  dells 
Where  boughs  of  incense  droop  over  the  emerald 

wells. 

XXVI 

And  warm  and  light  I  felt  her  clasping  hand 
When  twined  in  mine ;  she  followed  where  I  went. 
Through  the  lone  paths  of  our  immortal  land. 
It  had  no  waste  but  some  memorial  lent 
Which  strimg  me  to  my  toil  —  some  monument 
Vital  with  mind  ;  then  Cythna  by  my  side, 
Until  the  bright  and  beaming  day  were  spent, 

r.  2  playmate  \\  sister,  Shelley,  1818^. 
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Would  rest,  with  looks  entreating  to  abide, 
Too  earnest  and  too  sweet  ever  to  be  denied. 

xxvn 

And  soon  I  conld  not  have  refused  her.     Thus 

Forever,  day  and  night,  we  two  were  ne'er 

Parted  but  when  brief  sleep  divided  us ; 

And,  when  the  pauses  of  the  lulling  air 

Of  noon  beside  the  sea  had  made  a  lair 

For  her  soothed  senses,  in  my  arms  she  slept. 

And  I  kept  watch  over  her  slumbers  there. 

While,  as  the  shifting  visions  over  her  swept. 

Amid  her  innocent  rest  by  turns  she  smiled  and 

wept. 

xxvm 

And  in  the  murmur  of  her  dreams  was  heard 
Sometimes  the  name  of  Laon.     Suddenly 
She  would  arise,  and,  like  the  secret  bird 
Whom  sunset  wakens,  fill  the  shore  and  sky 
With  her  sweet  accents,  a  wild  melody,  — 
Hymns  which  my  soul  had  woven  to  Freedom, 

strong 
The  source  of  passion  whence  they  rose  to  be ; 
Triumphant  strains  which,  like  a  spirit's  tongue, 
To  the  enchanted  waves  that  child  of  glory  sung  — 

XXIX 

Her  white   arms  lifted  through  the  shadowy 

stream 
Of  her  loose  hair.     Oh,  excellently  great 
Seemed  to  me  then  my  purpose,  the  vast  theme 
Of  those  impassioned  songs,  when  Cythna  sate 
Amid  the  cahn  which  rapture  doth  create 
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After  its  tumult,  her  heart  vibrating, 
Her  spirit  o'er  the  Ocean's  floating  state 
From  her  deep  eyes  far  wandering,  on  the  wing 
Of  visions  that  were  mine,  beyond  its  utmost  spring! 

XXX 

For,  before  Cythna  loved  it,  had  my  song 
Peopled  with  thoughts  the  boundless  universe, 
A  mighty  congregation,  which  were  strong. 
Where'er  they  trod  the  darkness,  to  disperse 
The  cloud  of  that  unutterable  curse 
Which  clings  upon  mankind  ;  all  things  became 
Slaves  to  my  holy  and  heroic  verse, 
Earth,  sea  and  sky,  the  planets,  life  and  fame 
And  fate,  or  whate'er  else  binds  the  world's  won- 
drous frame. 

XXXI 

And  this  beloved  child  thus  felt  the  sway 
Of  my  conceptions,  gathering  like  a  cloud 
The  very  wind  on  which  it  rolls  away ; 
Hers  too  were  all  my  thoughts,  ere  yet  endowed 
With    music    and  with    light   their  fountains 

flowed 
In  poesy ;  and  her  stiU  and  earnest  face. 
Pallid  with  feelings  which  intensely  glowed 
Within,  was  turned  on  mine  with   speechless 

grace. 
Watching  the  hopes  which  there  her  heart  had 

learned  to  trace. 

xxxn 

In  me,  communion  with  this  purest  being 
Kindled  intenser  zeal,  and  made  me  wise 
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In  knowledge,  whicli  in  hers  mine  own  mind 

seeing 
Left  in  the  human  world  few  mysteries. 
How  without  fear  of  evil  or  disguise 
Was  Cythna !  what  a  spirit  strong  and  mild, 
Which  death  or  pain  or  peril  could  despise, 
Yet  melt  in  tenderness  !  what  genius  wild, 
Yet  mighty,  was  enclosed  within  one  simple  child ! 

xxxni 

New  lore  was  this.     Old  age  with  its  gray  hair. 

And  wrinkled  legends  of  unworthy  things. 

And  icy  sneers,  is  nought :  it  cannot  dare 

To  burst  the  chains  which  life  forever  flings 

On  the  entangled  soul's  aspiring  wings  ; 

So  is  it  cold  and  cruel,  and  is  made 

The  careless  slave  of  that  dark  Power  which 

brings 
Evil,  like  blight,  on  man,  who,  still  betrayed. 
Laughs  o'er  the  grave  in  which  his  living  hopes  are 

laid. 

XXXIV 

Nor  are  the  strong  and  the  severe  to  keep 
The  empire  of  the  world.     Thus  Cythna  taught 
Even  in  the  visions  of  her  eloquent  sleep. 
Unconscious  of  the  power  through  which  she 

wrought 
The  woof  of  such  intelligible  thought. 
As  from  the  tranquil  strength  which  cradled 

lay 
In  her  smile-peopled  rest  my  spirit  sought 
Why  the  deceiver  and  the  slave  has  sway 
O'er  heralds  so  divine  of  truth's  arising  day. 
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XXXV 

Within  that  fairest  form  the  female  mind, 
Untainted  by  the  poison  clouds  which  rest 
On  the  dark  world,  a  sacred  home  did  find ; 
But  else  from  the  wide  earth's  maternal  breast 
Victorious  Evil,  which  had  dispossessed 
All  native  power,  had  those  fair  children  torn, 
And  made  them  slaves  to  soothe  his  vile  imrest, 
And  minister  to  lust  its  joys  forlorn. 
Till  they  had  learned  to  breathe  the  atmosphere  of 
scorn. 

XXXVI 

This  misery  was  but  coldly  felt,  till  she 
Became  my  only  friend,  who  had  endued 
My  purpose  with  a  wider  sympathy. 
Thus  Cythna  mourned  with  me  the  servitude 
In  which  the  half  of  humankind  were  mewed, 
Victims  of  lust  and  hate,  the  slaves  of  slaves ; 
She  mourned  that  grace  and  power  were  thrown 

as  food 
To  the  hyena  Lust,  who,  among  graves. 
Over  his  loathed  meal,  laughing  in  agony,  raves. 

xxxvn 

And  I,  still  gazing  on  that  glorious  child, 
Even  as  these  thoughts  flushed  o'er  her :  — 

"  Cythna  sweet, 
Well  with  the  world  art  thou  unreconciled  j 
Never  will  peace  and  hmnan  nature  meet 
Till  free  and  equal  man  and  woman  greet 
Domestic  peace ;  and  ere  this  power  can  make 
In  human  hearts  its  calm  and  holy  seat, 

2  flashed  f  RossettL 
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This  slavery  must  be  broken  "  —  as  I  spake, 
From  Cythna's  eyes  a  light  of  exultation  brake. 

xxxvin 

She  replied  earnestly :  —  "It  shall  be  mine, 
This  task, — mine,  Laon !  thou  hast  much  to  gain ; 
Nor  wilt  thou  at  poor  Cythna's  pride  repine. 
If  she  should  lead  a  happy  female  train 
To  meet  thee  over  the  rejoicing  plain. 
When  myriads  at  thy  call  shall  throng  around 
The  Golden  City."  —  Then  the  child  did  strain 
My  arm  upon  her  tremulous  heart,  and  wound 
Her  own  about  my  neck,  till  some  reply  she  f  oimd. 

XXXIX 

I  smiled,  and  spake  not.  —  "  Wherefore  dost 

thou  smile 
At  what  I  say  ?    Laon,  I  am  not  weak. 
And,  though  my  cheek  might  become  pale  the 

while. 
With  thee,  if  thou  desirest,  will  I  seek 
Through  their  array  of  banded  slaves  to  wreak 
Euin  upon  the  tyrants.     I  had  thought 
It  was  more  hard  to  turn  my  unpractised  cheek 
To  scorn  and  shame,  and  this  beloved  spot 
And  thee,  O  dearest  friend,  to  leave  and  murmur 

not. 

XL 

"  Whence   came   I   what  I   am  ?     Thou,   Laon, 
knowest 
How  a  young  child  should  thus  undaunted  be ; 
Methinks  it  is  a  power  which  thou  bestowest. 
Through  which  I  seek,  by  most  resembling  thee, 
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So  to  become  most  good,  and  great,  and  free  ; 
Yet,  far  beyond  this  Ocean's  utmost  roar, 
In  towers  and  huts  are  many  like  to  me, 
Who,  could  they  see  thine  eyes,  or  feel  such 

lore 
As  I  have  learnt  from  them,  like  me  would  fear 

no  more. 

XLI 

"  Think'st  thou  that  I  shall  speak  unskilfully, 
And  none  will  heed  me  ?     I  remember  now 
How  once  a  slave  in  tortures  doomed  to  die 
Was  saved  because  in  accents  sweet  and  low 
He  sung  a  song  his  judge  loved  long  ago. 
As  he  was  led  to  death.     All  shall  relent 
Who  hear  me ;  tears  as  mine  have  flowed,  shall 

flow, 
Hearts  beat  as  mine  now  beats,  with  such  in- 
tent 
As  renovates  the  world ;  a  will  omnipotent !  * 

XLII 

"  Yes,  I  will  tread  Pride's  golden  palaces. 
Through   Penury's   roofless    huts    and    squalid 

cells 
Will  I  descend,  where'er  in  abjectness 
Woman  with  some  vile  slave  her  tyrant  dwells ; 
There  with  the  music  of  thine  own  sweet  spells 
Will  disenchant  the  captives,  and  will  pour 
For  the  despairing,  from  the  crystal  wells 
Of  thy  deep  spirit,  reason's  mighty  lore. 
And  power  shaU  then  abound,  and  hope  arise  once 

more. 

zli.  5  sang,  Mrs.  SheUey,  1839^. 


It]  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  173 

XLin 

"  Can  man  be  free  if  woman  be  a  slave  ? 

Chain  one  who  lives,  and  breathes  this  bound- 
less air, 

To  the  corruption  of  a  closed  grave ! 

Can  they,  whose  mates  are  beasts  condemned  to 
bear 

Scorn  heavier  far  than  toil  or  anguish,  dare 

To  trample  their  oppressors  ?     In  their  home, 

Among  their  babes,  thou  knowest  a  curse  would 
wear 

The  shape  of  woman — hoary  Crime  would  come 

Behind,  and  Fraud  rebuild  Beligion's  tottering 

dome. 

xuv 

"  I  am  a  child :  —  I  would  not  yet  depart. 
When  I  go  forth  alone,  bearing  the  lamp 
Aloft  which  thou  hast  kindled  in  my  heart. 
Millions  of  slaves  from  many  a  dungeon  damp 
Shall  leap  in  joy,  as  the  benumbing  cramp 
Of  ages  leaves  their  limbs.     No  ill  may  harm 
Thy  Cythna  ever.     Truth  its  radiant  stamp 
Has  fixed,  as  an  invulnerable  charm. 

Upon  her  children's  brow,  dark  Falsehood  to  dis- 
arm. 

XLV 

"  Wait  yet  awhile  for  the  appointed  day. 
Thou  wilt  depart,  and  I  with  tears  shall  stand 
Watching  thy  dim  sail  skirt  the  ocean  gray ; 
Amid  the  dwellers  of  this  lonely  land 
I  shaU  remain  alone  —  and  thy  command 

xliv.  7  its  II  her,  Rossetti. 
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Shall  then  dissolve  the  world's  unquiet  trance, 
And,  multitudinous  as  the  desert  sand 
Borne  on  the  storm,  its  millions  shall  advance. 
Thronging  round  thee,  the  light  of  their  deliver- 
ance. 

XLVI 

^^  Then,  like  the  forests  of  some  pathless  moim- 

tain 
Which    from    remotest    glens    two     warring 

winds 
Involve  in  fire  which  not  the  loosened  fountain 
Of  broadest  floods  might  quench,  shall  all  the 

kinds 
Of  evil  catch  from  our  uniting  minds 
The  spark  which  must  consume  them ;  —  Cythna 

then 
Will  have  cast  ojBE  the  impotence  that  binds 
Her  childhood  now,  and  through  the  paths  of 

men 
Will  pass,  as  the  charmed  bird  that  haunts  the 

serpent's  den. 

XLVII 

"  We  part !  —  O  Laon,  I  must  dare,  nor  trem- 
ble. 
To  meet  those  looks  no  more  !  —  Oh,  heavy 

stroke  ! 
Sweet  brother  of  my  soul !  can  I  dissemble 
The  agony  of  this  thought?"  —  As  thus  she 

spoke 
The  gathered  sobs  her  quivering  accents  broke, 
And  in  my  anns  she  Md  her  beating  breast. 
I  remained  still  for  tears  —  sudden  she  woke 
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As  one  awakes  from  sleep,  and  wildly  pressed 
My  bosom,  her  whole  frame  impetuously  possessed. 

XLVin 

"  We  part  to  meet  again  —  but  yon  blue  waste, 
Yon  desert  wide  and  deep,  holds  no  recess 
Within  whose  happy  silence,  thus  embraced. 
We  might  survive  all  ills  in  one  caress ; 
Nor  doth  the  grave  —  I  fear  'tis  passionless  — 
Nor    yon    cold    vacant    Heaven :  —  we    meet 

again 
Within  the    minds  of  men,  whose  lips   shall 

bless 

Our  memory,  and  whose  hopes  its  light  retain 

When  these  dissevered  bones  are  trodden  in  the 

plain." 

xux 

I  could  not  speak,  though  she  had  ceased,  for 
now 

The  fountains  of  her  feeling,  swift  and  deep. 

Seemed  to  suspend  the  tumult  of  their  flow. 

So  we  arose,  and  by  the  star-light  steep 

Went  homeward  —  neither  did  we   speak  nor 
weep, 

But,  pale,  were  calm  with  passion.     Thus  sub- 
dued. 

Like   evening   shades  that  o'er  the  mountains 
creep. 

We  moved  towards  our  home;  where,  in  this 
mood, 
Each  from  the  other  sought  refuge  in  solitude. 
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^ 


CANTO  m 


What  thoughts  had  sway  o*er  Cythna's  lonely 

slumber 
That  night,  I  know  not ;  but  my  own  did  seem 
As  if  they  might  ten  thousand  years  outnimi- 

ber 

Of  waking  life,  the  visions  of  a  dream 

Which  hid  in  one  dim  gulf  the  troubled  stream 

Of  mind ;  a  boundless  chaos  wild  and  vast. 

Whose  limits  yet  were  never  memory's  theme ; 

And  I  lay  struggling  as  its  whirlwinds  passed, 

Sometimes  for  rapture  sick,  sometimes  for  pain 

aghast. 

n 

Two  hours,  whose  mighty  circle  did  embrace 
More  time  than  might  make  gray  the  infant 

world, 
Rolled  thus,  a  weary  and  tumultuous  space ; 
When  the  third  came,   like  mist   on  breezes 

curled, 
From  my  dim  sleep  a  shadow  was  unfurled  ; 
Methought,  upon  the  threshold  of  a  cave 
I  sate  with  Cythna ;  drooping  briony,  pearled 
With  dew  from  the  wild  streamlet's  shattered 
wave. 
Hung,  where  we  sate  to  taste  the  joys  which  Na- 
ture gave. 

i  1  o*er  Cythna^s  lonely  ||  (njer  my  sister' s^  SheUey,  1813^. 
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We  lived  a  day  as  we  were  wont  to  live, 
But  Nature  had  a  robe  of  glory  on, 
And  the  bright  air  o'er  every  shape  did  weave 
Intenser  hues,  so  that  the  herbless  stone, 
The  leafless  bough  among  the  leaves  alone. 
Had  being  clearer  than  its  own  could  be ; 
And  Cythna's  pure  and  radiant  self  was  shown, 
In  this  strange  vision,  so  divine  to  me. 
That  if  I  loved  before,  now  love  was  agony. 

IV 

Mom  fled,  noon  came,  evening,  then  night,  de- 
scended, 
And    we    prolonged    calm    talk    beneath    the 

sphere 
Of  the  calm  moon  —  when  suddenly  was  blended 
With  our  repose  a  nameless  sense  of  fear ; 
And  from  the  cave  behind  I  seemed  to  hear 
Sounds  gathering  upwards  —  accents  incomplete. 
And  stifled  shrieks,  —  and  now,  more  near  and 

near, 
A  timiult  and  a  rush  of  thronging  feet 
The  cavern's  secret  depths  beneath  the  earth  did 
beat. 

V 

The  scene  was  changed,  and  away,  away,  away ! 
Through  the  air  and  over  the  sea  we  sped. 
And  Cythna  in  my  sheltering  bosom  lay. 
And  the  winds  bore  me ;  through  the  darkness 
spread 

Y.  2  Over  the  air  and  through^  Roasetti  oonj. 
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Around,  the  gaping  earth  then  vomited 
Legions  of  foul  and  ghastly  shapes,  which  hung 
Upon  my  flight ;  and  ever  as  we  fled 
They  plucked  at  Cythna ;  soon  to  me  then  clung 
A  sense  of  actual  things  those  monstrous  dreams 
among. 

VI 

And  I  lay  struggling  in  the  impotence 

Of  sleep,  while  outward  life  had  burst  its  bound, 

Though,  still  deluded,  strove  the  tortured  sense 

To  its  dire  wanderings  to  adapt  the  sound 

Which  in  the  light  of  mom  was  poured  around 

Our  dwelling ;  breathless,  pale  and  unaware 

I  rose,  and  all  the  cottage  crowded  found 

With  armed  men,  whose  gKttering  swords  were 

bare. 

And  whose  degraded  limbs  the  Tyrant's  garb  did 

wear. 

vn 

And  ere  with  rapid  lips  and  gathered  brow 

I  could  demand  the  cause,  a  feeble  shriek  — 

It  was  a  feeble  shriek,  faint,  far  and  low  — 

Arrested  me ;  my  mien  grew  calm  and  meek, 

And  grasping  a  small  knife  I  went  to  seek 

That  voice  among  the  crowd  —  'twas  Cythna's 

cry  I 

Beneath  most  calm  resolve  did  agony  wreak 

Its  whirlwind  rage :  —  so  I  passed  quietly 

Till  I  beheld  where  bound  that  dearest  child  did 

lie. 

vin 

I  started  to  behold  her,  for  delight 
And  exultation,  and  a  joyance  free, 
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Solemn,  serene  and  lofty,  filled  the  light 
Of  the  calm  smile  with  which  she  looked  on  me ; 
So  that  I  feared  some  brainless  ecstasy, 
Wrought  from  that  bitter  woe,  had  wildered 
her. 
"  Farewell!  farewell  I "  she  said,  as  I  drew  nigh ; 
"At  first  my  peace  was  marred  by  this  strange 

stir. 
Now  I  am  calm  as  truth  —  its  chosen  minister. 

IX 

"  Look  not  so,  Laon  —  say  farewell  in  hope ; 
These  bloody  men  are  but  the  slaves  who  bear 
Their  mistress  to  her  task ;  it  was  my  scope 
The  slavery  where  they  drag  me  now  to  share. 
And  among  captives  willing  chains  to  wear 
Awhile  —  the  rest  thou  knowest.     Eetum,  dear 

friend! 
Let  our  first  triumph  trample  the  despair 
Which  would  ensnare  us  now,  for,  in  the  end, 
Li  victory  or  in  death  our  hopes  and  fears  must 

blend." 

X 

These  words  had  fallen  on  my  unheeding  ear, 
Whilst  I  had  watched  the  motions  of  the  crew 
With  seeming  careless  glance ;  not  many  were 
Around  her,  for  their  comrades  just  withdrew 
To  guard  some  other  victim ;  so  I  drew 
My  knife,  and  with  one  impulse,  suddenly. 
All  unaware  three  of  their  number  slew, 
And  grasped  a  fourth  by  the  throat,  and  with 
loud  cry 
My  countrymen  invoked  to  death  or  liberty. 
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XI 

What  followed  then  I  know  not,  for  a  stroke, 

On  my  raised  arm  and  naked  head  came  down. 

Filling  my  eyes  with  blood.  —  When  I  awoke, 

I  felt  that  they  had  bound  me  in  my  swoon, 

And  up  a  rock  which  overhangs  the  town 

By  the  steep  path  were  bearing  me  ;  below 

The  plain  was  filled  with  slaughter, — overthrown 

The  vineyards  and  the  harvests,  and  the  glow 

Of  blazing  roofs*  shone  far  o'er  the  white  Ocean's 

flow. 

xn 

Upon  that  rock  a  mighty  column  stood. 
Whose  capital  seemed  sculptured  in  the  sky, 
Which  to  the  wanderers  o'er  the  solitude 
Of  distant  seas,  from  ages  long  gone  by. 
Had  made  a  landmark  ;  o'er  its  height  to  fly 
Scarcely  the  cloud,  the  vulture  or  the  blast 
Has  power,  and  when  the  shades  of  evening  lie 
On  Earth  and  Ocean,  its  carved  summits  cast 
The  sunken  daylight  far  through  the  aerial  waste. 

XIII 

They  bore  me  to  a  cavern  in  the  hill 
Beneath  that  column,  and  unbound  me  there  ; 
And  one  did  strip  me  stark  ;  and  one  did  fill 
A  vessel  from  the  putrid  pool ;  one  bare 
A  lighted  torch,  and  four  with  friendless  care 
Guided  my  steps  the  cavern-paths  along; 
Then  up  a  steep  and  dark  and  narrow  stair 
We  wound,  until  the  torch's  fiery  tongue 
Amid  the  gushing  day  beamless  and  pallid  hung. 
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XIV 

They  raised  me  to  the  platform  of  the  pile, 
That  column's  dizzy  height ;  the  grate  of  brass, 
Through  which  they  thrust  me,  open  stood  the 

while, 
As  to  its  ponderous  and  suspended  mass. 
With  chains  which  eat  into  the  flesh,  alas ! 
With  brazen  links,  my  naked  limbs  they  bound  ; 
The  grate,  as  they  departed  to  repass. 
With  horrid  clangor  fell,  and  the  far  sound 
Of  their  retiring  steps   in  the  dense  gloom  was 

drowned. 

XV 

The  noon  was  calm  and  bright :  —  around  that 

colimm 
The  overhangmg  sky  and  circling  sea. 
Spread  forth  in  silentness  profound  and  solemn, 
The  darkness  of  brief  frenzy  cast  on  me. 
So  that  I  knew  not  my  own  misery  ; 
The  islands  and  the  mountains  in  the  day 
Like  clouds  reposed  afar ;  and  I  could  see 
The  town  among  the  woods  below  that  lay. 
And  the  dark  rocks  which  bound  the  bright  and 

glassy  bay. 

XVI 

It  was  so  calm,  that  scarce  the  feathery  weed 
Sown  by  some  eagle  on  the  topmost  stone 
Swayed  in  the  air :  —  so  bright,  that  noon  did 
breed 
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No  shadow  in  the  sky  beside  mine  own  — 
Mine,  and  the  shadow  of  my  chain  alone. 
Below,  the  smoke  of  roofs  involved  in  flame 
Eested  like  night ;  all  else  was  clearly  shown 
In  that  broad  glare ;  yet  sound  to  me  none  came, 
But  of  the  living  blood  that  ran  within  my  frame. 

xvn 

The  peace  of  madness  fled,  and  ah,  too  soon  I 

A  ship  was  lying  on  the  sunny  main ; 

Its  sails  were  flagging  in  the  breathless  noon  ; 

Its  shadow  lay  beyond.     That  sight  again 

Waked  with  its  presence  in  my  tranced  brain 

The  stings  of  a  known  sorrow,  keen  and  cold ; 

I  knew  that  ship  bore  Cythna  o'er  the  plain 

Of  waters,  to  her  blighting  slavery  sold. 

And  watched  it  with  such  thoughts  as  must  remain 

untold. 

xvin 

I  watched  until  the  shades  of  evening  wrapped 
Earth  like  an  exhalation ;  then  the  bark 
Moved,  for  that  calm  was  by  the  sunset  snapped. 
It  moved  a  speck  upon  the  Ocean  dark ; 
Soon  the  wan  stars  came  forth,  and  I  could  mark 
Its  path  no  more !     I  sought  to  close  mine  eyes. 
But,  like  the  balls,  their  lids  were  stiff  and 

stark; 
I  would  have  risen,  but  ere  that  I  could  rise 
My  parched  skin  was  split  with  piercing  agonies. 

XIX 

I  gnawed  my  brazen  chain,  and  sought  to  sever 
Its  adamantine  links,  that  I  might  die. 
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O  Liberty !  forgive  the  base  endeavor, 
Forgive  me,  if,  reserved  for  victory. 
The  Champion  of  thy  faith  e'er  sought  to  fly  I 
That  starry  night,  with  its  dear  silence,  sent 
Tameless  resolve  which  laughed  at  misery 
Into  my  soul  —  linked  remembrance  lent 
To  that  such  power,  to  me  such  a  severe  content. 


To  breathe,  to  be,  to  hope,  or  to  despair 

And  die,  I  questioned  not;   nor,  though  the 

Sun, 
Its  shafts  of  agony  kindling  through  the  air, 
Moved  over  me,  nor  though  in  evening  dun. 
Or  when  the  stars  their  visible  courses  run. 
Or  morning,  the  wide  universe  was  spread 
In  dreary  calmness  round  me,  did  I  shun 
Its  presence,  nor  seek  refuge  with  the  dead 
From  one   faint  hope   whose  flower  a  dropping 

poison  shed. 

XXI 

Two  days  thus  passed  —  I  neither  raved  nor 

died; 
Thirst  raged  within  me,  Kke  a  scorpion's  nest 
Built  in  mine  entrails ;  I  had  spumed  aside 
The  water-vessel,  while  despair  possessed 
My  thoughts,  and  now  no  drop  remained.     The 

uprest 
Of  the  third  sun  brought  hunger  —  but  the  crust 
Which  had  been  left  was  to  my  craving  breast 
Fuel,  not  food.     I  chewed  the  bitter  dust. 
And  bit  my  bloodless  arm,  and  licked  the  brazen 

rust. 
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xxn 

My  brain  began  to  fail  when  the  fourth  morn 
Burst  o'er  the  golden  isles.     A  fearful  sleep, 
Which  through  the  caverns  dreary  and  forlorn 
Of  the  riven  soul  sent  its  foul  dreams  to  sweep 
With    whirlwind    swiftness  —  a  fall  far    and 

deep  — 
A  gulf,  a  void,  a  sense  of  senselessness  — 
These  things  dwelt  in  me,  even  as  shadows  keep 
Their  watch  in  some  dim  chamel's  loneliness,  — 
A  shoreless  sea,  a  shy  sunless  and  planetless  I 

xxin 

The  forms  which  peopled  this  terrific  trance 
I  well  remember.     Like  a  choir  of  devils. 
Around  me  they  involved  a  giddy  dance ; 
Legions  seemed  gathering  from  the  misty  levels 
Of  Ocean,  to  supply  those  ceaseless  revels,  — 
Foul,   ceaseless    shadows ;    thought    could  not 

divide 
The  actual  world  from  these  entangling  evils. 
Which  so  bemocked  themselves  that  I  descried 
All  shapes  like  mine  own  self  hideously  multiplied. 

XXIV 

The  sense  of  day  and  night,  of  false  and  true, 
Was  dead  within  me.     Yet  two  visions  burst 
That  darkness ;  one,  as  since  that  hour  I  knew, 
Was  not  a  phantom  of  the  realms  accursed, 
Where  then  my  spirit  dwelt  —  but  of  the  first 
I  know  not  yet,  was  it  a  dream  or  no ; 
But  both,  though  not  distincter,  were  immersed 
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In  hues  which,  when  through  memory's  waste 
they  flow, 
Make  their  divided  streams  more  bright  and  rapid 
now. 

XXV 

Methought  that  grate  was  lifted,  and  the  seven. 
Who  brought  me  thither,  four  stiff  corpses  bare, 
And  from  the  frieze  to  the  four  winds  of  Heaven 
Hung  them  on  high  by  the  entangled  hair ; 
Swarthy  were  three  —  the  fourth  was  very  fair ; 
As  they  retired,  the  golden  moon  upsprung, 
And  eagerly,  out  in  the  giddy  air. 
Leaning  that  I  might  eat,  I  stretched  and  clung 
Over  the  shapeless  depth  in  which  those  corpses 
hung. 

XXVI 

A  woman's  shape,  now  lank  and  cold  and  blue, 
The  dwelling  of  the  many-colored  worm. 
Hung  there ;  the  white  and  hollow  cheek  I  drew 
To  my  dry  lips  —  What  radiance  did  inform 
Those   homy  eyes?  whose  was   that  withered 

form? 
Alas,  alas  !  it  seemed  that  Cythna's  ghost 
Laughed  in  those  looks,  and  that  the  flesh  was 

warm 
Within  my  teeth !  —  a  whirlwind  keen  as  frost 
Then  in  its  sinking  gulfs  my  sickening  spirit  tossed. 

XXVII 

Then  seemed  it  that  a  tameless  hurricane 
Arose,  and  bore  me  in  its  dark  career 
Beyond  the  sun,  beyond  the  stars  that  wane 

XXV.  1  ffrate^  Rossetti  ||  gate,  Shelley,  1818^,^. 
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On  the  verge  of  formless  space  —  it  langaished 

there, 

And,  dying,  left  a  silence  lone  and  drear, 

More  horrible  than  famine.     In  the  deep 

The  shape  of  an  old  man  did  then  appear, 

Stately  and  beautiful ;  that  dreadful  sleep 

His  heavenly  smiles  dispersed,  and  I  could  wake 

and  weep. 

xxvin 

And,  when  the  blinding  tears  had  fallen,  I  saw 
That  colimin,  and  those  corpses,  and  the  moon. 
And  felt  the  poisonous  tooth  of  hunger  gnaw 
My  vitals ;  I  rejoiced,  as  if  the  boon 
Of  senseless  death  would  be  accorded  soon, 
When  from  that  stony  gloom  a  voice  arose, 
Solemn  and  sweet  as  when  low  winds  attune 
The  midnight  pines ;  the  grate  did  then  unclose. 
And  on  that  reverend  form  the  moonlight  did 
repose. 

XXIX 

He  struck  my  chains,  and  gently  spake  and 

smiled; 
As  they  were  loosened  by  that  Hermit  old, 
Mine  eyes  were  of  their  madness  half  beguiled 
To  answer  those  kind  looks ;  he  did  enfold 
His  giant  arms  around  me  to  uphold 
My  wretched  frame;    my   scorched   limbs  he 

wound 
In  linen  moist  and  bahny,  and  as  cold 
As  dew  to  drooping  leaves;    the  chain,  with 

sound 
Like  earthquake,  through  the  chasm  of  that  steep 

stair  did  bound, 
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XXX 

As,  lifting  me,  it  fell !  —  Wliat  next  I  heard 

Were  billows  leaping  on  the  harbor  bar. 

And   the   shrill  sea -wind  whose   breath   idly 

stirred 
My  hair ;  I  looked  abroad,  and  saw  a  star 
Shining  beside  a  sail,  and  distant  far 
That  mountain  and  its  colimm,  the  known  mark 
Of    those  who   in   the   wide  deep  wandering 

are, — 
So  that  I  feared  some  Spirit,  fell  and  dark, 
In  trance  had  lain  me  thus  within  a  fiendish  bark. 

A  A  iv  I 

For  now,  indeed,  over  the  salt  sea  billow 
I  sailed  ;  yet  dared  not  look  upon  the  shape 
Of    him  who    ruled  the    helm,   although   the 

pillow 
For  my  light  head  was  hollowed  in  his  lap. 
And  my  bare  limbs  his  mantle  did  enwrap,  — 
Fearing  it  was  a  fiend ;  at  last,  he  bent 
O'er  me  his  aged  face ;  as  if  to  snap 
Those  dreadful  thoughts,  the  gentle  grandsire 

bent. 
And  to  my  inmost  soul  his  soothing  looks  he  sent. 

XXXII 

A  soft  and  healing  potion  to  my  lips 

At  intervals  he  raised  —  now  looked  on  high 

To  mark  if  yet  the  starry  giant  dips 

His  zone  in  the  dim  sea  —  now  cheeringly, 

9  laidf  RossettL 
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Though  he  said  little,  did  he  speak  to  me. 

"  It  is  a  friend  beside  thee  —  take  good  cheer 
Poor  victim,  thou  art  now  at  liberty!  " 
I  joyed  as  those  a  human  tone  to  hear 

Who  in  cells  deep  and  lone  have  languished  many 

a  year. 

xxxin 

A  dim  and  feeble  joy,  whose  glimpses  oft 
Were  quenched  in  a  relapse  of  wildering  dreams ; 
Yet  still  methought  we  sailed,  until  aloft 
The  stars  of  night  grew  pallid,  and  the  beams 
Of  mom  descended  on  the  ocean-streams ; 
And  still  that  aged  man,  so  grand  and  mild, 
Tended  me,  even  as  some  sick  mother  seems 
To  hang  in  hope  over  a  dying  child. 
Till  in  the  azure  East  darkness  again  was  piled. 

xxxrv 

And  then  the  night-wind,  steaming  from  the 

shore. 
Sent  odors  dying  sweet  across  the  sea, 
And  the  swift  boat  the  little  waves  which  bore. 
Were  cut  by  its  keen  keel,  though  slantingly ; 
Soon  I  could  hear  the  leaves  sigh,  and  could 

see 
The  myrtle-blossoms  starring  the  dim  grove. 
As  past  the  pebbly  beach  the  boat  did  flee 
On  sidelong  wing  into  a  silent  cove 
Where  ebon  pines  a  shade  under  the  starlight 

wove. 
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CANTO  IV 


The  old  man  took  the  oars,  and  soon  the  bark 

Smote  on  the  beach  beside  a  tower  of  stone. 

It  was  a  crumbling  heap  whose  portal  dark 

With  blooming  ivy-trails  was  overgrown ; 

Upon  whose   floor  the   spangling    sands  were 

strown, 

And  rarest  sea-shells,  which  the  eternal  flood. 

Slave  to  the  mother  of  the  months,  had  thrown 

Within  the  walls  of  that  gray  tower,  which  stood 

A  changeling  of  man's  art  nursed  amid  Nature's 

brood. 

n 

When  the  old  man  his  boat  had  anchored, 
He  wound  me  in  his  arms  with  tender  care. 
And  very  few  but  kindly  words  he  said. 
And  bore  me  through  the  tower  adown  a  stair. 
Whose  smooth  descent  some  ceaseless  step  to 

wear 
For  many  a  year  had  fallen.     We  came  at  last 
To  a  small  chamber  which  with  mosses  rare 
Was  tapestried,  where  me  his  soft  hands  placed 
Upon  a  couch  of  grass  and  oak-leaves  interlaced. 

in 

The  moon  was  darting  through  the  lattices 
Its  yellow  light,  warm  as  the  beams  of  day  — 
So  warm  that  to  admit  the  dewy  breeze 
The  old  man  opened  them ;  the  moonlight  lay 
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Upon  a  lake  whose  waters  wove  their  play 
Even  to  the  threshold  of  that  lonely  home ; 
Withm  was  seen  in  the  dim  wavering  ray 
The  antique  sculptured  roof,  and  many  a  tome 
Whose  lore  had  made  that  sage  all  that  he  had 
become. 

IV 

The  rock-built  barrier  of  the  sea  was  passed 
And  I  was  on  the  margin  of  a  lake, 
A  lonely  lake,  amid  the  forests  vast 
And  snowy  mountains.     Did  my  spirit  wake 
From  sleep  as  many-colored  as  the  snake 
That  girds  eternity?  in  life  and  truth 
Might  not  my  heart  its  cravings  ever  slake  ? 
Was  Cythna  then  a  dream,  and  all  my  youth, 
And  all  its  hopes  and  fears,  and  all  its  joy  and 
ruth? 

V 

Thus  madness  came  again,  —  a  milder  madness, 
Which  darkened  nought  but  time's  unquiet  flow 
With  supernatural  shades  of  cHnging  sadness ; 
That  gentle  Hermit,  in  my  helpless  woe, 
By  my  sick  couch  was  busy  to  and  fro, 
Like  a  strong  spirit  ministrant  of  good ; 
When  I  was  healed,  he  led  me  forth  to  show 
The  wonders  of  his  sylvan  solitude. 
And  we  together  sate  by  that  isle-fretted  flood. 

He  knew  his  soothmg  words  to  weave  with  skiU 
From  all  my  madness  told;    like   mine  own 

heart. 
Of  Cythna  would  he  question  me,  until 


17.]  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  191 

That  thrilling  name  had  ceased  to  make  me  start, 

From  his  familiar  lips ;  it  was  not  art, 

Of  wisdom  and  of  justice  when  he  spoke  — 

When  'mid  soft  looks  of  pity,  there  would  dart 

A  glance  as  keen  as  is  the  lightning's  stroke 

When  it  doth  rive  the  knots  of  some  ancestral 

oak. 

vn 

Thus  slowly  from  my  brain  the  darkness  rolled ; 

My  thoughts  their  due  array  did  reassume 

Through  the  enchantments  of  that  Hermit  old. 

Then  I  bethought  me  of  the  glorious  doom 

Of  those  who  sternly  struggle  to  relume 

The  lamp  of  Hope  o'er  man's  bewildered  lot ; 

And,  sitting  by  the  waters,  in  the  gloom 

Of  eve,  to  that  friend's  heart  I  told  my  thought  — 

That  heart  which  had  grown  old,  but  had  corrupted 

not. 

vni 

That  hoary  man  had  spent  his  livelong  age 
In  converse  with  the  dead  who  leave  the  stamp 
Of  ever-burning  thoughts  on  many  a  page. 
When  they  are  gone  into  the  senseless  damp 
Of  graves  ;  his  spirit  thus  became  a  lamp 
Of  splendor,  like  to  those  on  which  it  fed  ; 
Through    peopled   haunts,    the    City  and  the 

Camp, 
Deep  thirst  for  knowledge  had  his  footsteps  led, 
And  all  the  ways  of  men  among  mankind  he  read. 

IX 

But  custom  maketh  blind  and  obdurate 
The  loftiest  hearts  ;  he  had  beheld  the  woe 
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In  which  mankind  was  bound,  but  deemed  that 

fate 
Which  made  them  abject  would  preserve  them 

so; 
And  in  such  faith,  some  steadfast  joy  to  know, 
He  sought  this  cell ;  but  when  fame  went  abroad 
That  one  in  Argolis  did  undergo 
Torture  for  liberty,  and  that  the  crowd 
High  truths  from  gifted  lips  had  heard  and  under- 
stood, 

X 

And  that  the  midtitude  was  gathering  wide,  — 
His  spirit  leaped  within  his  aged  frame ; 
In  lonely  peace  he  could  no  more  abide, 
But  to  the  land  on  which  the  victor's  flame 
Had  fed,  my  native  land,  the  Hermit  came ; 
Each  heart  was  there  a  shield,  and  every  tongue 
Was  as  a  sword  of  truth  —  young  Laon's  name 
EaUied  their  secret  hopes,  though  tyrants  sung 
Hymns   of  triumphant  joy  our  scattered  tribes 
among. 

XI 

He  came  to  the  lone  column  on  the  rock, 
And  with  his  sweet  and  mighty  eloquence 
The  hearts  of  those  who  watched  it  did  unlock. 
And  made  them  melt  in  tears  of  penitence. 
They  gave  him  entrance  free  to  bear  me  thence. 
"  Since  this,"  the  old  man  said,  "  seven  years  are 

spent. 
While  slowly  truth  on  thy  benighted  sense 
Has   crept;    the   hope  which  wildered  it  has 

lent. 
Meanwhile,  to  me  the  power  of  a  sublime  intent. 
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xn 

"  Yes,  from  the  records  of  my  youthful  state, 
And  from  the  lore  of  bards  and  sages  old, 
From  whatsoe'er  my  wakened  thoughts  create 
Out  of  the  hopes  of  thine  aspirings  bold, 
Have  I  collected  language  to  unfold 
Truth  to  my  countrymen ;  from  shore  to  shore 
Doctrines  of  human  power  my  words  have  told ; 
They  have  been  heard,  and  men  aspire  to  more 

Than  they  have  ever  gained  or  ever  lost  of  yore. 

xm 

**  In  secret  chambers  parents  read,  and  weep. 
My  writings  to  their  babes,  no  longer  blind ; 
And  young  men  gather  when  their  tyrants  sleep, 
And  vows  of  faith  each  to  the  other  bind ; 
And  marriageable  maidens,  who  have  pined 
With  love  till  life  seemed  melting  through  their 

look, 
A  warmer  zeal,  a  nobler  hope,  now  find  ; 
And  every  bosom  thus  is  rapt  and  shook. 

Like  autumn's  myriad  leaves  in  one  swoln  moun- 
tain brook. 

XIV 

"  The  tyrants  of  the  Golden  City  tremble 
At  voices  which  are  heard  about  the  streets ; 
The  ministers  of  fraud  can  scarce  dissemble 
The  lies  of  their  own  heart,  but  when  one  meets 
Another  at  the  shrine,  he  inly  weets. 
Though  he    says  nothing,   that   the   truth    is 

known ; 
Murderers  are  pale  upon  the  judgment-seats, 
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And  gold  grows  vile  even  to  the  wealthy  crone. 
And  laughter  fills  the  Fane,  and  curses  shake  the 
Urone. 

XV 

^^£[ind  thoughts,  and  mighty  hopes,  and  gentle 

deeds 
Abound ;  for  fearless  love,  and  the  pure  law 
Of  mild  equality  and  peace,  succeeds 
To  faiths  which  long  have  held  the  world  in 

awe. 
Bloody,   and  false,  and  cold.     As  whirlpools 

draw 
All  wrecks  of  Ocean  to  their  chasm,  the  sway 
Of  thy  strong  genius,  Laon,  which  foresaw 
This  hope,  compels  all  spirits  to  obey. 
Which  round  thy  secret  strength  now  throng  in 

wide  array. 

XVI 

"  For  I  have  been  thy  passive  instrument "  — 
(As  thus  the  old  man  spake,  his  countenance 
Gleamed  on  me  like  a  spirit's)  —  ^'  thou  hast 

lent 
To  me,  to  all,  the  power  to  advance 
Towards  this  unforeseen  deliverance 
From  our  ancestral  chains  —  ay,  thou  didst  rear 
That  lamp  of  hope  on  high,  which  time  nor 

chance 
Nor  change  may  not  extinguish,  and  my  share 
Of  good  was  o'er  the  world  its  gathered  beams  to 
bear. 

xvn 

^^  But  I,  alas !  am  both  unknown  and  old. 
And  though  the  woof  of  wisdom  I  know  well 
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To  dye  in  hues  of  language,  I  am  cold 

In  seeming,  and  the  hopes  which  inly  dweU 

My  manners  note  that  I  did  long  repel ; 

But  Laon's  name  to  the  tumultuous  throng 

Were  like  the  star  whose  beams  the  waves 

compel 

And  tempests,  and  his  soul-subduing  tongue 

Were  as  a  lance  to  quell  the  mailed  crest  of 

wrong. 

xvm 

^^ Perchance  blood  need   not  flow;    if  thou   at 

length 
Wouldst  rise,  perchance  the  very  slaves  would 

spare 
Their  brethren  and  themselves;  great  is  the 

strength 
Of  words  —  for  lately  did  a  maiden  fair. 
Who  from  her  childhood  has  been  taught  to 

bear 
The  Tyrant's  heaviest  yoke,  arise,  and  make 
Her  sex  the  law  of  truth  and  freedom  hear. 
And  with  these  quiet  words  —  *for  thine  own 

sake 
I  prithee  spare  me,' — did  with  ruth  so  take 

XIX 

^^AU  hearts  that  even   the  torturer,  who   had 

bound 
Her  meek  calm  frame,  ere  it  was  yet  impaled. 
Loosened  her  weeping  then ;  nor  could  be  found 
One  human  hand  to  harm  her.     Unassailed 
Therefore  she  walks  through  the  great  City, 

veiled 
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In  virtue's  adamantine  eloquence, 

'Gainst  scorn  and  death  and  pain  thus  trebly 

mailed, 
And  blending  in  the  smiles  of  that  defence 
The  serpent  and  the  dove,  wisdom  and  innocence. 

XX 

**  The  wild-eyed  women  throng  around  her  path ; 
From  their  luxurious  dungeons,  from  the  dust 
Of  meaner  thralls,  from  the  oppressor's  wrath. 
Or  the  caresses  of  his  sated  lust. 
They  congregate ;  in  her  they  put  their  trust. 
The  tyrants  send  their  armed  slaves  to  quell 
Her  power ;  they,  even  like  a  thunder-gust 
Caught  by  some  forest,  bend  beneath  the  spell 

Of  that  young  maiden's  speech,  and  to  their  chiefs 
rebel. 

XXI 

^'  Thus  she  doth  equal  laws  and  justice  teach 
To  woman,  outraged  and  polluted  long ; 
Gathering  the  sweetest  fruit  in  human  reach 
For  those   fair  hands  now  free,  while  armdd 

wrong 
Trembles  before  her  look,  though  it  be  strong ; 
Thousands  thus  dwell  beside  her,  virgins  bright 
And  matrons  with  their  babes,  a  stately  throng! 
Lovers  renew  the  vows  which  they  did  plight 

In  early  faith,  and  hearts  long  parted  now  imite ; 

XXTT 

"  And  homeless  orphans  find  a  home  near  her, 
And  those  poor  victims  of  the  proud,  no  less, 

8  smiles  ||  wiles  or  spells  or  coils,  Bossetti  oonj. 
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Fair  wrecks,  on  whom  the  smiling  world  with 

stir 

Thrusts  the  redemption  of  its  wickedness. 

In  squalid  huts,  and  in  its  palaces, 

Sits  Lust  alone,  while  o'er  the  land  is  borne 

Her  voice,  whose  awful  sweetness  doth  repress 

All  evil ;  and  her  foes  relenting  turn. 

And  cast  the  vote  of  love  in  hope's  abandoned 

urn. 

xxin 

*'  So  in  the  populous  City,  a  yoimg  maiden 
Has  baffled  Havoc  of  the  prey  which  he 
Marks  as  his  own,  whene'er  with  chains  o'er- 

laden 
Men  make  them  arms  to  hurl  down  tyranny,  — 
False  arbiter  between  the  bound  and  free ; 
And  o'er  the  land,  in  hamlets  and  in  towns 
The  multitudes  collect  tumultuously, 
A.d  thn>ng  in  arms;  but  tyranny  Lwns 

Their  claim,   and  gathers    strength    around    its 
trembling  thrones. 

XXIV 

"  Blood  soon,  although  unwillingly,  to  shed 
The  free  cannot  forbear.     The  Queen  of  Slaves, 
The  hood-winked  Angel  of  the  blind  and  dead. 
Custom,  with  iron  mace  points  to  the  graves 
Where  her  own  standard  desolately  waves 
Over  the  dust  of  Prophets  and  of  Kings. 
Many  yet  stand  in  her  array  — '  she  paves 
Her  path  with  human  hearts,'  and  o'er  it  flings 

The  wildering  gloom  of  her  immeasurable  wings. 

xxiv.  5  Where,  Mrs.  SheUey,  18391 1|  When,  SheUey,  1818i,«. 
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XXV 

^^  There  is  a  plain  beneath  the  City's  wall, 
Bounded  by  nusly  mountains.  Ide  and  vast; 
Millions  there  lift  at  Freedom's  thrilling  call 
Ten  thousand  standards  wide;    they  load  the 

blast 
Which  bears  one  sound  of  many  voices  past, 
And  startles  on  his  throne  their  sceptred  foe ; 
He  sits  amid  his  idle  pomp  aghast, 
And  that  his  power  hath  passed  away,  doth 
know  — 

Why  pause  the  victor  swords  to  seal  his  overthrow  ? 

XXVI 

^^  The  Tyrant's  guards  resistance  yet  maintain. 
Fearless,  and  fierce,  and   hard   as   beasts   of 

blood ; 
They  stand  a  speck  amid  the  peopled  plain ; 
Carnage  and  ruin  have  been  made  their  food 
From  infancy ;  ill  has  become  their  good, 
And  for  its  hateful  sake  their  will  has  wove 
The  chains  which  eat  their  hearts.     The  multi- 
tude. 
Surrounding  them,  with  words  of  human  love 
Seek  from  their  own  decay  their  stubborn  minds 

to  move. 

xxvn 

^^  Over  the  land  is  felt  a  sudden  pause. 
As  night  and  day  those  ruthless  bands  around 
The  watch  of  love  is  kept — a  trance  which  awes 
The  thoughts  of  men  with  hope;  as  when  the 
soimd 
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Of  whirlwind,  whose  fierce  blasts  the  waves  and 

clouds  confound, 
Dies  suddenly,  the  mariner  in  fear 
Feels  silence  sink  upon  his  heart  —  thus  bound 
The  conquerors  pause;  and  oh!  may  freemen 

ne'er 
Clasp  the  relentless  knees  of  Dread,  the  murderer ! 

xxvm 

^^  If  blood  be  shed,  'tis  but  a  change  and  choice 
Of  bonds  —  from  slavery  to  cowardice, — 
A  wretched  fall !     Uplift  thy  charmed  voice. 
Pour  on  those  evil  men  the  love  that  lies 
Hovering  within  those  spirit-soothing  eyes ! 
Arise,   my   friend,   farewell ! "  —  As   thus   he 

spake. 
From  the  green  earth  lightly  I  did  arise. 
As  one  out  of  dim  dreams  that  doth  awake. 

And  looked  upon  the  depth  of  that  reposing  lake. 

XXIX 

I  saw  my  countenance  reflected  there ;  — 
And  then  my  youth  fell  on  me  like  a  wind 
Descending  on  still  waters.     My  thin  hair 
Was  prematurely  gray ;  my  face  was  lined 
With  channels,  such  as  suffering  leaves  behind. 
Not  age ;  my  brow  was  pale,  but  in  my  cheek 
And  Kps  a  flush  of  gnawmg  fire  did  find 
Their  food   and  dwelling;   though  mine   eyes 

might  speak 
A  subtle  mind  and  strong  within  a  frame  thus 

weak. 

8  Thdr  \\  Its,  Rofisetti. 
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XXX 

And  though  their  lustre  now  was  spent  and 

faded, 
Yet  in  my  hollow  looks  and  withered  mien 
The  likeness  of  a  shape  for  which  was  braided 
The  brightest  woof  of  genius  still  was  seen  — 
One  who,  methought,  had  gone  from  the  world's 

scene, 
And  left  it  vacant  —  'twas  her  lover's  face  — 
It  might  resemble  her  —  it  once  had  been 
The  mirror  of  her  thoughts,  and  still  the  grace 
Which  her  mind's  shadow  cast  left  there  a  linger- 
ing trace. 

XXXI 

What  then  was  I?     She  slumbered  with  the 

dead. 
Glory  and  joy  and  peace  had  come  and  gone. 
Doth    the  cloud  perish  when  the  beams   are 

fled 
Which  steeped  its  skirts  in  gold  ?  or,  dark  and 

lone, 
Doth  it  not  through  the  paths  of  night  unknown, 
On  outspread  wings  of  its  own  wind  upborne, 
Pour  rain  upon  the  earth  ?  the  stars  are  shown, 
When  the  cold  moon  sharpens  her  silver  horn 
Under  the  sea,  and  make  the  wide  night  not  for- 
lorn. 

xxxn 

Strengthened  in  heart,  yet  sad,  that  aged  man 
I  left,  with  interchange  of  looks  and  tears 
And  lingering  speech,  and  to  the  Camp  began 

XXX.  6  lover's  \\  brother'' 8^  Shelley,  18181. 
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My  way.     O'er  many  a  mountain-chain  which 

rears 

Its  hundred  crests  aloft  my  spirit  bears 

My  frame,  o'er  many  a  dale  and  many  a  moor ; 

And  gayly  now  meseems  serene  earth  wears 

The  blosmy  spring's  star-bright  investiture,  — 

A  vision  which  aught  sad   from  sadness  might 

allure. 

xxxin 

My  powers  revived  within  me,  and  I  went, 
As  one  whom  winds  waft  o'er  the  bending  grass. 
Through  many  a  vale  of  that  broad  continent. 
At  night  when  I  reposed,  fair  dreams  did  pass 
Before  my  pillow ;  my  own  Cythna  was. 
Not  like  a  child  of  death,  among  them  ever  ; 
When  I  arose  from  rest,  a  wof ul  mass 
That  gentlest  sleep  seemed  from  my  life  to  sever. 
As  if  the  light  of  youth  were  not  withdrawn  for- 
ever. 

xxxrv 

Aye  as  I  went,  that  maiden  who  had  reared 
The  torch  of  Truth  afar,  of  whose  high  deeds 
The  Hermit  in  his  pilgrimage  had  heard. 
Haunted  my  thoughts.     Ah,  Hope  its  sickness 

feeds 
With  whatsoe'er  it  finds,  or  flowers  or  weeds  ! 
Could  she  be  Cythna?   Was  that  corpse  a  shade 
Such  as   self-torturing  thought  from  madness 

breeds  ? 
Why  was  this  hope  not  torture  ?     Yet  it  made 
A  light  around  my  steps  which  would  not  ever 

fade. 

xzzii.  8  Uoomy,  Mrs.  Shelley,  1839^. 
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CANTO  V 


OvEB  the  utmost  hill  at  length  I  sped, 
A  snowy  steep :  — the  moon  was  hanging  low 
Over  the  Asian  moimtains,  and,  outspread 
The  plain,  the  Ciiy,  and  the  Camp  below. 
Skirted  the  midnight  Ocean's  glimmering  flow  ; 
The  City's  moon-lit  spires  and  myriad  lamps 
Like  stars  in  a  sublunar  sky  did  glow. 
And  jSres  blazed  far  amid  the  scattered  camps. 
Like  springs  of  flame  which  burst  where'er  swift 
Earthquake  stamps. 


All  slept  but  those  in  watchful  arms  who  stood, 

And  those  who  sate  tending  the  beacon's  light ; 

And  the  few  sounds  from  that  vast  multitude 

Made  silence  more  profound.     Oh,  what  a  might 

Of  human  thought  was  cradled  in  that  night  I 

How  many  hearts  impenetrably  veiled 

Beat  underneath  its  shade  !  what  secret  fight 

Evil  and  Good,  in  woven  passions  mailed, 

Waged  through  that  silent  throng  —  a  war  that 

never  failed  1 

in 

And  now  the  Power  of  Good  held  victory. 

So,  through  the  labyrinth  of  many  a  tent, 

Among  the  silent  millions  who  did  lie 

Li  innocent  sleep,  exultingly  I  went. 

The  moon  had  left  Heaven  desert  now,  bat  lent 
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From  eastern  mom  the  first  faint  lustre  showed 

An  armed  youth ;  over  his  spear  he  bent 

His  downward  face  :  —  "A  friend ! "  I   cried 

aloud, 
And  quickly  common  hopes  made  freemen  imder- 

stood. 

IV 

I  sate  beside  him  while  the  morning  beam 
Crept  slowly  over  Heaven,  and  talked  with  him 
Of  those  immortal  hopes,  a  glorious  theme. 
Which  led  us  forth,  until  the  stars  grew  dim  ; 
And  all  the  while  methought  his  voice  did  swim. 
As  if  it  drowned  in  remembrance  were 
Of  thoughts  which  make  the  moist  eyes  over- 
brim; 
At  last,  when  daylight  'gan  to  fill  the  air. 
He  looked  on  me,  and  cried  in  wonder,  "  Thou  art 
here ! " 

V 

Then,  suddenly,  I  knew  it  was  the  youth 
In  whom  its  earliest  hopes  my  spirit  found  ; 
But  envious  tongues   had  stained  his  spotless 

truth. 
And  thoughtless  pride  his  love  in  silence  bound, 
And  shame  and  sorrow  mine  in  toils  had  wound. 
Whilst  he  was  innocent,  and  I  deluded ; 
The  truth  now  came  upon  me  —  on  the  ground 
Tears  of  repenting  joy,  which  fast  intruded. 
Fell  fast  —  and  o'er  its  peace  our  mingling  spirits 

brooded. 

VI 

Thus,  while  with  rapid  lips  and  earnest  eyes 
We  talked,  a  sound  of  sweeping  conflict,  spread 
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As  from  the  earth,  did  suddenly  arise. 

From  every  tent,  roused  by  that  clamor  dread, 

Our  bands  outsprung  and  seized  their  arms; 

we  sped 
Towards  the  sound ;  our  tribes  were  gathering 

far. 
Those  sanguine  slaves,  amid  ten  thousand  dead 
Stabbed  in  their  sleep,  trampled  in  treacherous 

war 
The  gentle  hearts  whose  power  their  lives  had 

sought  to  spare. 

vn 

Like  rabid  snakes  that  sting  some  gentle  child 
Who  brings  them  food  when  winter  false  and 

fair 
Allures   them  forth  with   its  cold    smiles,   so 

wild 
They  rage  among  the  camp ;  they  overbear 
The  patriot  hosts  —  confusion,  then  despair. 
Descends  like  night  —  when"LaonI"  one  did 

cry; 
Like  a  bright  ghost  from  Heaven  that  shout  did 

scare 
The  slaves,  and,  widening  through  the  vaulted 
sky. 
Seemed  sent  from  Earth  to  Heaven  in  sign  of  vic- 
tory. 

vin 

In  sudden  panic  those  false  murderers  fled. 
Like  insect  tribes  before  the  northern  gale ; 
But  swifter  still  our  hosts  encompassed 
Their  shattered  ranks,  and  in  a  craggy  vale, 
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Where  even  their  fierce   despair  might  nought 

avail, 
Hemmed  them  around !  —  and  then  revenge  and 

fear 
Made  the  high  virtue  of  the  patriots  fail ; 
One  pointed  on  his  foe  the  mortal  spear  — 
I  rushed  before  its  point,  and  cried  "Forbear, 

forbear  1 " 

IX 

The  spear  transfixed  my  arm  that  was  uplifted 

In  swift  expostulation,  and  the  blood 

Gushed  round  its  point ;  I  smiled,  and  —  "  Oh  1 

thougifted 
With  eloquence  which  shall  not  be  withstood. 
Flow  thus ! "  I  cried  in  joy,  "  thou  vital  flood, 
Until  my  heart  be  dry,  ere  thus  the  cause 
For   which  thou  wert   aught  worthy  be   sub- 
dued !  ^- 
Ah,  ye   are  pale  —  ye  weep  —  your  passions 
pause  — 
'Tis  well!   ye  feel  the  truth  of  love's  benignant 
laws. 

X 

"Soldiers,    our   brethren    and    our    friends   are 

slain; 
Ye  murdered  them,  I  think,  as  they  did  sleep  ! 
Alas,  what  have  ye  done  ?    The  slightest  pain 
Which  ye  might  suffer,  there  were  eyes  to  weep. 
But  ye  have  quenched  them  —  there  were  smiles 

to  steep 
Your  hearts  in  balm,  but  they  are  lost  in  woe ; 
And  those  whom  love  did  set  his  watch  to  keep 
Around  your  tents  truth's  freedom  to  bestow, 
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Ye  stabbed  as  they  did  sleep  —  but  they  forgive 
ye  now. 

XI 

"  Oh,  wherefore  should  ill  ever  flow  from  ill, 
And  pain  still  keener  pain  forever  breed  ? 
We  all  are  brethren  —  even  the  slaves  who  kill 
For  hire  are  men  ;  and  to  avenge  misdeed 
On  the  misdoer  doth  but  Misery  feed 
With    her  own  broken  heart !     O   Earth,   O 

Heaven ! 
And  thou,  dread  Nature,  which  to  every  deed 
And  all  that  lives,  or  is,  to  be  hath  given, 
Even  as  to  thee  have  these  done  ill,  and  are  for- 
given. 

xn 

^^  Join  then  your  hands  and  hearts,  and  let  the 

past 
Be  as  a  grave  which  gives  not  up  its  dead 
To  evil  thoughts."  —  A  film  then  overcast 
My  sense  with  dimness,  for  the  wound,  which 

bled 
Freshly,  swift  shadows  o'er  mine  eyes  had  shed. 
When  I  awoke,  I  lay  'mid  friends  and  foes, 
And  earnest  countenances  on  me  shed 
The  light  of  questioning  looks,  whilst  one  did 

close 

My  woimd  with  balmiest  herbs,  and  soothed  me  to 

repose ; 

xin 

And  one,  whose  spear  had  pierced  me,  leaned 
beside 

zi.  8  hast^  Rossetti. 

ziiL  1  one  II  Ae,  Forman  conj. 
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With  quivering  lips  and  humid  eyes ;  and  all 
Seemed  like  some  brothers  on  a  journey  wide 
Gone  forth,  whom  now  strange  meetii^  did  be- 

faU 
In  a  strange  land  round  one  whom  they  might 

call 
Their  friend,  their  chief,  their  father,  for  assay 
Of  peril,  w:hich  had  saved  them  from  the  thrall 
Of  death,  now  suffering.    Thus  the  vast  array 
Of  those  fraternal  bands  were  reconciled  that  day. 

XIV 

Lifting  the  thunder  of  their  acclamation, 
Towards  the  City  then  the  multitude, 
And  I  among  them,  went  in  joy  —  a  nation 
Made  free  by  love  ;  a  mighty  brotherhood 
Linked  by  a  jealous  interchange  of  good ; 
A  glorious  pageaut,  more  magnificent 
Than  kingly  slaves  arrayed  in  gold  and  blood, 
When  they  return  from  carnage,  and  are  sent 
In  triumph  bright  beneath  the  populous  battle- 
ment. 

XV 

Afar,  the  City  walls  were  thronged  on  high, 
And  myriads  on  each  giddy  turret  clung. 
And  to  each  spire  far  lessening  in  the  sky 
Bright  pennons  on  the  idle  winds  were  hung ; 
As  we  approached,  a  shout  of  joyance  sprung 
At  once  from  all  the  crowd,  as  if  the  vast 
And  peopled  Earth  its  boundless  skies  among 
The  sudden  clamor  of  delight  had  cast. 
When  from  before  its  face  some  general  wreck 
had  passed. 
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XVI 

Our  armies  through  the  City's  hundred  gates 
Were  poured,  like  brooks  which  to  the  rocky- 
lair 
Of  some  deep  lake,  whose  silence  them  awaits, 
Throng  from  the  mountains  when  the  storms  are 

there ; 
And,  as  we  passed  through  the  calm   sunny 

air, 
A  thousand  flower-inwoven  crowns  were  shed, 
The  token-flowers  of  truth  and  freedom  fair. 
And  fairest  hands  boimd  them  on  many  a  head. 
Those  angels  of  love's  heaven  that  over  all  was 
spread. 

XVII 

I  trod  as  one  tranced  in  some  rapturous  vision  ; 
Those  bloody  bauds  so  lately  reconciled, 
Were  ever,  as  they  went,  by  the  contrition 
Of  anger  turned  to  love,  from  ill  beguiled. 
And  every  one  on  them  more  gently  smiled 
Because  they  had  done  evil ;  the  sweet  awe 
Of  such  mild  looks  made  their  own  hearts  grow 

mild. 
And  did  with  soft  attraction  ever  draw 
Their  spirits  to  the  love  of  freedom's  equal  law. 

XVIII 

And  they,  and  all,  in  one  loud  symphony 
My  name  with  Liberty  commingling  lifted  — 
"  The  friend  and  the  preserver  of  the  free ! 
The  parent  of  this  joy  1  "  and  fair  eyes,  gifted 
With  feelings  caught  from  one  who  had  uplifted 
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The  Ught  of  a  great  spirit,  round  me  shone ; 
And  aU  the  shapes  of  this  grand  scenery  shifted 
Like  restless  clouds  before  the  steadfast  sun. 
Where  was  that  Maid  ?  I  asked,  but  it  was  known 
of  none. 

XIX 

Laone  was  the  name  her  love  had  chosen, 

For  she  was  nameless,  and  her  birth  none  knew. 

Where  was    Laone  now? — The    words  were 

frozen 
Within  my  lips  with  fear ;  but  to  subdue 
Such  dreadful  hope  to  my  great  task  was  due. 
And  when  at  length  one  brought  reply  that  she 
To-morrow  would  appear,  I  then  withdrew 
To  judge  what  need  for  that  great  throng  might 

be, 
For  now  the  stars  came  thick  over  the  twilight  sea. 

XX 

Yet  need  was  none  for  rest  or  food  to  care. 
Even  though  that  multitude  was  passing  great, 
Since  each  one  for  the  other  did  prepare 
All  kindly  succor.     Therefore  to  the  gate 
Of  the  Imperial  House,  now  desolate, 
I  passed,  and  there  was  found  aghast,  alone. 
The  fallen  Tyrant !  —  silently  he  sate 
Upon  the  footstool  of  his  golden  throne. 
Which,  starred  with  sunny  gems,  in  its  own  lustre 
shone. 

XXI 

Alone,  but  for  one  child  who  led  before  him 
A  graceful  dance  —  the  only  living  thing. 
Of  all  the  crowd,  which  thither  to  adore  him 


210  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  [v. 

Flocked  yesterday,  who  solace  sought  to  bring 

In  his  abandonment ;  she  knew  the  King 

Had  praised  her  dance  of  yore,  and  now  she 

wove 
Its  circles,  aye  weeping  and  murmuring, 
'Mid  her  sad  task  of  unregarded  love. 
That  to  no  smiles  it  might  his  speechless  sadness 

move. 

XXII 

She  fled  to  him,  and  wildly  clasped  his  feet 
When  human  steps  were  heard ;  he  moved  nor 

spoke. 
Nor  changed  his  hue,  nor  raised  his   looks  to 

meet 
The  gaze  of  strangers.     Our  loud  entrance  woke 
The  echoes  of  the  hall,  which  circling  broke 
The  cahn  of  its  recesses  ;  like  a  tomb 
Its  sculptured  walls  vacantly  to  the  stroke 
Of  footfalls  answered,  and  the  twilight's  gloom 
Lay  like  a  chamel's  mist  within  the  radiant  dome. 

xxm 

The  little  child  stood  up  when  we  came  nigh; 
Her  lips  and  cheeks  seemed  very  pale  and  wan, 
But  on  her  forehead  and  within  her  eye 
Lay  beauty  which  makes  hearts  that  feed  thereon 
Sick  with  excess  of  sweetness ;  on  the  throne 
She  leaned ;  the  King,  with  gathered  brow  and 

lips 
Wreathed  by  long  scorn,  did  inly  sneer  and 

frown. 
With  hue  like  that  when  some  great  painter  dips 
His  pencil  in  the  gloom  of  earthquake  and  eclipse* 
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XXIV 

She  stood  beside  him  like  a  rainbow  braided 
Within  some   storm,  when   scarce  its  shadows 

vast 
From  the  blue  paths  of  the  swift  sun  have  faded  ; 
A  sweet  and  solemn  smile,  like  Cythna's,  cast 
One  moment's  light,  which  made  my  heart  beat 

fast. 
O'er  that  child's  parted  lips  —  a  gleam  of  bliss, 
A  shade  of  vanished  days ;  as  the  tears  passed 
Which  wrapped    it,   even  as  with  a  father's 

kiss 
I  pressed  those  softest  eyes  in  trembUng  tender- 

ness. 

XXV 

The  sceptred  wretch  then  from  that  solitude 
I  drew,  and,  of  his  change  compassionate. 
With  words  of  sadness  soothed  his  rugged  mood. 
But  he,  while  pride  and  fear  held  deep  debate. 
With  sullen  guile  of  ill-dissembled  hate 
Glared  on  me  as  a  toothless  snake  might  glare  ; 
Pity,  not  scorn,  I  felt,  though  desolate 
The  desolator  now,  and  unaware 
The  curses  which  he  mocked  had  caught  him  by 
the  hair. 

XXVI 

I  led  him  forth  from  that  which  now  might  seem 
A  gorgeous  grave ;  through  portals  sculptured 

deep 
With  imagery  beautiful  as  dream 
We  went,  and  left  the  shades  which  tend  on 

sleep 
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Over  its  unregarded  gold  to  keep 

Their  silent  watch.     The  child  trod  faintingly. 

And  as  she  went,  the  tears  which  she  did  weep 

Glanced  in  the  star-Kght ;  wUdered  seemed  she. 

And,  when  I  spake,  for  sobs  she  could  not  answer 

me. 

XX  vn 

At  last  the  Tyrant  cried,  "  She  hungers,  slave  ! 
Stab  her,  or  give  her  bread !  "  —  It  was  a  tone 
Such  as  sick  fancies  in  a  new-made  grave 
Might   hear.     I  trembled,   for   the   truth  was 

known,  — 
He  with  this  child  had  thus  been  left  alone. 
And  neither  had  gone  forth  for  food,  but  he 
In  mingled  pride   and   awe   cowered   near  his 

throne. 
And  she,  a  nursling  of  captivity. 
Knew  nought  beyond  those  walls,  nor  what  such 

change  might  be. 

xxvm 

And  he  was  troubled  at  a  charm  withdrawn 
Thus  suddenly  —  that  sceptres  ruled  no  more, 
That  even  from  gold  the  dreadful  strength  was 

gone 
Which    once    made   all   things   subject   to   its 

power; 
Such  wonder  seized  him  as  if  hour  by  hour 
The  past  had  come  again ;  and  the  swift  fall 
Of  one  so  great  and  terrible  of  yore 
To  desolateness,  in  the  hearts  of  all 
Like  wonder  stirred  who  saw  such  awful  change 

befalL' 
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A  mighty  crowd,  such  as  the  wide  land  pours 
Once  in  a  thousand  years,  now  gathered  round 
The  fallen  Tyrant ;  like  the  rush  of  showers 
Of  hail  in  spring,  pattering  along  the  ground, 
Then-  many  footsteps  fell  -  else  came  no  sound 
From  the  wide  multitude  ;  that  lonely  man 
Then  knew  the  burden  of  his  change,  and  found, 
Concealing  in  the  dust  his  visage  wan, 
Befuge  from  the  keen  looks  which  through  his 
bosom  ran. 

XXX 

And  he  was  faint  withal.     I  sate  beside  him 
Upon  the  earth,  and  took  that  child  so  fair 
From  his  weak  arms,  that  ill  might  none  betide 

him 
Or  her;  when  food  was  brought  to  them,  her 

share 
To  his  averted  lips  the  chQd  did  bear, 
But,  when  she  saw  he  had  enough,  she  ate. 
And  wept  the  while ;  the  lonely  man's  despair 
Hunger  then  overcame,  and,  of  his  state 
Forgetful,  on  the  dust  as  in  a  trance  he  sate. 

XXXI 

Slowly  the  silence  of  the  multitudes 
Passed,  as  when  far  is  heard  in  some  lone  dell 
The  gathering  of  a  wind  among  the  woods : 
"  And   he    is    fallen  I "  they  cry,  "  he  who    did 
dwell 
Like  famine  or  the  plague,  or  aught  more  fell, 
Among  our  homes,  is  fallen  I  the  murderer 
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Who  slaked  his  thirsting  soul,  as  from  a  well 

Of  blood  and  tears,  with  ruin !  he  is  here! 

Sunk  in  a  gulf  of  scorn  from  which  none  may  him 

rearl" 

xxxn 

Then  was  heard  —  **  He  who  judged,  let  him  be 

brought 
To  judgment  1  blood  for  blood  cries  from  the 

soil 
On    which    his    crimes    have    deep    pollution 

wrought ! 
Shall  Othman  only  unavenged  despoil  ? 
Shall  they,  who  by  the  stress  of  grinding  toil 
Wrest  from  the  unwilling  earth  his  luxuries, 
Perish  for  crime,   while  his  foul    blood   may 

boU 
Or  creep  within  his  veins  at  will?    Arise  ! 
And  to  high  Justice  make  her  chosen  sacrifice  1 " 

xxxm 

"What   do  ye   seek?  what   fear  ye?"  then  I 

cried, 
Suddenly  starting  forth,  "  that  ye  should  shed 
The  blood  of   Othman?    if    your   hearts    are 

tried 
In  the  true  love  of  freedom,  cease  to  dread 
This  one  poor  lonely  man;  beneath   Heaven 

spread 
In  purest  light  above  us  all,  through  Earth  — 
Maternal  Earth,  who   doth  her  sweet    smiles 

shed 
For  all  —  let  him  go  free,  imtil  the  worth 
Of  human  nature  win  from  these  a  second  birth. 
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XXXIV 

**  What  call  je  justice  ?    Is  there  one  who  ne'er 
In  secret  thought  has  wished  another's  ill  ? 
Are  ye  all  pure?    Let  those  stand  forth  who 

hear 
And  tremble  not.     Shall  they  insult  and  kill, 
If  such  they  be  ?  their  mild  eyes  can  they  fill 
With  the  fake  anger  of  the  hypocrite  ? 
Alas,  such  were  not  pure  I     The  chastened  will 
Of  virtue  sees  that  justice  is  the  light 

Of  love,  and  not  revenge  and  terror  and  despite." 

XXXV 

The  murmur  of  the  people,  slowly  dying. 
Paused  as  I  spake;   then  those  who  near  me 

were 
Cast  gentle  looks  where  the  lone  man  was  lying 
Shrouding  his  head,  which  now  that  infant  fair 
Clasped  on  her  lap  in  silence;  through  the  air 
Sobs  were  then  heard,  and  many  kissed  my  feet 
In  pity's  madness,  and  to  the  despair 
Of  him  whom  late  they  cursed  a  solace  sweet 
His  very  victims  brought  —  soft  looks  and  speeches 

meet. 

XXXVI 

Then  to  a  home  for  his  repose  assigned. 
Accompanied  by  the  still  throng,  he  went 
In  silence,  where  to  soothe  his  rankling  mind 
Some  likeness  of  his  ancient  state  was  lent ; 
And  if  his  heart  could  have  been  innocent 
As  those  who   pardoned   him,  he   might  have 
ended 
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His  days  in  peace ;  but  his  straight  lips  were  bent. 
Men  said,  into  a  smile  which  guile  portended,  — 
A  sight  with  which  that  child,  like  hope  with  fear, 
was  blended. 

xxxvn 

'Twas  midnight  now,  the  eve  of  that  great  day 
Whereon  the  many  nations,  at  whose  call 
The  chains  of  earth  like  mist  melted  away. 
Decreed  to  hold  a  sacred  Festival, 
A  rite  to  attest  the  equality  of  all 
Who  live.    So  to  their  homes,  to  dream  or  wake. 
All  went.     The  sleepless  silence  did  recall 
Laone  to  my  thoughts,  with  hopes  that  make 
The   flood  recede   from  which  their  thirst  they 
seek  to  slake. 

xxxvm 

The  dawn  flowed  forth,  and  from  its  purple 

fountains 
I  drank  those  hopes  which  make  the  spirit  quail. 
As  to  the  plain  between  the  misty  mountains 
And  the  great  City,  with  a  countenance  pale, 
I  went.     It  was  a  sight  which  might  avail 
To  make  men  weep  exulting  tears,  for  whom 
Now  first  from  human  power  the  reverend  veil 
Was  torn,  to  see  Earth  from  her  general  womb 
Pour  forth  her  swarming  sons  to  a  fraternal  doom: 

XXXIX 

To  see,  far  glancing  in  the  misty  morning. 
The  signs  of  that  innumerable  host ; 

zzxri.  7  strait,  Rossetti  conj. 


v.]  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  217 

To  hear  one  sound  of  many  made,  the  warning 
Of   Earth  to   Heaven   from  its   free   children 

tossed ; 
While  the  eternal  hills,  and  the  sea  lost 
In  wavering  light,  and,  starring  the  blue  sky, 
The  City's  myriad  spires  of  gold,  almost 
With  human  joy  made  mute  society — 
Its  witnesses  with  men  who  must  hereafter  be : 

XL 

To  see,  like  some  vast  island  from  the  Ocean, 

The  Altar  of  the  Federation  rear 

Its  pile  i'  the  midst  —  a  work  which  the  devotion 

Of  millions  in  one  night  created  there, 

Sudden  as  when  the  moonrise  makes  appear 

Strange  clouds  in  the  east  —  a  marble  pyramid 

Distinct  with  steps ;  —  that  mighty  shape  did 

wear 

The  light  of  genius ;  its  still  shadow  hid 

Far  ships ;  to  know  its  height  the  morning  mists 

forbid !  — 

xu 

To  hear  the  restless  multitudes  forever 
Around  the  base  of  that  great  Altar  flow, 
As  on  some  mountain  islet  burst  and  shiver 
Atlantic  waves ;  and,  solemnly  and  slow. 
As  the  wind  bore  that  tumult  to  and  fro. 
To  feel  the  dreamlike  music,  which  did  swim 
Like  beams  through  floating  clouds  on  waves 

below. 
Falling  in  pauses,  from  that  Altar  dim. 
As   silver-sounding  tongues    breathed    an   aerial 

hymn. 
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XLH 

To  hear,  to  see,  to  live,  was  on  that  mom 
Lethean  joy  I  so  that  all  those  assembled 
Cast  off  their  memories  of  the  past  outworn ; 
Two  only  bosoms  with  their  own  life  trembled, 
And  mine  was  one,  —  and  we   had  both   dis- 
sembled ; 
So  with  a  beating  heart  I  went,  and  one. 
Who  having  much,  covets  yet  more,  resembled,  — 
A  lost  and  dear  possession,  which  not  won. 
He  walks  in  lonely  gloom  beneath  the  noonday 
sun. 

XLm 

To  the  great  Pyramid  I  came ;  its  stair 
With  female  choirs  was  thronged,  the  loveliest 
Among  the  free,  grouped   with  its   scidptures 

rare. 
As  I  approached,  the  morning's  golden  mist. 
Which  now  the  wonder-stricken  breezes  kissed 
With  their  cold  lips,  fled,  and  the  summit  shone 
Like  Athos  seen  from  Samothracia,  dressed 
In  earliest  light,  by  vintagers ;  and  One 
Sate  there,  a  female  Shape  upon  an  ivory  throne :  — 

XLIV 

A  Form  most  like  the  imagined  habitant 
Of  silver  exhalations  sprung  from  dawn, 
By  winds  which  feed  on  sunrise  woven,  to  en- 
chant 
The  faiths   of    men.     All    mortal    eyes  were 

drawn  — 
As  famished  mariners  through  strange  seas  gone 
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Gaze  on  a  burning  watch-tower  —  by  the  light 

Of  those  divinest  lineaments.     Alone, 

With  thoughts  which  none  could  share,  from 

that  fair  sight 
I  turned  in  sickness,  for  a  veil  shrouded  her  coim- 

tenance  bright. 

XLV 

And  neither  did  I  hear  the  acclamations, 
Which  from  brief  silence  bursting  filled  the  air 
With  her  strange  name  and  mine,  from  all  the 

nations 
Which  we,  they  said,  in  strength  had  gathered 

there 
From  the  sleep  of  bondage  ;  nor  the  vision  fair 
Of  that  bright  pageantry  beheld ;  but  blind 
And  silent,  as  a  breathing  corpse,  did  fare, 
Leaning  upon  my  friend,  till  like  a  wind 
To  fevered  cheeks  a  voice  flowed  o'er  my  troubled 

mind. 

XLVI 

Like  music  of  some  minstrel  heavenly  gifted. 

To  one  whom  fiends  enthrall,  this  voice  to  me  ; 

Scarce  did  I  wish  her  veil  to  be  uplifted, 

I  was  so  cahn  and  joyous.     I  could  see 

The  platform  where  we  stood,  the  statues  three 

Which  kept  their  marble  watch  on  that  high 

shrine. 
The  multitudes,  the  mountains,  and  the  sea,  — 
As,  when  eclipse  hath  passed,  things   sudden 
shine 
To  men's  astonished  eyes  most  clear  and  crystal- 
line. 


220  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  {j. 

XLvn 

At  first  Laone  spoke  most  tremulously ; 

But  soon  her  voice  the  calmness  which  it  shed 

Grathered,  and  —  "  Thou  art  whom  I  sought  to 

And  thou  art  our  first  votary  here,"  she  said  ; 

^^  I  had  a  dear  friend  once,  but  he  is  dead ! 
And,  of  all  those  on  the  wide  earth  who  breathe. 
Thou  dost  resemble  him  alone.     I  spread 
This  veil  between  us  two  that  thou  beneath 

Shouldst  image  one  who  may  have  been  long  lost 

in  death. 

XLvni 

"  For  this  wilt  thou  not  hencefoi-th  pardon  me  ? 
Yes,  but  those  joys  which  silence  well  requite 
Forbid  reply.     Why  men  have  chosen  me 
To  be  the  Priestess  of  this  holiest  rite 
I  scarcely  know,  but  that  the  floods  of  light 
Which  flow  over  the  world  have  borne  me  hither 
To  meet  thee,  long  most  dear.     And  now  unite 
Thine  hand  with  mine,  and  may  all  comfort 
wither 

From  both  the  hearts  whose  pulse  in  joy  now  beat 

together, 

xux 

"  If  our  own  will  as  others'  law  we  bind, 
K  the  foul  worship  trampled  here  we  fear. 
If  as  ourselves  we  cease  to  love  our  kind ! "  — 
She  paused,  and  pointed  upwards  —  sculptured 
there 

xlvii.  5  dear  friend  ||  brother^  Shelley,  1818^. 
zlTiii.  Cheats,  Mrs.  Shelley,  1839^. 
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Three  shapes  around  her  ivory  throne  appear. 
One  was  a  Giant,  like  a  child  asleep 
On  a  loose  rock,  whose  grasp  crashed,  as  it  were 
In  dream,  sceptres    and  crowns;  and   one  did 

keep 
Its  watchful  eyes  in  doubt  whether  to  smile  or 

weep  — 

L 

A  Woman  sitting  on  the  sculptured  disk 
Of  the  broad  earth,  and  feeding  from  one  breast 
A  human  babe  and  a  young  basilisk ; 
Her  looks  were  sweet  as  Heaven's  when  love- 
liest 
In  Autumn  eves.     The  third  Image  was  dressed 
In  white  wings  swift  as  clouds  in  winter  skies ; 
Beneath  his  feet,  'mongst  ghastliest  forms,  re- 
pressed 
Lay  Faith,  an   obscene  worm,  who  sought  to 
rise,  — 
While  calmly  on  the  Sun  he  turned  his  diamond 
eyes. 

LI 

Beside  that  Image  then  I  sate,  while  she 
Stood  'mid  the  throngs  which  ever  ebbed  and 

flowed. 
Like  light  amid  the  shadows  of  the  sea 
Cast  from  one  cloudless  star,  and  on  the  crowd 
That  touch  which   none  who  feels  forgets  be- 
stowed ; 
And  whilst  the  sun  returned  the  steadfast  gaze 
Of  the  great  Image,  as  o'er  Heaven  it  glode, 
That  rite  had  place;   it  ceased  when   sunset's 
blaze 
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Burned  o'er  the  isles ;  all  stood  in  joy  and  deep 
amaze  — 
When  in  the  silence  of  all  spirits  there 
Laone's  voice  was  felt,  and  through  the  air 

Her  thrilling  gestures  spoke,  most  eloquently  fair. 


"  Calm  art  thou  as  yon  sunset !  swift  and  strong 
As  new-fledged  Eagles  beautiful  and  young, 
That  float  among  the  blinding  beams  of  morning ; 
And  underneath  thy  feet  writhe  Faith  and  Folly, 
Custom  and  Hell  and  mortal  Melancholy. 
Hark  1  the  Earth  starts  to  hear  the  mighty  warn- 
ing 

Of  thy  voice  sublime  and  holy ; 

Its  free  spirits  here  assembled 

See  thee,  feel  thee,  know  thee  now ; 

To  thy  voice  their  hearts  have  trembled, 

Like  ten  thousand  clouds  which  flow 

With  one  wide  wind  as  it  flies  ! 
Wisdom  I  thy  irresistible  children  rise 
To  hail  thee ;  and  the  elements  they  chain. 
And  their  own  will,  to  swell  the  glory  of  thy  train ! 


"  O  Spirit  vast  and  deep  as  Night  and  Heaven, 
Mother  and  soul  of  all  to  which  is  given 
The  light  of  life,  the  loveliness  of  being  I 
Lo?  thou  dost  reascend  the  human  heart, 
Thy  throne  of  power,  almighty  as  thou  wert 
In  dreams  of  Poets  old  grown  pale  by  seeing 
The  shade  of  thee ;  —  now  millions  start 
To  feel  thy  lightnings  through  them  burning  I 
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Nature,  or  God,  or  Love,  or  Pleasure, 

Or  Sympathy,  the  sad  tears  turning 

To  mutual  smiles,  a  drainless  treasure. 

Descends  amidst  us  !     Scorn  and  Hate, 

Revenge  and  Selfishness,  are  desolate ! 

A  hundred  nations  swear  that  there  shall  be 

Pity  and  Peace  and  Love  among  the  good  and 

free! 

3 

"  Eldest  of  things,  divine  Equality ! 
Wisdom  and  Love  are  but  the  slaves  of  ihee. 
The  angels  of  thy  sway,  who  pour  around  thee 
Treasures  from  all  the  cells  of  human  thought 
And  from  the  Stars  and  from  the  Ocean  brought, 
And  the  last  living  heart  whose  beatings  bound 
thee. 
The  powerful  and  the  wise  had  sought 
Thy  coming ;  thou,  in  light  descending 
O'er  the  wide  land  which  is  thine  own. 
Like  the  spring  whose  breath  is  blending 
AU  blasts  of  fragrance  into  one, 
Comest  upon  the  paths  of  men ! 
Earth  bares  her  general  bosom  to  thy  ken. 
And  all  her  children  here  in  glory  meet 
To  feed  upon  thy  smiles,  and  clasp  thy  sacred  feet. 

"  My  brethren,  we  are  free  !  the  plains  and  moun- 
tains, 
The  gray  sea-shore,  the  forests  and  the  fountains, 
Are  haunts  of  happiest  dwellers  ;  man  and  woman. 
Their  common  bondage  burst,  may  freely  borrow 
From  lawless  love  a  solace  for  their  sorrow ; 
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For  oft  we  still  must  weep,  since  we  axe  human. 

A  stormy  night's  serenest  morrow, 

Whose  showers  are  pity's  gentle  tears. 

Whose  clouds  are  smiles  of  those  that  die 

Like  infants  without  hopes  or  fears, 

And  whose  beams  are  joys  that  lie 

In  blended  hearts,  now  holds  dominion,  — 

The  dawn  of  mind,  which,  upwards  on  a  pinion 

Borne,  swift  as  sunrise,  far  illumines  space. 

And  clasps  this  barren  world  in  its  own  bright 

embrace ! 

5 

"  My  brethren,  we  are  free  !  the  fruits  are  glowing 
Beneath  the  stars,  and  the  night-winds  are  flowing 
O'er  the  ripe  com,  the  birds  and  beasts  are  dream- 
ing. 
Never  again  may  blood  of  bird  or  beast 
Stain  with  its  venomous  stream  a  human  feast, 
To  the  pure  skies  in  accusation  steaming ! 
Avenging  poisons  shall  have  ceased 
To  feed  disease  and  fear  and  madness ; 
The  dwellers  of  the  earth  and  air 
Shall  throng  around  our  steps  in  gladness. 
Seeking  their  food  or  refuge  there. 
Our  toil  from  thought  all  glorious  forms  shall  cull. 
To  make  this  earth,  our  home,  more  beautiful. 
And  Science,  and  her  sister  Poesy, 
Shall  clothe  in  light  the  fields  and  cities  of  the  free  ! 

6 
"  Victory,  Victory  to  the  prostrate  nations ! 
Bear  witness.  Night,  and  ye  mute  Constellations 
Who  gaze  on  us  from  your  crystalline  cars  I 
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Thoughts  have  gone  forth  whose  powers  can  sleep 

no  more  I 
Victory  I  Victory !  Earth's  remotest  shore, 
Kegions  which  groan  beneath  the  Antarctic  stars, 
The  green  lands  cradled  in  the  roar 
Of  western  waves,  and  wildernesses 
Peopled  and  vast  which  skirt  the  oceans 
Where  Morning  dyes  her  golden  tresses. 
Shall  soon  partake  our  high  emotions. 
Kings  shall  turn  pale !     Almighty  Fear, 
The  Fiend-God,  when  our  charmed  name  he  hear, 
Shall  fade  like  shadow  from  his  thousand  fanes. 
While  Truth   with  Joy  enthroned  o'er  his  lost 
empire  reigns  1 " 

Ln 

Ere  she  had  ceased,  the  mists  of  night  entwin- 
ing 
Their  dim  woof  floated  o'er  the  infinite  throng  ; 
She,  like  a  spirit  through  the  darkness  shining, 
In  tones  whose  sweetness  silence  did  prolong 
As  if  to  lingering  winds  they  did  belong, 
Poured  forth  her   inmost   soul:    a  passionate 

speech 
With  wild  and  thrilling  pauses  woven  among, 
Which  whoso  heard  was  mute,  for  it  could  teach 
To  rapture  like  her  own  all  listening  hearts  to 
reach. 

LHI 

Her  voice   was   as   a  mountain   stream  which 

sweeps 
The  withered  leaves  of  autumn  to  the  lake, 
And  in  some  deep  and  narrow  bay  then  sleeps 
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In  the  shadow  of  the  shores ;  as  dead  leaves 

wake, 
Under  the  wave,  in  flowers  and  herbs  which 

make 
Those  green  depths  beautiful  when  skies  are  blue, 
The  multitude  so  moveless  did  partake 
Such  living  change,  and  kindling  murmurs  flew 
As  o'er  that  speechless  cahn  delight  and  wonder 

grew. 

LTV 

Over  the  plain  the  throngs  were  scattered  then 
In  groups  around  the  fires,  which  from  the  sea 
Even  to  the  gorge  of  the  first  mountain  glen 
Blazed  wide  and  far;  the  banquet  of  the  free 
Was  spread  beneath  many  a  dark  cypress  tree, 
Beneath  whose  spires,  which  swayed  in  the  red 

flame, 
Eeclining  as  they  ate,  of  Liberty 
And  Hope  and  Justice  and  Laone's  name 
Earth's  children  did  a  woof  of  happy  converse 

frame. 

LV 

Their  feast  was  such  as  Earth,  the  general  mother, 
Pours  from  her  fairest  bosom,  when  she  smiles 
In  the  embrace  of  Autumn ;  to  each  other 
As  when  some  parent  fondly  reconciles 
Her  warring  children  —  she  their  wrath  beguiles 
With  her  own  sustenance,  they  relenting  weep — 
Such  was  this  Festival,  which  from  their  isles 
And  continents  and  winds  and  oceans  deep 
All  shapes  might  throng  to  share  that  fly  or  walk 
or  creep ; 

liv.  Q  flame,  Fleay  conj.,  Rossetti  ||  light,  SlieUey,  1818^,^. 
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LVI 

Might  share  in  peace  and  innocence,  for  gore 

Or  poison  none  this  festal  did  pollute, 

But,  piled  on  high,  an  overflowing  store 

Of  pomegranates  and  citrons,  fairest  fruit. 

Melons,  and  dates,  and  figs,  and  many  a  root 

Sweet  and  sustaining,  and  bright  grapes  ere  yet 

Accursed  fire  their  mild  juice  could  transmute 

Into  a  mortal  bane,  and  brown  com  set 

In  baskets ;  with  pure  streams  their  thirsting  lips 

they  wet. 

Lvn 

Laone  had  descended  from  the  shrine, 
And  every  deepest  look  and  holiest  mind 
Fed  on  her  form,  though  now  those  tones  divine 
Were  silent  as  she  passed ;  she  did  unwind 
Her  veil,  as  with  the  crowds  of  her  own  kind 
She  mixed ;  some  impulse  made  my  heart  refrain 
From  seeking  her  that  night,  so  I  reclined 
Amidst  a  group,  where  on  the  utmost  plain 
A  festal  watch-fire  burned  beside  the  dusky  main. 

LVin 

And  joyous  was  our  feast ;  pathetic  talk. 
And  wit,  and  harmony  of  choral  strains. 
While  far  Orion  o'er  the  waves  did  walk 
That  flow  among  the  isles,  held  us  in  chains 
Of  sweet  captivity  which  none  disdains 
Who  feels ;  but,  when  his  zone  grew  dim  in  mist 
Which  clothes  the  Ocean's  bosom,  o'er  the  plains 
The  multitudes  went  homeward  to  their  rest. 
Which  that  delightful  day  with  its  own  shadow  blest. 
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CANTO  VI 


Beside  the  dimness  of  the  glimmering  sea, 

Weaving    swift    language    from    impassioned 

themes, 

With  that  dear  friend  I  lingered,  who  to  me 

So  late  had  been  restored,  beneath  the  gleams 

Of  the  silver  stars ;  and  ever  in  soft  dreams 

Of  future  love  and  peace  sweet  converse  lapped 

Our  willing  fancies,  till  the  pallid  beams 

Of  the  last  watch-fire  fell,  and  darkness  wrapped 

The  waves,  and  each  bright  chain  of  floating  fire 

was  snapped, 

II 

And  till  we  came  even  to  the  City's  wall 

And  the  great  gate.     Then,  none  knew  whence 

or  why, 
Disquiet  on  the  multitudes  did  fall ; 
And  first,  one  pale  and  breathless  passed  us  by, 
And  stared  and  spoke  not ;  then  with  piercing  cry 
A  troop  of  wild-eyed  women — by  the  shrieks 
Of  their  own  terror  driven,  tumultuously 
Hither  and  thither  hurrying  with  pale  cheeks  — 
Each  one  from  fear  unknown  a  sudden  refuge  seeks. 

Ill 

Then,  rallying  cries  of  treason  and  of  danger 
Besounded,  and  —  "  They   come  !  to  arms  I  to 

arms! 
The  Tyrant  is  amongst  us,  and  the  stranger 
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Comes  to  enslave  us  in  his  name !  to  arms !  " 
In  vain  :  for  Panic,  the  pale  fiend  who  charms 
Strength  to  forswear  her  right,  those  millions 

swept 
Like  waves  before  the  tempest.     These  alarms 
Came  to  me,  as  to  know  their  cause  I  leapt 
On  the  gate's  turret,  and  in  rage  and  grief  and 

scorn  I  wept ! 

IV 

For  to  the  north  I  saw  the  town  on  fire. 
And  its  red  light  made  morning  pallid  now, 
Which  burst  over  wide  Asia ;  — louder,  higher, 
The  yells  of  victory  and  the  screams  of  woe 
I  heard  approach,  and  saw  the  throng  below 
Stream  through   the   gates   like   foam-wrought 

waterfalls 
Fed  from  a  thousand  storms  —  the  fearful  glow 
Of  bombs  flares  overhead  —  at  intervals 
The  red  artillery's  bolt  mangling  among  them  falls. 


And  now  the   horsemen   come  —  and  all  was 

done 
Swifter  than  I  have  spoken  —  I  beheld 
Their  red  swords  flash  in  the  unrisen  sun. 
I  rushed  among  the  rout  to  have  repelled 
That  miserable  flight  —  one  moment  quelled 
By  voice,  and  looks,  and  eloquent  despair. 
As  if  reproach  from  their  own  hearts  withheld 
Their  steps,  they  stood ;   but  soon  came  pour- 
ing there 
New  multitudes,  and  did  those  rallied  bands  o'er- 
bear. 
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VI 

I  strove,  a^  drifted  on  some  cataj^t 

By  irresistible  streams  some  wretch  might  strive 

Who  hears  its  fatal  roar ;  the  files  compact 

Whelmed  me,  and  from  the  gate  availed  to  drive 

With  quickening  impulse,  as  each  bolt  did  rive 

Their   ranks   with    bloodier   chasm ;     into   the 

plain 

Disgorged  at  length  the  dead  and  the  alive 

In  one  dread  mass  were  parted,  and  the  stain 

Of  blood  from  mortal  steel  fell  o'er  the  fields  like 

rain. 

vn 

For  now  the  despot's  bloodhounds  with  their 

prey, 
Unarmed  and  unaware,  were  gorging  deep 

Their  gluttony  of  death ;  the  loose  array 

Of  horsemen  o'er  the  wide  fields  murdering 

sweep. 

And  with  loud  laughter  for  their  Tyrant  reap 

A  harvest  sown  with  other  hopes ;  the  while, 

Far  overhead,  ships  from  Propontis  keep 

A  killing  rain  of  fire.     When  the  waves  smile 

As  sudden  earthquakes  light  many  a  volcano  isle, 

vni 

Thus  sudden,  unexpected  feast  was  spread 

For  the  carrion  fowls  of  Heaven.      I  saw  the 

sight  — 
I  moved  —  I  lived  —  as  o'er  the  heaps  of  dead. 
Whose  stony  eyes  glared  in  the  morning  light, 

YiL  0  tsfe,  Forman  il  u/e.    Shelley,  1818^,^. 
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I  trod ;  to  me  there  came  no  thought  of  flight, 
But  with  loud  cries  of  scorn,  which  whoso  heard 
That  dreaded  death  felt  in  his  veins  the  might 
Of  virtuous  shame  return,  the  crowd  I  stirred, 
And  desperation's  hope  in  many  hearts  recurred. 

IX 

A  band  of  brothers  gathering  round  me  made, 
Although  unarmed,  a  steadfast  front,  and,  still 
Retreating,  with  stem  looks  beneath  the  shade 
Of  gathered  eyebrows,  did  the  victors  fill 
With  doubt  even  in  success ;  deliberate  will 
Inspired  our  growing  troop ;  not  overthrown, 
It  gained  the  shelter  of  a  grassy  hill,  — 
And  ever  still  our  comrades  were  hewn  down. 
And  their  defenceless  limbs  beneath  our  footsteps 
strown. 

X 

Immovably  we  stood ;  in  joy  I  found 
Beside  me  then,  firm  as  a  giant  pine 
Among  the  mountain  vapors  driven  around, 
The  old  man  whom  I  loved ;  his  eyes  divine 
With  a  mild  look  of  courage  answered  mine. 
And  my  young  friend  was  near,  and  ardently 
His  hand  grasped  mine  a  moment ;  now  the  line 
Of  war  extended,  to  our  rallying  cry 
As  myriads  flocked  in  love  and  brotherhood  to  die. 

XI 

For  ever  while  the  sun  was  climbing  Heaven 
The  horseman  hewed  our  unarmed  myriads  down 
Safely,  though  when  by  thirst  of  carnage  driven 

zi.  2  horsemen,  Mrs.  Shelley,  1880^. 
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Too  near,  those  slaves  were  swiftly  overthrown 
By  hundreds  leaping  on  them  ;  flesh  and  bone 
Soon  made  our  ghastly  ramparts ;  then  the  shaft 
Of  the  artillery  from  the  sea  was  thrown 
More  fast  and  fiery,  and  the  conquerors  laughed 
In  pride  to  hear  the  wind  our  screams  of  torment 
waft. 

XII 

For  on  one  side  alone  the  hill  gave  shelter, 
So  vast  that  phalanx  of  unconquered  men. 
And  there  the  living  in  the  blood  did  welter 
Of  the  dead  and  dying,  which  in  that  green 

glen. 
Like  stifled  torrents,  made  a  plashy  fen 
Under  the  feet.     Thus  was  the  butchery  waged 
While  the  sun  clomb  Heaven's  eastern  steep; 

but,  when 
It  'gan  to  sink,  a  fiercer  combat  raged. 
For  in  more  doubtful  strife  the  armies  were  en- 
gaged. 

xin 

Within  a  cave  upon  the  hill  were  found 

A  bundle  of  rude  pikes,  the  instrument 

Of  those  who  war  but  on  their  native  ground 

For  natural  rights  ;  a  shout  of  joyance,  sent 

Even  from  our  hearts,  the  wide  air  pierced  and 

rent. 
As  those  few  arms  the  bravest  and  the  best 
Seized,  and  each  sixth,  thus  armed,  did  now 

present 
A  line  which  covered  and  sustained  the  rest, 
A  confident  phalanx  which  the  foes  on  every  side 

invest. 
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XIV 

That  onset  turned  the  foes  to  flight  almost ; 
But  soon  they  saw  their  present  strength,  and 

knew 
That  coming  night  would  to  our  resolute  host 
Bring  victory ;  so,  dismounting,  close  they  drew 
Their  gbttering  files,  and  then  the  combat  grew 
Unequal  but  most  horrible  ;  and  ever 
Our  myriads,  whom  the  swift  bolt  overthrew. 
Or  the  red  sword,  failed  like  a  mountain  river 
Which  rushes  forth  in  foam  to  sink  in  sands  for- 
ever. 

XV 

Sorrow  and  shame,  to  see  with  their  own  kind 
Our  human  brethren  mix,  like  beasts  of  blood. 
To  mutual  ruin  armed  by  one  behind 
Who  sits  and  scoflEs !  —  that  friend  so  mild  and 

good, 
Who  like  its  shadow  near  my  youth  had  stood, 
Was  stabbed !  —  my  old  preserver's  hoary  hair. 
With  the  flesh  cKnging  to  its  roots,  was  strewed 
Under  my  feet  I     I  lost  all  sense  or  care. 
And  like  the  rest  I  grew  desperate  and  unaware. 

XVI 

The  battle  became  ghastlier ;  in  the  midst 

I  paused,  and  saw  how  ugly  and  how  fell, 

O  Hate  I  thou   art,   even  when  thy  life  thou 

shedd'st 
For  love.     The  ground  in  many  a  little  dell 
Was  broken,  up  and  down  whose  steeps  befell 
Alternate  victory  and  defeat ;  and  there 


234  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  [vl 

The  combatants  with  rage  most  horrible 
Strove,  and  their  eyes   started  with   cracking 
stare, 
And  impotent  their  tongues  they  lolled  into  the  air, 

xvn 

Flaccid  and  foamy,  like  a  mad  dog's  hanging. 
Want,  and  Moon-madness,  and  the  pest's  swift 

Bane, 
When  its  shafts  smite  —  while  yet  its  bow  is 

twanging  — 
Have  each  their  mark  and  sign,  some  ghastly 

stain; 
And  this  was  thine,  O  War !  of  hate  and  pain 
Thou  loathed  slave !  I  saw  all  shapes  of  death. 
And  ministered  to  many,  o'er  the  plain 
While  carnage  in  the  sunbeam's  warmth  did 

seethe. 
Till  Twilight  o'er  the  east  wove  her  serenest  wreath. 

xvm 

The  few  who  yet  survived,  resolute  and  firm, 
Around  me  fought.     At  the  decline  of  day, 
Winding  above  the  mountain's  snowy  term, 
New  banners  shone  ;  they  quivered  in  the  ray 
Of  the  sun's  unseen  orb  ;  ere  night  the  array 
Of  fresh  troops  hemmed  us  in — of  those  brave 

bands. 
I  soon  survived  alone  —  and  now  I  lay 
Vanquished    and   faint,  the    grasp   of    bloody 

hands 
I    felt,  and  saw  on  high  the  glare  of    &lling 

brands, 
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XIX 

When  on  my  foes  a  sudden  terror  came, 

And  they  fled,  scattering.  —  Lo  I  with  reinless 

speed 
A  black  Tartarian  horse  of  giant  frame, 
Comes  trampling  over  the  dead;  the  living  bleed 
Beneath  the  hoofs  of  that  tremendous  steed. 
On  which,  like  to  an  Angel,  robed  in  white. 
Sate  one  waving  a  sword ;  the  hosts  recede 
And  fly,  as  through  their  ranks,   with  awful 

might 
Sweeps  in  the  shadow  of  eve  that  Phantom  swift 

and  bright ; 

XX 

And  its  path  made  a  solitude.     I  rose 
And  marked  its  coming ;  it  relaxed  its  course 
As  it  approached  me,  and  the  wind  that  flows 
Through  night  bore  accents  to  mine  ear  whose 

force 
Might  create  smiles  in  death.    The  Tartar  horse 
Paused,  and  I  saw  the  shape  its  might  which 

swayed. 
And  heard  her  musical  pants,  like  the  sweet 

source 
Of  waters  in  the  desert,  as  she  said, 
*'  Mount  with  me,  Laon,  now  "  —  I  rapidly  obeyed. 

XXI 

Then,  "  Away !  away !  "  she  cried,  and  stretched 

her  sword 
As  'twere  a  scourge  over  the  courser's  head, 

xiz.  4  o'er,  Mrs.  Shelley,  1839^ 


236  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  [vl 

And   lightly  shook  the   reins.      We  spake  no 

word. 
But  like  the  vapor  of  the  tempest  fled 
Over  the  plain ;  her  dark  hair  was  dispread 
Like  the  pine's  locks  upon  the  lingering  blast ; 
Over  mine  eyes  its  shadowy  strings  it  spread 
Fitfully,  and  the  hills  and  streams  fled  fast. 
As  o'er  their  glimmering  forms  the  steed's  broad 

shadow  passed. 

xxn 

And  his  hoofs  ground   the   rocks  to  fire  and 

dust, 
His  strong  sides  made  the  torrents  rise  in  spray. 
And  turbulence,  as  of  a  whirlwind's  gust. 
Surrounded  us ;  —  and  still  away,  away, 
Through  the  desert  night  we  sped,  while   she 

alway 
Gazed  on  a  mountain  which  we  neared,  whose 

crest. 
Crowned  with  a  marble  ruin,  in  the  ray 
Of  the  obscure  stars  gleamed ;  its  rugged  breast 
The  steed  strained  up,  and  then  his  impulse  did 

arrest. 

XXIII 

A  rocky  hill  which  overhung  the  Ocean :  — 
^rom  that  lone  ruin,  when  the  steed  that  panted 
Paused,  might  be  heard  the  murmur  of  the  mo- 
tion 
Of  waters,  as  in  spots  forever  haunted 
By  the   choicest  winds  of   Heaven  which  are 

enchanted 
To  music  by  the  wand  of  Solitude, 
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That  wizard  wild,  —  and  the  far  tents  implanted 
Upon  the  plain,  be  seen  by  those  who  stood 
Thence  marking  the  dark  shore  of  Ocean's  curved 
flood. 

XXIV 

One  moment  these  were  heard  and  seen — an- 
other 
Passed;  and  the  two  who  stood  beneath  that 

night 
Each  only  heard  or  saw  or  felt  the  other. 
As  from  the  lofty  steed  she  did  alight, 
Cythna  (for,  from  the  eyes  whose  deepest  light 
Of  love  and  sadness  made  my  lips  feel  pale 
With  influence  strange  of  moumfullest  delight. 
My  own  sweet   Cythna  looked)  with  joy  did 
quail, 
And  felt  her  strength  in  tears  of  human  weakness 
fail. 

XXV 

And  for  a  space  in  my  embrace  she  rested, 
Her  head  on  my  unquiet  heart  reposing. 
While  my  faint  arms   her  languid   frame  in- 
vested ; 
At  length  she  looked  on  me,  and,  half  unclosing 
Her  tremulous  lips,  said,  "Friend,  thv  bands 

were  losing 
The  battle,  as  I  stood  before  the  King 
In   bonds.      I   burst   them  then,   and,  swiftly 

choosing 
The  time,  did  seize  a  Tartar's  sword,  and  spring 
Upon  his  horse,  and  swift  as  on  the  whirlwind's 
wing 

zxiv.  8  Cythna  \\  sister,  Shelley,  1818^. 
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XXVI 

"  Have  thou  and  I  been  borne  beyond  pursuer, 
And  we  are  here."     Then,  turning  to  the  steed. 
She  pressed  the  white  moon  on  his  front  with 

pure 
And  rose-like  lips,  and  many  a  fragrant  weed 
From  the   green  ruin  plucked  that  he  might 

feed; 
But  I  to  a  stone  seat  that  Maiden  led. 
And,  kissing  her  fair  eyes,  said,  "Thou  hast 

need 
Of  rest,"  and  I  heaped  up  the  courser's  bed 
In  a  green  mossy  nook,  with  mountain  flowers 

dispread. 

XXVII 

Within  that  ruin,  where  a  shattered  portal 
Looks  to  the  eastern  stars  —  abandoned  now 
By  man  to  be  the  home  of  things  immortal. 
Memories,  like  awful  ghosts  which  come   and 

go.  ^ 

And  must  inherit  all  he  builds  below 

When  he  is  gone  —  a  hall  stood  ;  o'er  whose  roof 

Fair  clinging  weeds  with  ivy  pale  did  grow. 

Clasping  its  gray  rents  with  a  verdurous  woof, 

A  hanging  dome  of  leaves,  a  canopy  moon-proof. 

XXVIII 

The   autumnal  winds,   as  if    spell-bound,  had 

made 
A  natural  couch  of  leaves  in  that  recess. 
Which    seasons   none    disturbed  ;    but,   in  the 

shade 
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Of  flowering  parasites,  did  Spring  love  to  dress 
With  their  sweet  blooms  the  wintry  loneliness 
Of   those    dead    leaves,  shedding    their   stars 

whene'er 
The  wandering  wind  her  nurslings  might  caress ; 
Whose  intertwining  fingers  ever  there 
Made  music  wild  and  soft  that  filled  the  listening 

air. 

XXIX 

We  know  not  where  we  go,  or  what  sweet  dream 
May  pilot  us  through  caverns  strange  and  fair 
Of  far  and  pathless  passion,  while  the  stream 
Of  life  our  bark  doth  on  its  whirlpools  bear, 
Spreading  swift  wings  as  sails  to  the  dim  air ; 
Nor  should  we  seek  to  know,  so  the  devotion 
Of   love  and   gentle   thoughts  be  heard  still 

there 
Louder  and  louder  from  the  utmost  Ocean 
Of  universal  life,  attuning  its  commotion. 

XXX 

To  the  pure  all  things  are  pure  !    Oblivion 

wrapped 
Our  spirits,  and  the  fearful  overthrow 
Of  public  hope  was  from  our  being  snapped. 
Though  linked  years  had  bound  it  there;   for 

now 
A  power,  a  thirst,  a  knowledge,  which  below 
All  thoughts,  like  light  beyond  the  atmosphere 
Clothing  its  clouds  with  grace,  doth  ever  flow. 
Came  on  us,  as  we  sate  in  silence  there, 
Beneath    the  golden  stars    of    the    clear    azure 

air;  — 
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XXXI 

In  silence  which  doth  follow  talk  that  causes 
The  baffled  heart  to  speak  with  sighs  and  tears, 
When   wildering   passion    swalloweth    up   the 

pauses 
Of  inexpressive  speech ;  —  the  youthful  years 
Which  we  together  passed,  their  hopes  and  fears, 
The  blood  itself  which  ran  within  our  frames. 
That  likeness  of  the  features  which  endears 
The   thoughts    expressed    by   them,  our  very 

names. 
And    aU    the    winged    hours    which    speechless 

memory  claims, 

XXXII 

Had  found  a  voice ;  and  ere  that  voice  did  pass. 
The  night  grew  damp  and  dim,  and,  through  a 

rent 
Of  the  ruin  where  we  sate,  from  the  morass 
A  wandering  Meteor  by  some  wild  wind  sent 
Hung  high  in  the  green  dome,  to  which  it  lent 
A  faint  and  pallid  lustre  ;  while  the  song 
Of  blasts,  in  which  its  blue  hair  quivering  bent. 
Strewed  strangest  sounds   the  moving  leaves 

among; 
A  wondrous  light,  the  sound  as  of  a  spirit's  tongue. 

xxxin 

The  Meteor  showed  the  leaves  on  which  we  sate. 
And  Cythna's  glowing  arms,  and    the    thick 
ties 

d.  6  hlw>d  iUdfW  common  hlood,  Shelley,  1818^. 
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Of   her  soft  hair  which    bent  with  gathered 

weight 
My  neck  near  hers;  her  dark   and  deepening 

eyes, 
Which,  as  twin  phantoms  of  one  star  that  lies 
O'er  a  dim  well  move  though  the  star  reposes. 
Swam  in  our  mute  and  liquid  ecstasies ; 
Her  marble  brow,  and  eager  Hps,  like  roses. 
With  their  own  fragrance  pale,  which  Spring  but 

half  uncloses. 

XXXIV 

The  Meteor  to  its  far  morass  returned. 

The  beating  of  our  veins  one  interval 

Made   still;   and  then  I  felt  the  blood  that 

burned 
Within  her  frame  mingle  with  mine,  and  fall 
Around  my  heart  like  fire ;  and  over  all 
A  mist  was  spread,  the  sickness  of  a  deep 
And  speechless  swoon  of  joy,  as  might  befall 
Two  disunited  spirits  when  they  leap 
In  union  from  this   earth's  obscure   and  fading 
sleep. 

XXXV 

Was  it  one  moment  that  confounded  thus 
All  thought,  all  sense,  all  feeling,  into  one 
Unutterable  power,  which  shielded  us 
Even  from  our  own  cold  looks,  when  we  had 

gone 
Into  a  wide  and  wild  oblivion 
Of  tumult  and  of  tenderness  ?  or  now 
Had  ages,  such  as  make  the  moon  and  sun, 
The  seasons,  and  mankind  their  changes  know, 
Left  fear  and  time  unf elt  by  us  alone  below  ? 
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XXXVI 

I  know  not.    What  are  kisses  whose  fire  clasps 

The  faiKng  heart  in  languishment,  or  limb 

Twined  wShin  Umb  ?  or  the  quick  dying  gasps 

Of  the  life  meeting,  when  the  faint  eyes  swim 

Through  tears  of  a  wide  mist  boundless  and  dim, 

In  one  caress  ?    What  is  the  strong  control 

Which  leads  the  heart  that  dizzy  steep  to  climb 

Where  far  over  the  world  those  vapors  roll 

Which  blend  two  restless  frames  in  one  reposing 

soul? 

xxxvn 

It  is  the  shadow  which  doth  float  unseen, 
But  not  unfelt,  o'er  blind  mortaUty, 
Whose  divine  darkness  fled  not  from  that  green 
And  lone  recess,  where  lapped  in  peace  did  lie 
Our  linked  frames,  till,  from  the  changing  sky 
That  night  and  still  another  day  had  fled ; 
And  then  I  saw  and  felt.     The  moon  was  high. 
And  clouds,  as  of  a  coming  storm,  were  spread 
Under  its  orb,  —  loiid  winds  were  gathering  over- 
head. 

xxxvni 

Cythna's  sweet  lips  seemed  lurid  in  the  moon. 
Her  fairest  limbs  with  the  night  wind  were  chill. 
And  her  dark  tresses  were  aU  loosely  strewn 
O'er  her  pale  bosom ;  all  within  was  still. 
And  the  sweet  peace  of  joy  did  almost  fill 
The  depth  of  her  unfathomable  look ; 
And  we  sate  calmly,  though  that  rocky  hill 
The  waves  contending  in  its  caverns  strook, 
For  they  foreknew  the  storm,  and  the  gray  ruin 
shook. 
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There  we  unheeding  sate  in  the  communion 

Of  interchanged  vows,  which,  with  a  rite 

Of  faith  most  sweet  and   sacred,  stamped  our 

union. 
Few  were  the  living  hearts  which  could  unite 
Like  ours,  or  celebrate  a  bridal  night 
With  such  close  sympathies,  for  they  had  sprung 
From  linked  youth,  and  from  the  gentle  might 
Of  earliest  love,  delayed  and  cherished  long. 
Which  conmion  hopes  and  fears  made,  like  a  tem- 
pest, strong. 

XL 

And  such  is  Nature's  law  divine  that  those 
Who  grow  together  cannot  choose  but  love, 
If  faith  or  custom  do  not  interpose. 
Or  conmion  slavery  mar  what  else  might  move 
All  gentlest  thoughts.    As  in  the  sacred  grove 
Which  shades  the  springs  of  -Ethiopian  Nile, 
That  Uving  tree  which,  if  the  am>wy  dove 
Strike  with  her  shadow,  shrinks  in  fear  awhile. 
But  its  own  kindred  leaves  clasps  while  the  sun- 
beams smile, 

XLI 

And  clings  to  them  when  darkness  may  dissever 
The  close  caresses  of  all  duller  plants 

xxxix.  6-9:  — 

With  such  close  Bjrmpathies,  for  to  each  other 
Had  high  and  solemn  hopes,  the  gentle  might 
Of  earliest  love,  and  all  the  thoughts  which  smothtr 

Cold  Evil's  power,  now  linked  a  sister  and  a  brother. 

SheUey,  I8I81. 
xL  1  law  divine  \\  modesty,  Shelley,  1818^ 
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Which  bloom   on   the  wide   earth ;  —  thus  we 

forever 
Were  linked,  for  love  had  nursed  us  in  the  haunts 
Where  knowledge  from  its   secret   source   en- 
chants 
Young  hearts  with  the  fresh  music  of  its  spring- 
ing, 
Ere  yet  its  gathered  flood  feeds  human  wants 
As  the  great  Nile  feeds  Egypt,  —  ever  flinging 
Light  on  the  woven  boughs  which  o'er  its  waves 
are  swinging. 

XLII 

The  tones  of  Cythna's  voice  like  echoes  were 
Of  those  far  murmuring  streams ;  they  rose  and 

feU, 
Mixed  with  mine  own  in  the  tempestuous  air ; 
And  so  we  sate,  imtil  our  talk  befell 
Of  the  late  ruin,  swift  and  horrible, 
And  how  those  seeds  of  hope  might  yet  be  sown, 
Whose  fruit  is  Evil's  mortal  poison.     Well, 
For  us,  this  ruin  made  a  watch-tower  lone. 
But  Cythna's  eyes  looked  faint,  aiid  now  two  days 

were  gone 

XLIII 

Since  she  had  food.     Therefore  I  did  awaken 
The  Tartar  steed,  who,  from  his  ebon  mane 
Soon  as  the  clinging  slumbers  he  had  shaken, 
Bent  his  thin  head  to  seek  the  brazen  rein, 
Following  me  obediently.    With  pain 
Of  heart  so  deep  and  dread  that  one  caress, 
When  lips  and  heart  refuse  to  part  again 
Till  they  have  told  their  fill,  could  scarce  express 
The  anguish  of  her  mute  and  fearful  tenderness, 


71]  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  246 

XLIV 

Cythna  beheld  me  part,  as  I  bestrode 
That  willing  steed.    The  tempest  and  the  night, 
Which  gave  my  path  its  safety  as  I  rode 
Down  the  ravine  of  rocks,  did  soon  unite 
The  darkness  and  the  tumult  of  their  might 
Borne  on  all  winds.  —  Far  through  the  stream- 

ing  rain 
Floating,  at  intervals  the  garments  white 
Of  Cythna  gleamed,  and  her  voice  once  again 
Cam^to  me  on  the  gust,  and  soon  I  reached  the 

plain. 

XLV 

I  dreaded  not  the  tempest,  nor  did  he 

Who  bore  me,  but  his  eyeballs  wide  and  red 

Turned  on  the  Kghtning's  cleft  exultingly ; 

And  when  the  earth  beneath  his  tameless  tread 

Shook  with  the  sullen  thimder,  he  would  spread 

His  nostrils  to  the  blast,  and  joyously 

Mock  the  fierce  peal  with  neighings ;  —  thus  we 

sped 
O'er  the  lit  plain,  and  soon  I  could  descry 
Where  Death  and  Fire  had  gorged  the  spoil  of 

victory. 

XLVI 

There  was  a  desolate  village  in  a  wood. 

Whose  bloom-inwoven  leaves  now  scattering  fed 

The  hungry  storm ;  it  was  a  place  of  blood, 

A  heap  of  hearthless  walls ;  —  the  flames  were 

dead 
Within  those  dwellings  now,  —  the  life  had  fled 
From  all  those  corpses  now,  —  but  the  wide  sky 
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Hooded  with  lightning  was  ribbed  overhead 
By  the  black  rafters,  and  around  did  lie 
Women  and   babes  and  men,  slaughtered   con- 
fusedly. 

XLvn 

Beside  the  fountain  in  the  market-place 
Dismounting,  I  beheld  those  corpses  stare 
With  homy  eyes  upon  each  other's  face. 
And  on  the  earth,  and  on  the  vacant  air, 
And  upon  me,  close  to  the  waters  where 
I  stooped  to  slake  my  thirst;  —  I  shrank  to 

taste,  ^ 

For  the  salt  bitterness  of  blood  was  there  I 
But  tied  the  steed  beside,  and  sought  in  haste 
If  any  yet  survived  amid  that  ghastly  waste. 

XLvni 

No  Uving  thing  wa^  there  beside  one  woman 
Whom  I  found  wandeiing  in  the  streets,  and 

she 
Was  withered  from  a  likeness  of  aught  human 
Into  a  fiend,  by  some  strange  misery; 
Soon  as  she  heard  my  steps  she  leaped  on  me« 
And  glued  her  burning  lips  to  mine,  and  laughed 
With  a  loud,  long  and  frantic  laugh  of  glee. 
And    cried,   "Now,  mortal,  thou  hast   deeply 

quaffed 
The  Plague's  blue  kisses  —  soon  millions  shall 

pledge  the  draught ! 

XLIX 

"  My  name  is  Pestilence  ;  this  bosom  dry 
Once  fed  two  babes  —  a  sister  and  a  brother; 


VL]  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  247 

Wlien  I  came  home,  one  in  the  blood  did  lie 
Of  three  death-wounds  —  the  flames  had  ate  the 

other  I 
Since  then  I  have  no  longer  been  a  mother, 
But  I  am  Pestilence  ;  hither  and  thither 
I  flit  about,  that  I  may  slay  and  smother ; 
All  lips  which  I  have  kissed  must  surely  wither. 
But  Death's  —  if  thou  art  he,  we'U  go  to  work  to- 
gether 1 

L 

"  What  seek'st  thou  here  ?  the  moonlight  comes 

in  flashes ; 
The  dew  is  rising  dankly  from  the  dell ; 
'Twill  moisten  her!    and  thou  shalt  see  the 

gashes 
In  my  sweet  boy,  now  full  of  worms.     But 

teU 
First  what  thou  seek'st." — "  I  seek  for  food."  — 

"  'Tis  well. 
Thou  shalt  have  food.     Famine,  my  paramour. 
Waits  for  us  at  the  feast  —  cruel  and  fell 
Is  Famine,  but  he  drives  not  from  his  door 
Those  whom  these  lips   have  kissed,  alone.     No 

more,  no  more  ! " 

LI 

As  thus  she  spake,  she  grasped  me  with  the 

strength 
Of  madness,  and  by  many  a  ruined  hearth 
She  led,  and  over  many  a  corpse.     At  length 
We  came  to  a  lone  hut,  where  on  the  earth 
Which  made  its  floor  she  in  her  ghastly  mirth. 
Gathering  from  all  those  homes  now  desolate. 
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Had  piled  three  heaps  of    loaves,  making  a 

dearth 

Among  the  dead  —  round  which  she  set  in  state 

A  ring  of  cold,  stiff  babes ;  silent  and  stark  they 

sate. 

Ln 

She  leaped  upon  a  pile,  and  lifted  high 

Her  mad  looks   to   the   lightning,   and    cried, 

"  Eat ! 
Share   the   great   feast  —  to-morrow  we   must 

die ! " 
And  then  she  spumed  the  loaves  with  her  pale 

feet 
Towards  her  bloodless   guests ;  —  that  sight  to 

meet. 
Mine  eyes  and  my  heart  ached,  and  but  that 

she 
Who  loved  me  did  with  absent  looks  defeat 
Despair,  I  might  have  raved  in  sympathy ; 
But  now  I  took  the  food  that  woman  offered  me ; 

Lni 

And  vainly  having  with  her  madness  striven 

If  I  might  win  her  to  return  with  me, 

Departed.     In  the  eastern  beams  of  Heaven 

The  lightning  now  grew  pallid,  rapidly 

As  by  the  shore  of  the  tempestuous  sea 

The  dark  steed  bore  me;  and  the  mountain 

gray 
Soon  echoed  to  his  hoofs,  and  I  could  see 
Cythna  among  the  rocks,  where  she  alway 
Had  sate  with  anxious  eyes  fixed  on  the  lingering 

day. 


% 
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LTV 

And  joy  was  ours  to  meet.     She  was  most  pale, 
Famished  and  wet  and  weary ;  so  I  cast 
My  arms  around  her,  lest  her  steps  should  fail 
As  to  our  home  we  went,  —  and,  thus  embraced, 
Her  full  heart  seemed  a  deeper  joy  to  taste 
Than  e'er  the  prosperous  know;  the  steed  be- 
hind 
Trod  peacefully  along  the  mountain  waste ; 
We  reached  our  home  ere  morning  could  un- 
bind 
Night's  latest  veil,  and  on  our  bridal  couch  re- 
clined. 

LV 

Her  chilled  heart  having  cherished  in  my  bosom. 
And  sweetest  kisses  past,  we  two  did  share 
Our  peaceful  meal ;  as  an  autimmal  blossom, 
Which  spreads  its  shrunk  leaves  in  the  simny 

air 
After  cold  showers,  like  rainbows  woven  there. 
Thus  in  her  lips  and  cheeks  the  vital  spirit 
Mantled,  and  in  her  eyes  an  atmosphere 
Of  health  and  hope ;  and  sorrow  languished  near 
it. 
And  fear,  and  all  that  dark  despondence  doth  in- 
herit. 
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CAXTO  vn 


So  we  sate  joyous  as  the  morning  lay 

Which  fed  upon  the  wrecks  of  night  and  storm 

Now  lingering  on  the  winds ;  light  airs  did  play 

Among  the  dewy  weeds,  the  sun  was  warm. 

And  we  sate  linked  in  the  inwoven  charm 

Of  converse  and  caresses  sweet  and  deep  — 

Speechless  caresses,  talk  that  might  disarm 

Time,  though  he  wield  the  darts  of  death  and 

sleep, 

And  those  thrice  mortal  barbs  in  his  own  poison 

steep. 

n 

I  told  her  of  my  sufferings  and  my  madness. 

And  how,  awakened  from  that  dreamy  mood 

By  Liberty's  uprise,  the  strength  of  gladness 

Came  to  my  spirit  in  my  solitude. 

And  all  that  now  I  was,  while  tears  pursued 

Each  other  down  her  fair  and  listening  cheek 

Fast  as  the  thoughts  which  fed  them,  like  a  flood 

From  sunbright  dales ;   and  when  I  ceased  to 

speak, 

Her  accents  soft  and  sweet  the  pausing  air  did 

wake. 

Ill 

She  told  me  a  strange  tale  of  strange  endurance, 
Like  broken  memories  of  many  a  heart 
Woven  into  one ;  to  which  no  firm  assurance. 
So  wild  were  they,  could  her  own  faith  impart. 
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She  said  that  not  a  tear  did  dare  to  start 
From  the  swoki  brain,  and  that  her  thoughts 

were  firm. 
When  from  all  mortal  hope  she  did  depart, 
Borne  by  those  slaves  across  the  Ocean's  term, 
And  that  she  reached  the  port  without  one  fear 
infirm. 

IV 

One  was  she  among  many  there,  the  thralls 

Of  the  cold  Tyrant's  cruel  lust ;  and  they 

Laqghed  mournfully  in  those  polluted  halls ; 

But  she  was  calm  and  sad,  musing  alway 

On  loftiest  enterprise,  tiU  on  a  day 

The  Tyrant  heard  her  singing  to  her  lute 

A  wild  and  sad  and  spirit-thrilling  lay. 

Like  winds  that  die  in  wastes  —  one  moment 

mute 

The  evil  thoughts  it  made  which  did  his  breast 

pollute. 

V 

Even  when  he  saw  her  wondrous  loveliness, 
One  moment  to  great  Nature's  sacred  power 
He  bent,  and  was  no  longer  passionless  ; 
But  when  he  bade  her  to  his  secret  bower 
Be  borne,  a  loveless  victim,  and  she  tore 
Her  locks  in  agony,  and  her  words  of  flame 
And  mightier  looks  availed  not,  then  he  bore 
Again  his  load  of  slavery,  and  became 
A  king,  a  heartless  beast,  a  pageant  and  a  name. 

VI 

She  told  me  what  a  loathsome  agony 

Is  that  when  selfishness  mocks  love's  delight, 
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Foul  as  in  dreams,  most  fearful  imagery. 
To  dally  with  the  mowing  dead ;  that  night 
All  torture,  fear,  or  horror  made  seem  light 
Which  the  soul  dreams  or  knows,  and  when  the 

day 
Shone  on  her  awful  frenzy,  from  the  sight, 
Where  like  a  Spirit  in  fleshly  chains  she  lay 
Struggling,  aghast  and  pale  the  Tyrant  fled  away. 

vn 

Her  madness  was  a  beam  of  light,  a  power 
Which  dawned  through  the  rent  soul ;  and  words 

it  gave, 
Gestures  and  looks,  such  as  in  whirlwinds  bore 
(Which  might  not  be  withstood,  whence  none 

could  save) 
AU  who  approached  their  sphere,  like  some  calm 

wave 
Vexed  into  whirlpools  by  the  chasms  beneath ; 
And  sympathy  made  each  attendant  slave 
Fearless  and  free,  and  they  began  to  breathe 
Deep  curses,  like  the  voice  of  flames  far  underneath. 

vin 

The  King  felt  pale  upon  his  noon-day  throne. 
At  night  two  slaves  he  to  her  chamber  sent ; 
One  was  a  green  and  wrinkled  eimuch,  grown 
From  human  shape  into  an  instrument 
Of  all  things  ill  —  distorted,  bowed  and  bent ; 

▼i.  3  dreanCs,  Forman. 

Tii.  4  (Which  .  . .  save)  Bradley  conj.,  Rossetti  ||  Which . . .  save, 
Shelley,  1818i,2. 
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The  other  was  a  wretch  from  infancy 

Made  dumb  by  poison;  who  nought  knew  or 

meant 
But  to  obey ;  from  the  fire  isles  came  he, 
A  diver  lean  and  strong,  of  Oman's  coral  sea. 

IX 

They  bore  her  to  a  bark,  and  the  swift  stroke 
Of  silent  rowers  clove  the  blue  moonlight  seas, 
Until  upon  their  path  the  morning  broke  ; 
They  anchored  then,  where,  be  there  calm  or 

breeze. 
The  gloomiest  of  the  drear  Symplegades 
Shakes  with  the  sleepless  surge;  the  ^thiop 

there 
Wound  his  long  arms  around  her,  and  with  knees 
Like  iron  clasped  her  feet,  and  plimged  with 

her 
Among  the  closing  waves  out  of  the  boundless  air. 

X 

"  Swift  as  an  eagle  stooping  from  the  plain 
Of  morning  light  into  some  shadowy  wood. 
He  plunged  through  the  green  silence  of  the 

main, 
Through  many  a  cavern  which  the  eternal  flood 
Had    scooped    as    dark  lairs    for  its  monster 

brood; 
And  among  mighty  shapes  which  fled  in  wonder. 
And  among  mightier  shadows  which  pursued 
His  heels,  he  woimd ;  imtil  the  dark  rocks  under 
He  touched  a  golden  chain  —  a  soimd  arose  like 

thimder. 
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XI 

^^  A  stimiimg  clang  of  massive  bolts  redoubling 
Beneath  the  deep  —  a  burst  of  waters  driven 
As  from  the  roots  of  the  sea,  raging  and  bab- 
bling: 
And  in  that  roof  of  crags  a  space  was  riven 
Through  which  there  shone  the  emerald  beams 

of  heaven, 
Shot  through  the  lines  of  many  waves  inwoven, 
Like  sunlight  through  acacia  woods  at  even. 
Through  which  his  way  the  diver  having  cloven 
Passed  like  a  spark  sent  up  out  of  a  burning  oven. 

xn 

^  And  then,"  she  said,  '^  he  laid  me  in  a  cave 
Above  the  waters,  by  that  chasm  of  sea, 
A  fountain  round  and  vast,  in  which  the  wave 
Imprisoned,  boiled  and  leaped  perpetually, 
Down  which,  one  moment  resting,  he  did  flee, 
Winning  the  adverse  depth ;  that  spacious  cell 
Like  an  hupaithric  temple  wide  and  high. 
Whose  aery  dome  is  inaccessible. 

Was  pierced  with  one  round  cleft  through  which 
the  simbeams  fell. 

xin 

"  Below,  the  fountain's  brink  was  richly  paven 
With  the  deep's  wealth,  coral,  and  pearl,  and  sand 
Like  spangling  gold,  and  purple  shells  engraven 
With  mystic  legends  by  no  mortal  hand, 
Left  there  when,  thronging  to  the  moon's  com- 
mand, 
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The  gathering  waves  rent  the  Hesperian  gate 

Of  mountains ;  and  on  such  bright  floor  did  stand 

Columns,  and  shapes  like  statues,  and  the  state 

Of  kingless  thrones,  which  Earth  did  in  her  heart 

create. 

xrv 

^^  The  fiend  of  madness  which  had  made  its  prey 
Of  my  poor  heart  was  lulled  to  sleep  awhile. 
There  was  an  interval  of  many  a  day ; 
And  a  sea^agle  brought  me  food  the  while, 
Whose  nest  was  built  in  that  untrodden  isle, 
And  who  to  be  the  jailer  had  been  taught 
Of  that  strange  dungeon;   as  a  friend  whose 

smile 
Like  light  and  rest  at  mom  and  even  is  sought 
That  wUd  bird  was  to  me,  tiU  madness  misery 

brought :  — 

XV 

''  The  misery  of  a  madness  slow  and  creeping. 
Which  made  the  earth  seem  fire,  the  sea  seem  air. 
And  the  white  clouds  of  noon  which  oft  were 

sleeping 
In  the  blue  heaven  so  beautiful  and  fair. 
Like  hosts  of  ghastly  shadows  hovering  there  5 
And  the  sea-eagle  looked  a  fiend  who  bore 
Thy  mangled  limbs  for  food  !  —  thus  all  things 

were 
Transformed  into  the  agony  which  I  wore 

Even  as  a  poisoned  robe  around  my  bosom's  core. 

XVI 

"  Again  I  knew  the  day  and  night  fast  fleeing. 
The  eagle  and  the  fountain  and  the  air ; 
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Another  frenzy  came  —  there  seemed  a  being 
Within    me  —  a  strange    load   my  heart   did 

bear, 
As  if  some  Uving  thing  had  made  its  lair 
Even  in  the  fountains  of  my  life ;  —  a  long 
And  wondrous  vision  wrought  from  my  despair, 
Then  grew,  like  sweet  reality  among 
Dim  visionary  woes,  an  unreposing  throng. 

XVII 

"  Methought  I  was  about  to  be  a  mother. 
Month  after  month  went  by,  and  still  I  dreamed 
That  we  should  soon  be  all  to  one  another, 
I  and  my  child ;  and  still  new  pulses  seemed 
To  beat  beside  my  heart,  and  still  I  deemed 
There  was  a  babe  within  —  and  when  the  rain 
Of  winter  through  the  rifted  cavern  streamed, 
Methought,  after  a  lapse  of  lingering  pain, 
I  saw  that  lovely  shape  which  near  my  heart  had 
lain. 

XVIII 

"  It  was  a  babe,  beautiful  from  its  birth,  — 
It  was  like  thee,  dear  love !  its  eyes  were  thine, 
Its  brow,  its  lips,  and  so  upon  the  earth 
It  laid  its  fingers  as  now  rest  on  mine 
Thine  own,  beloved !  —  'twas  a  dream  divine ; 
Even  to  remember  how  it  fled,  how  swift, 
How  utterly,  might  make  the  heart  repine,  — 
Though  'twas    a  dream."  —  Then  Cythna  did 
uplift 

Her  looks  on  mine,  as  if  some  doubt  she  sought  to 
shift  — 

xviii.  9  sift,  Rossetti  conj. 
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XIX 

A  doubt  which  would  not  flee,  a  tenderness 

Of  questioning  grief,  a  source  of  thronging  tears ; 

Which  having  passed,  as  one  whom  sobs  op- 
press 

She  spoke :  "  Yes,  in  the  wilderness  of  years 

Her  memory  aye  like  a  green  home  appears. 

She  sucked  her  fill  even  at  this  breast,  sweet 
love. 

For  many  months.     I  had  no  mortal  fears ; 

Methought  I  felt  her  lips  and  breath  approve 
It  was  a  human  thing  which  to  my  bosom  clove. 

XX 

'^I  watched  the  dawn  of   her  first  smiles;  and 
soon 
When  zenith  stars  were  trembling  on  the  wave, 
Or  when  the  beams  of  the  invisible  moon 
Or  sun  from  many  a  prism  within  the  cave 
Their  gem-bom  shadows  to  the  water  gave. 
Her  looks  would  hunt  them,  and  with  outspread 

hand. 
From  the  swift  lights  which  might  that  fountain 

pave. 
She  would  mark  one,  and  laugh  when,  that  com- 
mand 
Slighting,  it  lingered  there,  and  could  not  under- 
stand. 

XXI 

"  Methought  her  looks  began  to  talk  with  me  ; 
And  no  articulate  soimds,  but  something  sweet 
Her  lips  would  frame,  —  so  sweet  it  could  not  be 
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That  it  was  meaningless ;  her  touch  would  meet 

Mine,  and  our  pulses  calmly  flow  and  beat 

In  response  while  we  slept ;  and,  on  a  day 

When  I  was  happiest  in  that  strange  retreat. 

With  heaps  of  golden  shells  we  two  did  play  — 

Both  infants,  weaving  wings  for  time's  perpetual 

way. 

xxn 

"Ere  night,  methought,  her  waning  eyes  were 

grown 
Weary  with  joy  —  and,  tired  with  our  delight. 
We,  on  the  earth,  like  sister  twins  lay  down 
On  one  fair  mother's  bosom :  —  from  that  night 
She  fled,  —  like  those  illusions  clear  and  bright. 
Which  dwell  in  lakes,  when  the  red  moon  on 

high 

Pause  ere  it  wakens  tempest ;  and  her  flight. 

Though  'twas  the  death  of  brainless  fantasy, 

Yet    smote    my  lonesome    heart    more  than  all 

misery. 

xxm 

"  It  seemed  that  in  the  dreary  night  the  diver 
Who  brought  me  thither  came  again,  and  bore 
My  child  away.    I  saw  the  waters  quiver, 
When  he  so  swiftly  sunk,  as  once  before ; 
Then  morning  came  —  it  shone  even  as  of  yore, 
But  I  was  changed  —  the  very  life  was  gone 
Out  of  my  heart  —  I  wasted  more  and  more, 
Day  after  day,  and,  sitting  there  alone. 

Vexed  the  inconstant   waves  with  my  perpetual 
moan. 

xzii.  6  when  ||  which,  Rossetti  conj. 
7  Pause  ll  Pours,  Campbell  oonj. 
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XXIV 

^^  I  was  no  loDger  mad,  and  yet  methought 
My  breasts  were  swoln  and  changed :  —  in  every 

vein 
The  blood  stood  still  one  moment,  while  that 

thought 
Was  passing  —  with  a  gush  of  sickening  pain 
It  ebbed  even  to  its  withered  springs  again ; 
When  my  wan  eyes  in  stem  resolve  I  turned 
From  that  most  strange  delusion,  which  would 

fain 
Have  waked  the  dream  for  which  my  spirit 

yearned 
With  more  than  human  love,  —  then  left  it  unre- 

tumed. 

XXV 

*'  So  now  my  reason  was  restored  to  me 
I  struggled  with  that  dream,  which  like  a  beast 
Most  fierce  and  beauteous  in  my  memory 
Had  made  its  lair,  aud  on  my  heart  did  feast ; 
But  all  that  cave  and  all  its  shapes,  possessed 
By  thoughts  which  could  not  fade,  renewed  each 

one 
Some  smile,  some  look,  some  gesture  which  had 

blessed 
Me  heretofore  ;  I,  sitting  there  alone. 
Vexed  the  inconstant  waves  with  my  perpetual 

moan. 

XXVI 

"Time  passed,  I  know  not  whether  months   or 
years ; 
For  day,  nor  night,  nor  change  of  seasons  made 
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Its  note,  but  thoughts  and  unavailing  tears ; 

And  I  became  at  last  even  as  a  shade, 

A  smoke,  a  cloud  on  which  the   winds   have 

preyed. 

Till  it  be  thin  as  air  ;  imtil,  one  even, 

A  Nautilus  upon  the  fountain  played, 

Spreading  his  azure  sail  where  breath  of  heaven 

Descended  not,  among  the  waves  and  whirlpools 

driven. 

xxvn 

"  And  when  the  Eagle  came,  that  lovely  thing. 
Oaring  with  rosy  feet  its  silver  boat. 
Fled  near  me  as  for  shelter ;  on  slow  wing 
The  Eagle  hovering  o'er  his  prey  did  float ; 
But  when  he  saw  that  I  with  fear  did  note 
His  purpose,  proffering  my  own  food  to  him. 
The  eager  plumes  subsided  on  his  throat  — 
He   came  where  that  bright  child  of  sea  did 
swim, 
And  o'er  it  cast  in  peace  his  shadow  broad  and 
dim. 

xxvni 

*'  This  wakened  me,  it  gave  me  human  strength ; 
And  hope,  I  know  not  whence   or  wherefore, 

rose. 
But  I  resiuned  my  ancient  powers  at  length ; 
My  spirit  felt  again  like  one  of  those. 
Like  thine,  whose  fate  it  is  to  make  the  woes 
Of  humankind  their  prey.    What  was  this  cave  ? 
Its  deep  f  oimdation  no  firm  purpose  knows 
Immutable,  resistless,  strong  to  save, 

Like  mind  while  yet  it  mocks  the  all-devouring 
grave. 
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XXIX 

'^  And  where  was  Laon  ?  might  my  heart  be  dead, 
While  that  far  dearer  heart  could  move  and  be  ? 
Or  whilst  over  the  earth  the  pall  was  spread 
Which  I  had  sworn  to  rend  ?    I  might  be  free, 
Could  I  but  win  that  friendly  bird  to  me 
To  bring  me  ropes  ;  and  long  in  vain  I  sought 
By  intercourse  of  mutual  imagery 
Of  objects  if  such  aid  he  could  be  taught ; 

But  fruit  and  flowers  and  boughs,  yet  never  ropes 
he  brought. 

XXX 

"  We  live  in  our  own  world,  and  mine  was  made 
From  glorious  fantasies  of  hope  departed  ; 
Aye  we  are  darkened  with  their  floating  shade, 
Or  cast  a  lustre  on  them  ;  time  imparted 
Such  power  to  me  —  I  became  fearless-hearted, 
My  eye  and  voice  grew  firm,  calm  was  my  mind. 
And  piercing,  like  the  mom,  now  it  has  darted 
Its  lustre  on  all  hidden  things  behind 

Yon  dim  and  fading  clouds  which  load  the  weary 
wind. 

XXXI 

"My  mind  became  the  book  through  which  I 
grew 
Wise  in  all  human  wisdom,  and  its  cave. 
Which  like  a  mine  I  rifled  through  and  through. 
To  me  the  keeping  of  its  secrets  gave  — 
One  mind,  the  type  of  all,  the  moveless  wave 
Whose  calm  reflects  all  moving  things  that  are, 
Necessity,  and  love,  and  life,  the  grave, 

c.  3  Ay,  Roflsetti. 
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And  sympathy,  fountains  of  hope  and  fear, 

Justice,  and  truth,  and  time,  and  the  world's  natural 

sphere. 

xxxn 

^^  And  on  the  sand  would  I  make  signs  to  range 
These  woofs,  as  they  were  woven,  of  my  thought ; 
Clear  elemental  shapes,  whose  smallest  change 
A  subtler  language  within  language  wrought  — 
The  key  of  truths  which  once  were  dimly  taught 
In  old  Crotona ;  and  sweet  melodies 
Of  love  in  that  lorn  solitude  I  caught 
From  mine  own  voice  in  dream,  when  thy  dear 
eyes 

Shone  through  my  sleep,  and  did  that  utterance 

harmonize. 

xxxm 

"  Thy  songs  were  winds  whereon  I  fled  at  will. 
As  in  a  winged  chariot,  o'er  the  plain 
Of  crystal  youth ;  and  thou  wert  there  to  fill 
My  heart  with  joy,  and  there  we  sate  afi^ain 
On  Ae  gray  mijn  of  the  glimmering^, 
Happy  as  then  but  wiser  far,  for  we 
Smiled  on  the  flowery  grave  in  which  were  lain 
Fear,  Faith  and  Slavery :  and  mankind  was  free. 

Equal,  and  pure,  and  wi2,  in  Wisdom's  prophecy.' 

XXXIV 

"  For  to  my  will  my  fancies  were  as  slaves 
To  do  their  sweet  and  subtle  ministries  ; 
And  oft  from  that   bright  fountain's   shadowy 
waves 

xxziL  7  lorn,  Shelley  MS.,  correction  in  Fomuin's  copy  H  Zone, 
SheUey,  1818i,«. 
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They  would  make  human  throngs   gather   and 

rise 
To  combat  with  my  overflowing  eyes 
And  voice  made  deep  with  passion  ;  —  thus  I 

grew 
Familiar  with  the  shock  and  the  surprise 
And  war  of  earthly  minds,  from  which  I  drew 
The  power  which  has  been  mine  to  frame  their 

thoughts  anew. 

XXXV 

^^  And  thus  my  prison  was  the  populous  earth, 
Where  I  saw  —  even  as  misery  dreams  of  mom 
Before  the  east  has  given  its  glory  birth  — 
Beligion's  pomp  made  desolate  by  the  scorn 
Of  Wisdom's  faintest  smile,  and  thrones  uptom. 
And  dwellings  of  mild  people  interspersed 
With  undivided  fields  of  ripening  com, 
And  love  made  free  —  a  hope  which  we  have 

nursed 
Even  with  our  blood  and  tears,  —  until  its  glory 

burst. 

XXXVI 

**  All  is  not  lost  1     There  is  some  recompense 
For   hope   whose    foimtain   can    be    thus    pro- 
found, — 
Even  throned  Evil's  splendid  impotence 
Girt  by  its  hell  of  power,  the  secret  sound 
Of  hymns  to  truth  and  freedom,  the  dread  bound 
Of  life  and  death  passed  fearlessly  and  well. 
Dungeons  wherein  the  high  resolve  is  found. 
Backs  which  degraded  woman's  greatness  tell. 

And  what  may  else  be  good  and  irresistible. 
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XXXvn 

"  Such  are  the  thoughts  which,  like  the  fires  that 

flare 
In  storm-encompassed  isles,  we  cherish  yet 
In  this  dark  ruin  —  such  were  mine  even  there ; 
As  in  its  sleep  some  odorous  violet, 
While  yet  its  leaves  with  nightly  dews  are  wet, 
Breathes  in  prophetic  dreams  of  day's  uprise, 
Or  as,  ere  Scythian  frost  in  fear  has  met 
Spring's  messengers  descending  from  the  skies, 
The  buds  foreknow  their  life  —  this  hope  must  ever 

rise. 

XXXVIII 

"  So  years  had  passed,  when  sudden  earthquake 

rent 
The  depth  of  Ocean,  and  the  cavern  cracked 
With  sound,  as  if  the  world's  wide  continent 
Had  fallen  in  universal  ruin  wracked. 
And  through  the  cleft  streamed  in  one  cataract 
The  stifling  waters :  —  when  I  woke,  the  flood 
Whose  banded  waves    that  crystal  cave  had 

sacked 
Was  ebbing  round  me,  and  my  bright  abode 
Before  me  yawned — a  chasm  desert,  and  bare, 

and  broad. 

XXXIX 

"  Above  me  was  the  sky,  beneath  the  sea ; 
I  stood  upon  a  point  of  shattered  stone, 
And  heard  loose  rocks  rushing  tumultuously 
With  splash  and  shock  into  the  deep  —  anon 
All  ceased,   and  there  was  silence  wide  and 
lone. 
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I  felt  that  I  was  free  I     The  Ocean  spray 
Quivered  beneath  my  feet,  the  broad  Heaven 

shone 
Around,  and  in  my  hair  the  winds  did  play 
Lingering  as  they  pursued  their  unimpeded  way. 

XL 

"  My  spirit  moved  upon  the  sea  like  wind 
Which  roimd  some  thymy  cape  will   lag  and 

hover. 
Though  it  can  wake  the  still  cloud,  and  unbind 
The  strength  of  tempest.     Day  was  ahnost  over. 
When  through  the  fading  light  I  could  discover 
A  ship  approaching  —  its  white  sails  were  fed 
With  the  north  wind  —  its  moving   shade  did 

cover 
The  twilight  deep ;  the  mariners  in  dread 
Cast  anchor  when  they  saw  new  rocks  around  them 

spread. 

XLI 

"  And  when  they  saw  one  sitting  on  a  crag. 
They  sent  a  boat  to  me  ;  the  sailors  rowed 
In  awe  through  many  a  new  and  fearful  jag 
Of    overhanging    rock,    through    which    there 

flowed 
The  foam  of  streams  that  cannot  make  abode. 
They  came  and  questioned  me,  but  when  they 

heard 
My  voice,  they  became  silent,  and  they  stood 
And  moved   as   men  in  whom  new  love   had 

stirred 
Deep  thoughts ;  so  to  the  ship  we  passed  without 

a  word. 
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CANTO  vm 


^'  I  SATE  beside  the  steersman  then,  and  gazing 
Upon  the  west  cried,   *  Spread  the   sails  !   be- 
hold 1 
The  sinking  moon  is  like  a  watch-tower  blazing 
Over  the  mountains  yet ;  the  City  of  Gold 
Yon  Cape  alone  does  from  the  sight  withhold  ; 
The  stream  is  fleet  —  the  north  breathes  steadily 
Beneath  the  stars  ;  they  tremble  with  the  cold ! 
Ye  cannot  rest  upon  the  dreary  sea !  — 
Haste,  haste  to  the  warm  home  of  happier  des- 

tinyl' 

n 

"  The  Mariners  obeyed ;  the  Captain  stood 

Aloof,  and  whispering  to  the  Pilot  said, 

'  Alas,  alas  !  I  fear  we  are  pursued 

By  wicked  ghosts ;  a  Phantom  of  the  Dead, 

The  night  before  we  sailed,  came  to  my  bed 

In  dream,  like  that ! '     The  Pilot  then  replied, 

'  It  cannot  be  —  she  is  a  human  maid  — 

Her  low  voice  makes  you  we^  —  she  is  some 

bride, 

Or  daughter  of  high  birth  —  she  can  be  nought 

beside.' 

in 

"  We  passed  the  islets,  borne  by  wind  and  stream, 
And  as  we  sailed  the  Mariners  came  near 
And  thronged  around  to  listen ;  in  the  gleam 
Of  the  pale  moon  I  stood,  as  one  whom  fear 
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May  not  attaint,  and  my  calm  voice  did  rear : 
^  Ye  are  all  human  —  yon  broad  moon  gives  light 
To  millions  who  the  self -same  likeness  wear, 
Even  while  I  speak — beneath  this  very  night. 
Their  thoughts  flow  on  like  ours,  in  sadness  or 
delight. 

IV 

"  *  What  dream  ye  ?    Your  own  hands  have  built 
an  home 
Even  for  yourselves  on  a  beloved  shore ; 
For  some,  fond  eyes  are  pining  till  they  come — 
How  they  will  greet  him  when  his  toils  are  o'er, 
And  laughing  babes  rush  from  the  well-known 

door  ! 
Is  this  your  care  ?  ye  toil  for  your  own  good  — 
Ye  feel  and  think  —  has  some  immortal  power 
Such  purposes  ?  or  in  a  human  mood 
Dream  ye  some  Power  thus  builds  for  man  in  soli- 
tude? 

V 

"'What  is  that   Power?    Ye  mock  yourselves, 

and  give 
A  human  heart  to  what  ye  cannot  know : 
As  if  the  cause  of  life  could  think  and  live  ! 
'Twere  as  if  man's  own  works  should  feel,  and 

show 
The  hopes  and  fears  and  thoughts  from  which 

they  flow, 
And  he  be  like  to  them.     Lo !     Plague  is  free 
To  waste,  Blight,  Poison,  Earthquake,  Hail,  and 

Snow, 

iv.  9  some  Power  \\  that  God,  Shelley,  ISIS*. 
T.  1  What  then  is  God,  SheUey,  ISIS^. 
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Disease,  and  Want,  and  worse  Necessity 
Of  hate  and  ill,  and  Pride,  and  Fear,  and  Ty- 
ranny. 

VI 

" '  What    is    that   Power  ?     Some   moon  -  struck 
sophist  stood. 
Watching  the   shade   from  his   own   soul   up- 
thrown 
Fill  Heaven  and  darken  Earth,  and  in  such  mood 
The  Form  he  saw  and  worshipped  was  his  own, 
His  likeness  in  the  world's  vast  mirror  shown; 
And  'twere  an  innocent  dream,  but  that  a  faith 
Nursed  by  fear's  dew  of  poison  grows  thereon. 
And  that  men  say  that  Power  has  chosen  Death 
On  all  who  scorn  its  laws  to  wreak  immortal  wrath. 

vu 

" '  Men  say  that  they  themselves  have  heard  and 
seen. 

Or  known  from  others  who  have  known  such 
things, 

A  Shade,  a  Form,  which  Earth  and  Heaven  be- 
tween 

Wields  an  invisible  rod  —  that  Priests  and 
Kings, 

Custom,  domestic  sway,  ay,  all  that  brings 

Man's  free-bom  soul  beneath  the  oppressor's 
heel, 

VI.  1  What  then  is  God,  Shelley,  ISIS*. 

8  that  Power  has  chosen  \\  God  has  appointed,  Shelley,  1818^. 
vii.  1  that  they  themselves  have  heard  and  seen  H  they  have  seen 
God,  and  heard  from  God,  Shelley,  18181. 
vii.  3,  4 :  — 

And  that  his  will  is  all  our  law,  a  rod 
To  scourge  us  into  slaves, 

Shelley,  1818^. 
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Are  his  strong  ministers,  and  that  the  stings 

Of   death  will  make  the  wise  his   vengeance 

feel, 

Though  truth  and  virtue  arm  their  hearts  with 

tenfold  steel. 

vin 

"  *  And  it  is  said  this  Power  will  punish  wrong ; 

Yes,  add  despair  to  crime,  and  pain  to  pain ! 

And  deepest  hell,  and  deathless  snakes  among, 

Will  bind  the  wretch  on  whom  is  fixed  a  stain. 

Which,  like  a  plague,  a  burden,  and  a  bane. 

Clung  to  him   while  he  lived;   for  love  and 

hate. 

Virtue  and  vice,  they  say,  are  diflPerence  vain  — 

The   will  of   strength  is  right.      This  hmnan 
state 

Tyrants,  that  they  may  rule,  with  lies  thus  deso- 
late. 

IX 

"*  Alas,  what  strength?    Opinion  is  more  frail 
Than  yon  dim  cloud  now  fading  on  the  moon 
Even  while  we  gaze,  though  it  awhile  avail 
To  hide  the  orb  of  truth  —  and  every  throne 
Of    Earth    or   Heaven,    though   shadow,  rests 

thereon. 
One    shape    of    many  names  :  —  for  this    ye 

plough 
The  barren  waves  of  Ocean  —  hence  each  one 
Is  slave  or  tyrant ;  all  betray  and  bow. 
Command,  or  kill,  or  fear,  or  wreak  or  suffer  woe. 

viii.  1  this  Power  \\  that  God,  SheUey,  18181. 

3  And  his  red  helVs  undying  snakes  among ,  Shelley,  18 18^. 
4is\\he,  SheUey,  1818^ 
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X 

^' '  Its  names  are  each  a  sign  which  maketh  holy 
All  power  —  ay,  the  ghost,  the  dream,  the  shade 
Of  power  —  lust,  falsehood,  hate,  and  pride,  and 

f oUy ; 
The  pattern  whence  all  fraud  and  wrong  is  made, 
A  law  to  which  mankind  has  been  betrayed ; 
And  human  love  is  as  the  name  well  known 
Of  a  dear  mother  whom  the  murderer  laid 
In  bloody  grave,  and,  into  darkness  thrown. 
Gathered  her  wildered  babes  around  him  as  his 

own. 

XI 

" '  O  Love,  who  to  the  hearts  of  wandering  men 
Art  as  the  calm  to  Ocean's  weaiy  waves ! 
Justice,  or  Truth,  or  Joy !  those  only  can 
From  slavery  and  reUgion's  labyrinth^aves 
Gxiide  us,  as  one  clear  star  the  seaman  saves. 
To  give  to  all  an  equal  share  of  good. 
To  track  the  steps  of  Freedom,  though  through 

graves 
She  pass,  to  suffer  all  in  patient  mood. 

To  weep  for  crime  though  stained  with  thy  friend's 

dearest  blood, 

xn 

"  '  To  feel  the  peace  of  self-contentment's  lot, 
To  own  all  sympathies,  and  outrage  none. 
And  in  the  inmost  bowers  of  sense  and  thought, 
Until  life's  sunny  day  is  quite  gone  down, 
To  sit  and  smile  with  Joy,  or,  not  alone, 

xi.  1  hearts  of  wandering  men  ||  heart  of  wandering  man^  RossettL 
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To  kiss  salt  tears  from  the  worn  cheek  of  Woe ; 
To  live  as  if  to  love  and  live  were  one,  — 
This  is  not  faith  or  law,  nor  those  who  bow 
To  thrones  on  Heaven  or  Earth  such  destiny  may 
know. 

xm 

^^  ^  But  children  near  their  parents  tremble  now, 
Becanse  they  must  obey ;  one  rules  another, 
And,  as  one  Power  rules  both  high  and  low, 
So  man  is  made  the  captive  of  his  brother. 
And  Hate  is  throned  on  high  with  Fear  his 

mother 
Above  the  Highest ;  and  those  fountain-cells. 
Whence  love  yet  flowed  when  faith  had  choked 

all  other. 
Are  darkened  —  Woman   as    the    bond -slave 

dwells 
Of  man,  a  slave ;  and  life  is  poisoned  in  its  wells. 

xrv 

^'^Man  seeks  for  gold  in  mines  that  he  may 

weave 
A  lasting  chain  for  his  own  slavery ; 
In  fear  and^  restless  care  that  he  may  live 
He  toils  for  others  who  must  ever  be 
The  joyless  thralls  of  like  captivity ; 
He  murders,  for  his  chiefs  delight  in  ruin ; 
He  builds  the  altar  that  its  idol's  fee 
May  be  his  very  blood ;  he  is  pursuing  — 
Oh,  blind  and  willing  wretch !  —  his  own  obscure 

undoing. 

xiii.  3  And  as  one  Power  \\  For  it  is  said  God,  Shelley,  1818^* 

4  So  II  And,  Shelley,  ISlSi. 

5  his  II  her,  SheUey,  ISIS^. 
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XV 

" '  Woman  1  —  she  is  his  slave,  she  has  become 
A  thing  I  weep  to  speak  —  the  child  of  scorn, 
The  outcast  of  a  desolated  home ; 
Falsehood,  and  fear,  and  toil,  like  waves  have 

worn 
Channels  upon  her  cheek,  which  smiles  adorn 
As  calm  decks  the  false  Ocean :  —  well  ye  know 
What  Woman  is,  for  none  of  Woman  bom 
Can  choose  but  drain  the  bitter  dregs  of  woe. 
Which  ever  from  the  oppressed  to  the  oppressors 

flow. 

XVI 

"  '  This  need  not  be  ;  ye  might  arise,  and  will 
That  gold  should  lose  its  power,  and  thrones 

their  glory ; 
That  love,  which  none  may  bind,  be  free  to  fill 
The  world,   like  light;  and   evil  faith,  grown 

hoary 
With  crime,  be  quenched  and  die.  — Yon  pro- 
montory 
Even  now  eclipses  the  descending  moon  !  — 
Dungeons  and  palaces  are  transitory  — 
High  temples  fade  like  vapor  —  Man  alone 
Remains,  whose  wiU  has  power  when  all  beside  is 

gone. 

xvn 

" '  Let  all  be  free  and  equal  I  —  from  your  hearts 
I  feel  an  echo  ;  through  my  inmost  frame 
Like  sweetest  soimd,  seeking  its  mate,  it  darts. 
Whence  come  ye,  friends  ?  Alas,  I  cannot  name 
All  that  I  read  of  sorrow,  toil  and  shame 
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On  your  worn  faces  ;  as  in  legends  old 
Wlueh  make  immortal  the  disastrous  fame 
Of  conquerors  and  impostors  false  and  bold, 
The  discord  of  your  hearts  I  in  your  looks  behold. 

xvin 

"  *  Whence    come    ye,    friends  ?    from    pouring 

human  blood 
Forth  on  the  earth  ?  or  bring  ye  steel  and  gold, 
That  kings  may  dupe  and  slay  the  multitude  ? 
Or  from  the  famished  poor,  pale,  weak  and 

cold. 
Bear  ye  the  earnings  of  their  toil?  unfold  I 
Speak !  are  your  hands  in  slaughter's  sanguine 

hue 
Stained  freshly?    have  your    hearts  in    guile 

grown  old  ? 
Know  yourselves  thus  !  ye  shall  be  pure  as  dew, 
And  I  will  be  a  friend  and  sister  unto  you. 

XIX 

" '  Disguise  it  not  — we  have  one  human  heart — 
All  mortal  thoughts  confess  a  common  home ; 
Blush  not  for  what  may  to  thyself  impart 
Stains  of  inevitable  crime ;  the  doom 
Is  this,  which  has,  or  may,  or  must,  become 
Thine,  and  all  humankind's.     Ye  are  the  spoil 
Which  Time  thus    marks  for  the   devouring 

tomb  — 
Thou  and  thy  thoughts,  and  they,  and  all  the 

toil 
Wherewith  ye  twine  the  rings  of  life's  perpetual 

coiL 
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" '  Disguise  it  not  — ye  blush  for  what  ye  hate. 
And  Enmity  is  sister  unto  Shame  ; 
Look  on  your  mind — it  is  the  book  of  fate  — 
Ah !  it  is  dark  with  many  a  blazoned  name 
Of  misery  —  all  are  mirrors  of  the  same; 
But  the  dark  fiend  who  with  his  iron  pen. 
Dipped  in  scorn's  fiery  poison,  makes  his  iaxoB 
Enduring  there,  would  o'er  the  heads  of  men 
Pass  harmless,  if  they  scorned  to  make  their  hearts 
his  den. 

XXI 

'^ '  Yes,  it  is  Hate,  that  shapeless  fiendly  thing 
Of  many  names,  all  evil,  some  divine. 
Whom  self -contempt  arms  with  a  mortal  sting ; 
Which,  when  the  heart  its  snaky  folds  entwine. 
Is  wasted  quite,  and  when  it  doth  repine 
To  gorge  such  bitter  prey,  on  all  beside 
It  turns  with  ninefold  rage,  as  with  its  twine 
When  Amphisbaena  some  fair  bird  has  tied. 

Soon  o'er  the  putrid  mass  he  threats  on  every  side. 

xxu 

"  *  Beproach  not  thine  own  soul,  but  know  thyself. 
Nor  hate  another's  crime,  nor  loathe  thine  own. 
It  is  the  dark  idolatry  of  self. 
Which,  when  our  thoughts  and  actions  once  are 

gone. 
Demands  that  man  should  weep,  and  bleed,  and 

groan; 
Oh,  vacant  expiation  !  be  at  rest ! 

xxu  7  t^  II  Ats,  Bossetti. 
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The  past  is  Death's,  the  future  is  thine  own ; 

And  love  and  joy  can  make  the  foulest  breast 

A  paradise  of  flowers,  where  peace  might  build  her 

nest. 

xxm 

"* Speak  thou!  whence  come  ye?'  —  A  youth 

made  reply,  — 
*  Wearily,  wearily  o'er  the  boundless  deep 
We  sail ;  thou  readest  well  the  misery 
Told  in  these  faded  eyes,  but  much  doth  sleep 
Within,  which  there  the  poor  heart  loves  to  keep. 
Or  dare  not  write  on  the  dishonored  brow ; 
Even  from  our  childhood  have  we  learned  to 

steep 
The  bread  of  slavery  in  the  tears  of  woe. 
And  never  dreamed  of  hope  or  refuge  until  now. 

xxrv 

"*Yes  —  I  must  speak — my  secret  should  have 

perished 
Even  with  the  heart  it  wasted,  as  a  brand 
Fades  in  the  dying  flame  whose  life  it  cherished, 
But  that  no  human  bosom  can  withstand 
Thee,  wondrous  Lady,  and  the  mild  command 
Of  thy  keen  eyes  :  —  yes,   we   are   wretched 

slaves. 
Who  from  their  wonted  loves  and  native  land 
Are  reft,  and  bear  o'er  the  dividing  waves 
The  imregarded  prey  of  calm  and  happy  graves. 

XXV 

"  *  We  drag  afar  from  pastoral  vales  the  fairest 
Among  the  daughters  of  those  mountains  lone ; 
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We  drag  them  there  where  all  things  best  and 

rarest 
Are  stained  and  trampled ;  years  have  oome  and 

gone 
Since,   like   the   ship  which  bears  me,  I  have 

known 
No  thought ;  but  now  the  eyes  of  one  dear  maid 
On  mine  with  light  of  mutual  love  have  shone  — 
She  is  my  life  —  I  am  but  as  the  shade 
Of  her  —  a  smoke  sent  up  from  ashes,  soon  to 

fade!  — 

XXVI 

"  '  For  she  must  perish  in  the  Tyrant's  hall  — 
Alas,  alas  ! '  —  He  ceased,  and  by  the  sail 
Sat  cowering  -  but  his  sobs  were  beard  by  all. 
And  still  before  the  Ocean  and  the  gale 
The  ship  fled  fast  till  the  stars  'gan  to  fail ; 
And,   round   me   gathered  with    mute   counte- 
nance. 
The  Seamen  gazed,  the  Pilot,  worn  and  pale 
With  toil,  the  Captain  with  gray  locks  whose 
glance 
Met  mine  in  restless  awe  —  they  stood  as  in  a 
trance. 

XXVII 

"  '  Recede  not !  pause  not  now !  thou  art  grown 

old, 
But  Hope  will  make  thee  young,  for  Hope  and 

Youth 
Are    children   of    one    mother,   even    Love  — 

behold! 
The  eternal  stars  gaze  on  us !  —  is  the  truth 

zzvii.  3  even,  omit,  RossettL 
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Within  your  soul  ?  care  for  your  own,  or  ruth 
For  others'  sufferings  ?  do  ye  thirst  to  bear 
A  heart  which  not  the  serpent  Custom's  tooth 
May  violate? — be  free  !  and  even  here, 
Swear  to  be  firm  till  death ! '  —  they  cried,  *  We 
swear !  we  swear ! ' 

xxvni 

^  The  very  darkness  shook,  as  with  a  blast 
Of  subterranean  thunder,  at  the  cry ; 
The  hollow  shore  its  thousand  echoes  cast 
Into  the  night,  as  if  the  sea  and  sky 
And  earth  rejoiced  with  new-bom  liberty. 
For  in  that  name  they  swore  I     Bolts  were  un- 
drawn. 
And  on  the  deck  with  unaccustomed  eye 
The  captives  gazing  stood,  and  every  one 
Shrank  as  the  inconstant  torch  upon  her  counte- 
nance shone. 

XXIX 

"They  were  earth's  purest  children,  young  and 

fair, 
With  eyes  the  shrines  of  unawakened  thought, 
And  brows  as  bright  as  spring  or  morning,  ere 
Dark  time  had  there  its  evil  legend  wrought 
In  characters  of  cloud  which  wither  not. 
The  change  was  like  a  dream  to  them ;  but 

soon 
They  knew  the  glory  of  their  altered  lot  — 
In  the   bright  wisdom  of    youth's    breathless 

noon, 
Sweet  talk  and  smiles  and  sighs  all  bosoms  did 

attune. 
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XXX 

*^But  one  was  mute;  her  cheeks  and  lips  most 

Changing  their  hue  like  lilies  newly  blown 
Beneath  a  bright  acacia's  shadowy  hair 
Waved  by  the  wind  amid  the  sunny  noon. 
Showed  that  her  soul  was  quivering ;  and  full 

soon 
That  youth  arose,  and  breathlessly  did  look 
On  her  and  me,  as  for  some  speechless  boon ; 
I  smiled,  and  both  their  hands  in  mine  I  took. 
And  felt  a  soft  deUght  from  what  their  spirits 

shook* 
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CANTO  IX 


"  That  night  we  anchored  in  a  woody  bay, 
And  sleep  no  more  around  ns  dared  to  hover 
Than,  when  all  doubt  and  fear  has  passed  away, 
It  shades  the  couch  of  some  unresting  lover 
Whose  heart  is  now  at  rest ;  thus  night  passed 

over 
In  mutual  joy ;  around,  a  forest  grew 
Of  poplars   and  dark  oaks,  whose   shade  did 

cover 
The  waning  stars  pranked  in  the  waters  blue. 
And  trembled  in  the  wind  which  from  the  morn- 
ing flew. 

n 

«  The  joyous  mariners  and  each  free  maiden 
Now  brought  from  the   deep  forest   many  a 

bough, 
With  woodland  spoil  most  innocently  laden ; 
Soon  wreaths  of  budding  foliage  seemed  to  flow 
Over  the  mast  and  sails  ;  the  stem  and  prow 
Were    canopied  with    blooming    boughs;    the 

while 

On  the  slant  sun's  path  o'er  the  waves  we  go 

Kejoicing,  like  the  dwellers  of  an  isle 

Doomed  to  pursue  those  waves  that  cannot  cease 

to  smile. 

in 

"  The  many  ships  spotting  the  dark  blue  deep 
With  snowy  sails,  fled  fast  as  ours  came  nigh, 


280  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  px. 

In  fear  and  wonder ;  and  on  every  steep 
Thousands  did  gaze.     They  heard  the  startling 

cry, 
Like  earth's  own  voice  Kfted  unconquerably 
To  all  her  children,  the  unbounded  mirth, 
The  glorious  joy  of  thy  name  —  Liberty  I 
They  heard!  —  As  o'er  the  mountains  of  the 
earth 
From  peak  to  peak  leap  on  the  beams  of  morn- 
ing's birth, 

IV 

"  So  from  that  cry  over  the  boundless  hills 
Sudden  was  caught  one  universal  sound, 
Like  a  volcano's  voice  whose  thunder  fills 
Kemotest  skies,  —  such  glorious  madness  found 
A  path    through    human    hearts   with   stream 

which  drowned 
Its  struggling  fears  and  cares,  dark  Custom's 

brood ; 
They  knew  not  whence  it  came,  but  felt  around 
A  wide  contagion  poured  —  they  called  aloud 
On  Liberty  —  that  name  lived  on  the  sunny  flood. 


(6 


We  reached  the  port.     Alas !  from  many  spirits 
The  wisdom  which  had  waked  that  cry  was  fled. 
Like  the  brief  glory  which  dark  Heaven  inherits 
From   the  false   dawn,  which  fades   ere   it   is 

spread, 
Upon  the  night's  devouring  darkness  shed  ; 
Yet  soon  bright  day  will  burst  —  even  like  a 

chasm 
Of  fire,  to  bum  the  shrouds  outworn  and  dead 
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Which  wrap  the  world ;  a  wide  enthusiasm, 
To  cleanse  the  fevered  world  as  with  an  earth- 
quake's spasm  I 

VI 

"  I  walked  through  the  great  City  then,  but  free 
From  shame  or  fear ;  those  toil-worn  mariners 
And  happy  maidens  did  encompass  me ; 
And  like  a  subterranean  wind  that  stirs 
Some  forest  among  caves,  the  hopes  and  fears 
From  every  human  soul  a  murmur  strange 
Made  as  I  passed ;  and  many  wept  with  tears 
Of  joy  and  awe,  and  winged  thoughts  did  range. 

And  half-extinguished  words  which  prophesied  of 

change. 

vn 

"  For  with  strong  speech  I  tore  the  veil  that  hid 
Nature,  and  Truth,  and  Liberty,  and  Love,  — 
As  one  who  from  some  mountain's  pyramid 
Points  to  the  unrisen  sun !  the  shades  approve 
His   truth,   and  flee   from    every   stream    and 

grove. 
Thus,  gentle  thoughts  did  many  a  bosom  fill, 
Wisdom  the  mail  of  tried  affections  wove 
For  many  a  heart,  and  tameless  scorn  of  ill 

Thrice  steeped  in  molten  steel  the  unconquerable 
wiU. 

VIII 

"  Some  said  I  was  a  maniac  wild  and  lost ; 
Some,  that  I  scarce  had  risen  from  the  grave 
The  Prophet's  virgin  bride,  a  heavenly  ghost ; 
Some  said  I  was  a  fiend  from  my  weird  cave. 
Who   had   stolen   human   shape,  and  o'er  the 
wave, 
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ThefofCit,  and  the  nmantain,  came ;  some  sud 
I  waM  die  diild  of  God,  sent  dovn  to  save 
Woman  from  bonds  and  death,  and  on  luy  head 
The  burden  of  dieir  sms  would  £E^;fatbdljr  be  hud. 


Bot  soon  my  bnman  words  £oand  sympathy 

In  fanman  hearts;  the  purest  and  the  best. 

As  friend  with  friend,  made  common  canse  with 


And  they  were  few,  but  resofaite;  the  rest, 
Ere  yet  soccess  the  enterprise  had  blessed. 
Leagued  with  me  in  their  hearts ;'  their  meals, 

their  shmiber. 
Their  hourly  occupations,  were  possessed 
By  hopes  which  I  had  armed  to  OYemnmber 
Those  hosts  of  meaner  cares  which  h&'s  strong 

wings  encnmber. 


^  Bat  chiefly  women,  whom  my  yoioe  did  waken 
From  their  cold,  careless,  willing  slavery. 
Sought  me ;  one  tmth  their  dreary  prison  has 

shaken. 
They  looked  around,  and  lo !  they  became  free ! 
Their  many  tyrants,  sitting  desolately 
In  slave-deserted  halls,  could  none  restrain ; 
For  wrath's  red  fire  had  withered  in  the  eye 
Whose  lightning  once  was  death,  —  nor  fear  nor 

gain 
Conld  tempt  one  captive  now  to  lock  another's 

chain. 

X.  3  hadf  Fomnaii  oonj. 
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'^  Those  who  were  sent  to  bind  me  wept,  and  felt 
Their  minds  outsoar  the  bonds  which  clasped 

them  round, 
Even  as  a  waxen  shape  may  waste  and  melt 
In  the  white  furnace ;  and  a  visioned  swound, 
A  pause  of  hope  and  awe,  the  City  bound, 
Which,  like  the  silence  of  a  tempest's  birth, 
When  in  its  awful  shadow  it  has  wound 
The  sun,  the  wind,  the  ocean,  and  the  earth. 
Hung  terrible,  ere  yet  the  lightnings  have  leaped 
forth. 

xn 

^^  Like  clouds  inwoven  in  the  silent  sky 
By  winds  from  distant-regions  meeting  there, 
In  the  high  name  of  Truth  and  Liberty 
Around  the  City  millions  gathered  were 
By  hopes  which  sprang  from  many  a  hidden 

lair, — 
Words  which  the  lore  of  truth  in  hues  of  grace 
Arrayed,  thine  own  wild  songs  which  in  the  air 
Like  homeless  odors  floated,  and  the  name 
Of  thee,  and  many  a  tongue  which  thou  hadst 

dipped  in  flame. 

xni 

«  The  Tyrant  knew  his  power  was  gone,  but  Fear, 
The  nurse  of  Vengeance,  bade  him  wait  the 

event  — 
That  perfidy  and  custom,  gold  and  prayer. 
And  whatsoe'er,  when  Force  is  impotent. 
To  Fraud  the  sceptre  of  the  world  has  lent, 

xii.  6  grace  \\  flame^  Forman. 
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Might,  as  he  judged,  confirm  his  failing  sway. 
Therefore  throughout  the   streets,   the   Priests 

he  sent 
To  curse  the  rebels.     To  their  gods  did  they 
For  Earthquake,  Plague  and  Want,  kneel  in  the 

public  way. 

XIV 

"  And  grave  and  hoary  men  were  bribed  to  tell. 
From   seats   where    law  is  made  the   slave   of 

wrong, 
How  glorious  Athens  in  her  splendor  fell, 
Because  her  sons  were  free,  —  and  that  among 
Mankind,  the  many  to  the  few  belong 
By  Heaven,  and  Nature,  and  Necessity. 
They  said,  that  age  was  truth,  and  that  the  young 
Marred  with  wild  hopes  the  peace  of  slavery, 
With  which  old  times  and  men  had  quelled  the 

vain  and  free. 

XV 

"  And  with  the  falsehood  of  their  poisonous  lips 
They  breathed  on  the  enduring  memory 
Of  sages  and  of  bards  a  brief  eclipse. 
There  was  one  teacher,  who  necessity 
Had  armed  with   strength  and  wrong  against 

mankind. 
His  slave  and  his  avenger  aye  to  be  ; 
That  we  were  weak  and  sinful,  frail  and  blind, 

xiii.  8  God,  SheUey,  18181. 

adv.  6  Heaven  |j  God,  Shelley,  1818^. 

XV.  4-7 :  — 

teacher,  and  must  ever  be, 
They  said,  even  God,  who,  the  necesaity 
Of  rule  and  wrong  had  armed  against  mankind, ' 
His  slave  and  his  ayenger  there  to  be ; 

SheUey,  1818>. 
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And  that  the  will  of  one  was  peace,  and  we 
Should  seek  for  nought  on  earth  but  toil  and 
misery  — 

XVI 

**  *  For  thus  we  might  avoid  the  hell  hereafter.' 
So  spake  the  hypocrites,  who  cursed  and  lied. 
Alas,   their   sway  was  passed,  and  tears  and 

laughter 
Qung  to  their  hoary  hair,  withering  the  pride 
Which  in  their  hollow  hearts  dared  still  abide ; 
And  yet  obscener  slaves  with  smoother  brow. 
And  sneers  on  their  strait  lips,  thin,  blue  and 

wide. 

Said  that  the  rule  of  men  was  over  now. 

And  hence  the  subject  world  to  woman's  will  must 

bow. 

xvn 

^  And  gold  was  scattered  through  the  streets,  and 
wine 
Flowed  at  a  hundred  feasts  within  the  walL 
In  vain  1  the  steady  towers  in  Heaven  did  shine 
As  they  were  wont,  nor  at  the  priestly  call 
Left  Plague  her  banquet  in  the  ^thiop's  hall, 
Nor  Famine  from  the  rich  man's  portal  came. 
Where  at  her  ease  she  ever  preys  on  all 
Who  throng  to  kneel  for  food;   nor  fear,  nor 
shame. 
Nor  faith,  nor  discord,  dimmed  hope's  newly  kin- 
dled flame. 

xvin 

"  For  gold  was  as  a  god  whose  faith  began 
To  fade,  so  that  its  worshippers  were  few ; 
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And  Faith  itself,  which  in  the  heart  of  man 
Gives  shape,  voice,  name,  to  spectral  Terror,  kneiw 
Its  downfall,  as  the  altars  lonelier  grew. 
Till  the  Priests  stood  alone  within  the  fane ; 
The  shafts  of  falsehood  onpolluting  flew. 
And  the  cold  sneers  of  calumny  were  vain 
The  union  of  the  free  with  discord's  brand  to  stain. 

XIX 

"  The  rest  thou  knowest.  —  Lo !  we  two  are  here 
We  have  survived  a  ruin  wide  and  deep  — 
Strange  thoughts  are  mine.     I  cannot  grieve 

or  fear. 
Sitting  with  thee  upon  this  lonely  steep 
I  smile,  though  human  love  should  make  me 

weep. 
We  have  survived  a  joy  that  knows  no  sorrow. 
And  I  do  feel  a  mighty  calmness  creep 
Over  my  heart,  which  can  no  longer  borrow 
Its  hues  from  chance  or  change,  dark  children  of 

to-morrow. 


"We  know  not  what  wiH  come.     Yet,  Laon, 

dearest, 
Cythna  shall  be  the  prophetess  of  Love ; 
Her  lips  shall  rob  thee  of  the  grace  thou  wearest, 
To  hide  thy  heart,  and  clothe  the  shapes  which 

rove 

xviii.  3-6:  ^ 

And  Hell  and  Awe,  which  in  the  heart  of  man 
la  God  itself ;  the  Priests  its  downfall  knew, 
As  day  by  day  their  altars  lonelier  grew, 
^nil  they  were  left  alone  within  the  fane ; 

SheUey,  1818^. 


\ 
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Within  the  homeless  Future's  wintry  grove ; 
For  I  now,  sitting  thus  beside  thee,  seem 
Even  with  tby  breath  and  blood  to  live  and  movo. 
And  yiolence  and  wrong  are  as  a  dream 
Which  rolls  from  steadfast  truth,  —  an  unretnm- 
ing  stream. 

XXI 

^'  The  blasts  of  Autunm  drive  the  wing^  seeds 
Over  the  earth ;  next  come  the  snows,  and  rain, 
And  frosts,  and  storms,  which  dreary  Winter 

leads 
Out  of  his  Scythian  cave,  a  savage  train. 
Behold  I  Spring  sweeps  over  the  world  again, 
Shedding  soft  dews  from  her  ethereal  wings ; 
Flowers  on  the  mountains,  fruits  over  the  plain, 
And  music  on  the  waves  and  woods  she  flings. 

And  love  on  all  that  lives,  and  calm  on  lifeless 

things. 

xxn 

**0  Spring,  of  hope  and  love  and  youth  and 
gladness 

Wind-wingdd  emblem  I  brightest,  best  and  fair- 
est I 

Whence  comest  thou,  when,  with  dark  Winter's 
sadness 

The  tears  that  fade  in  sunny  smiles  thou  sharest  ? 

Sister  of  joy!  thou  art  the  child  who  wearest 

Thy  mother's  dying  smile,  tender  and  sweet ; 

Thy  mother  Autumn,  for  whose  grave  thou  bear- 
est 

Fresh  flowers,  and  beams  like  flowers,  with  gen- 
tle feet. 
Disturbing  not  the  leaves  which  are  her  winding- 
sheet. 
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xxnr 

^'Virtae  and   Hope   and   Love,  like   light  and 

Heaven, 
Surround  the  world.     We    are    their    chosen 

slaves. 
Has  not  the  whirlwind  of  our  spirit  driven 
Truth's  deathless  germs  to  thought's  remotest 

caves? 
Lo,  Winter  comes  I  —  the  grief  of  many  graves, 
The  frost  of  death,  the  tempest  of  the  sword, 
The  flood  of  tyranny,  whose  sanguine  waves 
Stagnate  like  ice  at  Faith  the  enchanter's  word, 
And  bind  all  human  hearts  in  its  repose  abhorred. 

xxrv 

*'*'  The  seeds  are  sleeping  in  the  soil.    Meanwhile 
The  Tyrant  peoples  dungeons  with  his  prey ; 
Pale  victims  on  the  guarded  scaffold  smile 
Because  they  cannot  speak ;  and,  day  by  day. 
The  moon  of  wasting  Science  wanes  away 
Among  her  stars,  and  in  that  darkness  vast 
The  sons  of  earth  to  their  foul  idols  pray. 
And  gray  Priests  triumph,  and  like  blight  or 
blast 

A  shade  of  selfish  care  o'er  human  looks  is  cast. 

XXV 

" This  is  the  Winter  of  the  world;  and  here 
We  die,  even  as  the  winds  of  Autumn  fade, 
Expiring  in  the  frore  and  foggy  air. 
Behold!   Spring  comes,  though  we  must  pass 
who  made 
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The  promise  of  its  birth,  — even  as  the  shade 
Which  from  our  death,  as  from  a  mountain, 

flings 
The  future,  a  broad  sunrise ;  thus  arrayed 
As  with  the  plumes  of  overshadowing  wings, 
From  its  dark  gulf  of  chains  Earth  like  an  eagle 

springs. 

XXVI 

^*  O  dearest  love  I  we  shall  be  dead  and  cold 
Before  this  mom  may  on  the  world  arise. 
Wouldst  thou  the  glory  of  its  dawn  behold? 
Alas  I  gaze  not  on  me,  but  turn  thine  eyes 
On  thine  own  heart  — it  is  a  Paradise 
Which  everlasting  spring  has  made  its  own. 
And  while  drear  winter  fills  the  naked  skies. 
Sweet  streams   of  sunny  thought,  and  flowers 
fresh  blown, 

Are  there,  and  weave  their  sounds  and  odors  into 

one. 

xxvn 

**  In  their  own  hearts  the  earnest  of  the  hope 
Which  made  them  great  the  good  will  ever  find ; 
And  though  some  envious  shade  may  interlope 
Between  the  effect  and  it,  One  comes  behind, 
Who  aye  the  future  to  the  past  wiU  bind  — 
Necessity,  whose  sightless  strength  forever 
Evil  with  evil,  good  with  good,  must  wind 
In  bands  of  union,  which  no  power  may  sever ; 

They  must  bring  forth  their  kind,  and  be  divided 
never  1 

XXVIII 

"  The  good  and  mighty  of  departed  ages 
Are  in  their  graves,  the  innocent  and  free, 
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Heroes,  and  Poets,  and  prevailing  Sages, 
Who  leave  the  vesture  of  their  majesty 
To  adorn  and  clothe  this  naked  world ;  —  and  we 
Are  like  to  them  —  such  perish,  but  they  leave 
All  hope,  or  love,  or  truth,  or  liberty. 
Whose  forms  their  mighty  spirits  could  conceive, 
To  be  a  rule  and  law  to  ages  that  survive. 

XXIX 

"  So  be  the  turf  heaped  over  our  remains 
Even  in  our  happy  youth,  and  that  strange  lot, 
Whate'er  it  be,  when  in  these  mingling  veins 
The  blood  is  still,  be  ours ;  let  sense  and  thought 
Pass  from  our  being,  or  be  numbered  not 
Among  the  things  that  are  ;  let  those  who  come 
Behind,  for  whom  our  steadfast  will  has  bought 
A  cahn  inheritance,  a  glorious  doom, 
Insult  with  careless  tread  our  undivided  tomb. 

XXX 

"  Our  many  thoughts  and  deeds,  our  life  and  love, 
Our  happiness,  and  all  that  we  have  been. 
Immortally  must  live  and  bum  and  move 
When  we  shall  be  no  more  ;  —  the  world  has  seen 
A  type  of  peace  ;  and  as  some  most  serene 
And  lovely  spot  to  a  poor  maniac's  eye  — 
After  long  years  some  sweet  and  moving  scene 
Of  youthful  hope  returning  suddenly  — 

Quells  his  long  madness,  thus  Man  shall  remem^ 
ber  thee. 

XXXI 

"  And  Caliunny  meanwhile  shall  feed  on  us 
As  worms  devour  the  dead,  and  near  the  throne 
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And  at  the  altar  most  accepted  thus 
Shall  sneers  and  curses  be ;  —  what  we  have  done 
None  shall  dare  vouch,  though  it  be  truly  known ; 
That  record  shall  remain  when  they  must  pass 
Who  built  their  pride  on  its  oblivion, 
And  fame,  in  human  hope  which  sculptured  was, 
SurviTe  the  perished  scrolls  of  unenduring  brass. 

xxxn 

"  The  while  we  two,  belovfed,  must  depart, 
And  Sense  and  Keason,  those  enchanters  fair, 
Whose  wand  of  power  is  hope,  would  bid  the 

heart 
That  gazed  beyond  the  wormy  grave  despair ; 
These  eyes,  these  lips,  this  blood,  seems  darkly 

there 
To  fade  in  hideous  ruin  ;  no  calm  sleep. 
Peopling  with  golden  dreams  the  stagnant  air, 
Seems  our  obscure  and  rotting  eyes  to  steep 

^  joy ;  —  but  senseless  death  —  a  ruin .  dark  and 

deepi 

xxxnr 

^^  These  are  blind  fancies.     Season  cannot  know 
What  sense  can  neither  feel  nor  thought  con* 

ceive; 
There  is  delusion  in  the  world  —  and  woe, 
And  fear,  and  pain  —  we  know  not  whence  we 

live. 
Or  why,  or  how,  or  what  mute  Power  may  give 
Their  being  to  each  plant,  and  star,  and  beast. 
Or  even  these  thoughts.  —  Come  near  me !  I  do 

weave 

TTTii.  6  seem,  RoBsettL 
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A  chain  I  cannot  break  — I  am  possessed 
With  thoughts  too  swift  and  strong  for  one  lone 
human  breast. 

xxxrv 

"  Yes,    yes  —  thy   kiss   is   sweet,   thy  Kps    are 

warm  — 
Oh,  willingly,  beloved,  would  these  eyes, 
Might  they  no  more  drink  being  from  thy  form. 
Even  as  to  sleep  whence  we  again  arise. 
Close  their  faint  orbs  in  death.    I  fear  nor  prize 
Aught  that  can  now  betide,  unshared  by  thee. 
Yes,  Love  when  Wisdom  fails  makes  Cythna 

wise; 
Darkness  and  death,  if  death  be  true,  must  be 
Dearer  than  life  and  hope  if  unenjoyed  with  thee. 

XXXV 

^^  Alas  !  our  thoughts  flow  on  with  stream  whose 
waters 
Return  not  to  their  fountain ;  Earth  and  Heaven, 
The  Ocean  and  the  Sun,  the  clouds  their  daugh- 
ters. 
Winter,  and  Spring,  and  Mom,  and  Noon,  and 

Even  — 
All  that  we  are  or  know,  is  darkly  driven 
Towards  one  gulf.  —  Lo  1   what  a  change  is 

come 
Since  I  first  spake  —  but  time  shall  be  forgiven, 
Though  it  change  all  but  thee  1 "     She  ceased 
—  night's  gloom 
Meanwhile  had  fallen  on  earth  from  the  s^'s  sun- 
less dome. 
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XXXVI 

Though  she  had  ceased,  her  countenance  up- 
lifted 

To  Heaven  still  spake  with  solemn  gloiy  bright ; 

Her  dark  deep  eyes,  her  lips,  whose  motions 
gifted 

The  air  they  breathed  with  love,  her  locks  un- 
dight; 
"  Pair  star  of  life  and  love,"  I  cried,  "  my  soul's 
delight. 

Why  lookest  thou  on  the  crystalline  skies  ? 

Oh,  that  my  spirit  were  yon  Heaven  of  night. 

Which  gazes  on  thee  with  its  thousand  eyes  I " 
She  turned  to  me  and  smiled  —  that  smile  was 
Paradise  I 
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CANTO  X 


Was  there  a  human  spirit  in  the  steed 

That  thus  with  his  proud  voice,  ere  night  was 

gone, 

He  broke  our  linhM  rest  ?  or  do  indeed 

All  living  things  a  common  nature  own. 

And  thought  erect  an  universal  throne. 

Where  many  shapes  one  tribute  ever  bear  ? 

And  Earth,  their  mutual  mother,  does  she  groan 

To  see  her  sons  contend  ?  and  makes  she  bare 

Her  breast  that  all  in  peace  its  drainless  stores 

may  share  ? 

n 

I  have  heard  friendly  sounds  from  many  a  tongue 

Which  was  not  human ;  the  lone  nightingale 

Has  answered  me  with  her  most  soothing  song, 

Out  of  her  ivy  bower,  when  I  sate  pale 

With  grief,  and  sighed  beneath ;  from  many  a  dale 

The  antelopes  who  flocked  for  food  have  spoken 

With  happy  sounds  and  motions  that  avail 

Like  man's  own  speech  ;  and  such  was  now  the 

token 

Of  waning  night,  whose  calm  by  that  proud  neigh 

was  broken. 

in 

Each  night  that  mighty  steed  bore  me  abroad. 
And  I  returned  with  food  to  our  retreat. 
And  dark  intelligence ;  the  blood  which  flowed 


X]  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  295 

Over  the  fields  had  stained  the  courser's  feet ; 
Soon  the  dust  drinks  that  bitter  dew,  —  then 

meet 
The  vulture,  and  the  wild-dog,  and  the  snake, 
The  wolf,  and  the  hyena  gray,  and  eat 
The  dead  in  horrid  truce ;  their  throngs  did  make 
Behind  the  steed  a  chasm  like  waves  in  a  ship's 

wake. 

IV 

For  from  the  utmost  realms  of  earth  came  pour- 
ing 
The  banded  slaves  whom  every  despot  sent 
At  that   throned   traitor's  summons;  like  the 

roaring 
Of  fire,  whose  fioods  the  wild  deer  circumvent 
In  the  scorched  pastures  of  the  south,  so  bent 
The  armies  of  the  leagued  kings  around 
Their  files  of  steel  and  flame ;  the  continent 
Trembled,  as  with  a  zone  of  ruin  bound. 
Beneath   their  feet  —  the  sea  shook  with  their 
Navies'  sound. 

V 

From  every  nation  of  the  earth  they  came. 
The  multitude  of  moving  hearfless  tilings. 
Whom  slaves  call  men ;  obediently  they  came. 
Like  sheep  whom   from  the  fold  the  shepherd 

brings 
To  the  stall,  red  with  blood ;  their  many  kings 
Led  them,  thus  erring,  from  their  native  land  - 
Tartar  and  Frank,  and  millions  whom  the  wings 
Of  Indian  breezes  lull ;  and  many  a  band 
The  Arctic  Anarch  sent,  and  Idumea's  sand 

y.  6  land,  Fleay  oonj.,  Rossetti  |i  home^  Shelley,  1818^^^ 
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VI 

Fertile  in  prodigies  and  lies.     So  there 
Strange  natures  made  a  brotherhood  of  ilL 
The  desert  savage  ceased  to  grasp  in  fear 
His  Asian  shield  and  bow  when,  at  the  will 
Of  Europe's  subtler  son,  the  bolt  would  kill 
Some  shepherd  sitting  on  a  rock  secure  ; 
But  smiles  of  wondering  joy  his  face  would  fill. 
And  savage  sympathy ;  those  slaves  impure 
Each  one  the  other  thus  from  ill  to  ill  did  lure. 

vn 

For  traitorously  did  that  foul  Tyrant  robe 
His  countenance  in  lies  ;  even  at  the  hour 
When  he  was  snatched  from  death,  then  o'er 

the  globe. 
With  secret  signs  from  many  a  mountain  tower, 
With  smoke  by  day,  and  fire  by  night,  the 

power 
Of  Kings  and  Priests,  those  dark  conspirators. 
He  called ;  they  knew  his  cause  their  own,  and 

swore 
Like  wolves  and  serpents  to  their  mutual  wars 
Strange  truce,  with  many  a  rite  which  Earth  and 

Heaven  abhors. 

vni 

Myriads  had  come — millions  were  on  their  way  ; 
The  Tyrant  passed,  surrounded  by  the  steel 
Of  hiid  assLns,  Wough  the  pubUo  ^j. 
Choked  with  his  country's  dead;  his  footsteps 
reel 
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On  the  fresh  blood  —  he  smiles.     "  Ay,  now  I 

feel 
I  am  a  King  in  trath !  "  he  said,  and  took 
His  royal  seat,  and  bade  the  torturing  wheel 
Be  brought,  and  fire,  and  pincers,  and  the  hook, 
And  scorpions,  that  his  soul  on  its  revenge  might 

look. 

IX 

"  But  first,  go  slay  the  rebels  —  why  return 
The  victor  bands  ?  "  he  said,  "  millions  yet  live. 
Of  whom  the  weakest  with  one  word  might 

•   turn 
The  scales  of  victory  yet ;  let  none  survive 
But  those  within  the  walls  —  each  fifth  shall  give 
The  expiation  for  his  brethren  here. 
Go  forth,  and  waste  and  kill ! "  —  "  O   king, 

forgive 
My  speech,"  a  soldier  answered,  "  but  we  fear 
The  iSts  of  iie  night,  and  mom  is  drawing  near ; 


"  For  we  were  slaying  stiU  without  remorse. 
And  now  that  dreadful  chief  beneath  my  hand 
Defenceless  lay,  when  on  a  hell-black  horse 
An  Angel  bright  as  day,  waving  a  brand 
Which  fiashed  among  the    stars,   passed."  — 

"  Dost  thou  stand 
Parleying  with  me,  thou  wretch  ?  "  the  king  re- 
plied ; 
*'  Slaves,  bind  him  to  the  wheel ;  and  of  this  baud 

Whoso  will  drag  that  woman  to  his  side 
That  scared  him  thus  may  bum  his  dearest  foe 
beside ; 
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""  And  gold  and  glorr  shall  be  hk.    GofoKdi:'' 
Tliey  msbed  into  the  pbun.    Loud  was  die  foot 
Of  their  career ;  the  hozaeiiieii  shook  die  cartii; 
The  wheeled  artilleiy  s  speed  the  paTenwnt  txxe ; 
The  infantrv.  file  after  file,  did  poor 
Their  doods  on  the  utmost  hills.     lire  days 

therslew 
Amang  the  wasted  fields ;  die  sixdisawgoie 
Stream  through  die  City;  on  die  seventh  die  dew 

Of  slanghter  became  st^  and  there  was  peace 
anew: 


Peace  in  the  desert  fields  and  viDageSy 
Between  the  glutted  beasts  and  manned  dead ! 
Peace  in  the  silent  streets !  save  when  the  cries 
Of  victims,  to  their  fiery  judgment  led. 
Made  pale  their  voiceless  lips  ^dio  seemed  to 

dread^ 
Even  in  their  dearest  kindred,  lest  some  tongue 
Be  faithless  to  the  fear  yet  unbetrayed ; 
Peace  in  tlie  Tyrant's  palace,  where  the  dirong 
Waste  the  triumphal  hours  in  festival  and  song ! 

xm 

Day  after  day  the  burning  Sun  rolled  on 
Over  the  death-polluted  land.    It  came 
Out  of  the  east  like  fire,  and  fiercely  shone 
A  lamp  of  autumn,  ripening  with  its  flame 
The  few  lone  ears  of  com ;  the  sky  became 
Stagnate  with  heat,  so  that  each  cloud  and  blast 

zii.  1/ear  Wfew^  Boaaetti  oonj. 
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Langaislied  and  died ;  the  thirsting  air  did  claim 
AU  moisture,  and  a  rotting  vapor  passed 
From  the  nnburied  dead,  invisible  and  fast. 

xrv 

First  Want,  then  Plague,  came  on  the  beasts ; 

their  food 
Failed,  and  they  drew  the  breath  of  its  decay. 
Millions  on  millions,  whom  the  scent  of  blood 
Had  lured,  or  who  from  regions  far  away 
Had  tracked  the  hosts  in  festival  array. 
From  their  dark  deserts,  gaunt  and  wasting  now 
Stalked  like  fell  shades  among  their  perished 

prey; 
In  their  green  eyes  a  strange  disease  did  glow— 
They  sank  in  hideous  spasm,  or  pains  severe  and 

slow. 

XV 

The  fish  were  poisoned  in  the  streams  ;  the  birds 
In  the  green  woods  perished ;  the  insect  race 
Was  withered  up ;  the  scattered  flocks  and  herds 
Who  had  survived  the  wild  beasts'  hungry  chase 
Died  moaning,  each  upon  the  other's  face 
In  helpless  agony  gazing ;  round  the  City 
All  night,  the  lean  hyenas  their  sad  case 
Like  starving  infants  wailed  —  a  wof ul  ditty ; 
And  many  a  mother  wept,  pierced  with  mmatural 
pity. 

XVI 

Amid  the  atrial  minarets  on  high 
The  -^Ethiopian  vultures  fluttering  fell 
From  their  long  line  of  brethren  in  the  sky. 
Startling  the  concourse  of  mankind.     Too  well 
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These  signs  the  coming  mischief  did  foretell. 
Strange  panic  first,  a  deep  and  sickening  dread, 
Within  each  heart,  like  ice,  did  sink  and  dwell, 
A  voiceless  thought  of  evil,  which  did  spread 
With  the  quick  glance  of  eyes,  like  withering  light- 
nings shed. 

xvn 

Day  after  day,  when  the  year  wanes,  the  frosts 
Strip  its  green  crown  of  leaves  till  all  is  bare  ; 
So  on  those  strange  and  congregated  hosts 
Came  Famine,  a  swift  shadow,  and  the  air 
Groaned  with  the  burden  of  a  new  despair; 
Famine,     than    whom    Misrule     no     deadlier 

daughter 
Feeds  from  her  thousand  breasts,  though  sleep- 
ing there 
With  lidless  eyes  lie  Faith  and  Plague  and 
Slaughter  — 
A  ghastly  brood  conceived  of  Lethe's  sullen  water. 

xvni 

There  was  no  food  ;  the  com  was  trampled  down. 
The  flocks  and  herds  had  perished ;  on  the  shore 
The  dead  and  putrid  fish  were  ever  thrown ; 
The  deeps  were  f  oodless,  and  the  winds  no  more 
Creaked  with  the  weight  of  birds,  but  as  before 
Those  winged  things  sprang  forth,  were  void  of 

shade; 
The  vines  and  orchards,  autiunn's  golden  store, 
Were  burned;  so  that  the  meanest  food  was 

weighed 
With  gold,  and  avarice   died  before  the  god  it 

made. 
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XIX 

There  was  no  com — in  the  wide  market-place 
All  loathliest  things,  even  human  flesh,  was  sold ; 
They  weighed  it  in  small  scales-and  many  a 

face 
Was  fixed  in  eager  horror  then.     His  gold 
The  miser  brought ;  the  tender  maid,  grown  bold 
Through  hunger,  bared  her  scorned  charms  in 

vain; 
The  mother  brought  her  eldest  bom,  controlled 
By  instinct  blind  as  love,  but  turned  again 
And  bade  her  infant  suck,  and  died  in  silent  pain. 

XX 

Then  fell  blue  Plague  upon  the  race  of  man. 
**  Oh,  for  the  sheathed  steel,  so  late  which  gave 
Oblivion  to  the  dead  when  the  streets  ran 
With  brothers'  blood  1  Oh,  that  the  earthquake's 

grave 
Would  gape,  or  Ocean  lift  its  stifling  wave !  " 
Vain  cries  —  throughout  the  streets  thousands 

pursued 
Each  by  his  flery  torture  howl  and  rave 
Or  sit  in  frenzy's  unimagined  mood 
Upon  fresh  heaps  of  dead  —  a  ghastly  multitude. 

XXI 

It  was  not  hunger  now,  but  thirst.     Each  weU 
Was  choked  with  rotting  corpses,  and  became 
A  caldron  of  green  mist  made  visible 
At  sunrise.     Thither  still  the  myriads  came, 
Seeking  to  quench  the  agony  of  the  flame 
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Which  raged  like  poison  through  their  bursting 

veins; 

Naked  they  were  from  torture,  without  shame. 

Spotted  with  nameless  scars  and  lurid  blains  — 

Childhood,  and  youth,  and  age,  writhing  in  savage 

pains. 

xxn 

It  was  not  thirst,  but  madness !     Many  saw 

Their  own  lean  image  everywhere  —  it  went 

A  ghastlier  self  beside  them,  till  the  awe 

Of  that  dread  sight  to  self-destruction  sent 

Those  shrieking  victims ;  some,  ere  life  was  spent. 

Sought,  with  a  horrid  sympathy,  to  shed 

Contagion  on  the  sound ;  and  others  rent 

Their  matted  hair,  and  cried  aloud,  "  We  tread 

On  fire  I  the  avenging  Power  his  heU  on  earth  has 

spread." 

xxm 

Sometimes  the  living  by  the  dead  were  hid. 
Near  the  great  f  oimtain  in  the  public  square. 
Where  corpses  made  a  crumbKng  pyramid 
Under  the  sun,  was  heard  one  stifled  prayer 
For  life,  in  the  hot  silence  of  the  air  ; 
And  strange  'twas  'mid  that  hideous  heap  to  see 
Some  shrouded  in  their  long  and^golden  hair. 
As  if  not  dead,  but  slumbering  quietly. 
Like  forms  which  sculptors  carve,  then  love  to 
agony. 

XXIV 

Famine  had  spared  the  palace  of  the  King ; 
He  rioted  in  festival  the  while, 

zzii.  9  the  avenging  Potoer  ||  Almighty  God,  Shelley,  1818^. 
xziiL  6  amid,  SheUey,  ISIS^A 
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He  and  his  guards  and  Priests ;  but  Plague  did 
fling 

One  shadow  upon  alL    Famine  can  smile 
On  him  who  brings  it  food,  and  pass,  with  guile 
Of  thankful  falsehood,  like  a  courtier  gray, 
The  house-dog  of  the  throne  ;  but  many  a  mile 
Comes  Plague,  a  winged  wolf,  who  loathes  alway 
The  garbage  and  the  scum  that  strangers  make 
her  prey. 


So,  near  the  throne,  amid  the  gorgeous  feast. 
Sheathed  in  resplendent  arms,  or  loosely  dight 
To  luxury,  ere  the  mockery  yet  had  ceased 
That  lingered  on  his  lips,  the  warrior's  might 
Was  loosened,  and  a  new  and  ghastlier  night 
In  dreams  of  frenzy  lapped  his  eyes ;  he  fell 
Headlong,  or  with  stiff  eyeballs  sate  upright 
Among  the  guests,  or  raving  mad  did  tell 
Strange  truths  —  a  dying  seer  of  dark  oppression's 
hell. 

XXVI 

The  Princes  and  the  Priests  were  pale  with 

terror; 
That  monstrous    faith    wherewith    they  ruled 

mankind 
Fell,  like  a  shaft  loosed  by  the  bowman's  error, 
On   their  own   hearts ;  they  sought  and  they 

could  find 
No  refuge  —  'twas  the  blind  who  led  the  blind ! 
So,  through  the  desolate  streets  to  the  high  fane. 
The  many-tongued  and  endless  armies  wind 


n.  7  The  many-tongued  and  endless  U  Of  their  Almighty  God 
ihej  Shelley,  1818^. 
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In  sad  procession ;  each  among  the  train 
To  his  own  idol  lifts  his  supplications  vain. 

xxvn 

"  O  God ! "    they   cried,    "  we   know   our  secret 
pride 
Has   scorned   thee,   and  thy  worship,  and  thy 

name ; 
Secure  in  human  power,  we  have  defied 
Thy  fearful  might ;  we  bend  in  fear  and  shame 
Before  thy  presence ;  with  the  dust  we  claim 
Kindred  ;  be  merciful,  O  King  of  Heaven  I 
Most  justly  have  we  suflfered  for  thy  fame 
Made  dim,  but  be  at  length  our  sins  forgiven. 
Ere    to  despair  and  death   thy  worshippers   be 
driven ! 

xxvin 

"  O  King  of  Glory !     Thou  alone  hast  power ! 
Who  can  resist  thy  wiU  ?  who  can  restrain 
Thy  wrath  when  on  the  guilty  thou  dost  shower 
The  shafts  of  thy  revenge,  a  blistering  rain  ? 
Greatest  and  best,  be  merciful  again  ! 
Have  we  not  stabbed  thine  enemies,  and  made 
The  Earth  an  altar,  and  the  Heavens  a  fane. 
Where  thou  wert  worshipped  with  their  blood, 

and  laid 
Those  hearts  in  dust  which  would  thy  searchless 

works  have  weighed  ? 

XXIX 

"  Well  didst  thou  loosen  on  this  impious  City 
Thine  angels  of  revenge !  recall  them  now ; 

zzyiii.  1  O  God  Almighty,  SheUey,  1818^. 
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Thy  worshippers  abased  here  kneel  for  pity, 
And  bind  their  souls  by  an  immortal  vow. 
We  swear  by  thee  —  and  to  our  oath  do  thou 
Give  sanction   from  thine  hell  of  fiends   and 

flame  — 
That  we  will  kiU  with  fire  and  torments  slow 
The  last  of  those  who  mocked  thy  holy  name 
And  scorned  the   sacred  laws  thy  prophets  did 

proclaim." 

XXX 

Thus  they  with  trembling  limbs  and  pallid  lips 
Worshipped  their  own  hearts'  image,  dim  and 

vast. 
Scared  by  the    shade  wherewith    they  would 

eclipse  • 

The  light  of  other  minds  ;  troubled  they  passed 
From  the  great  Temple ;  fiercely  still  and  fast 
The  arrows  of  the  plague  among  them  fell, 
And  they  on  one  another  gazed  aghast, 
And  through  the  hosts  contention  wild  befell, 
As  each  of  his  own  god  the  wondrous  works  did 

tell. 

XXXI 

And  Oromaze,  Joshua,  and  Mahomet, 

Moses,  and  Buddh,  Zerdusht,  and  Brahm,  and 

Foh, 
A  tumult  of  strange  names,  which  never  met 
Before,  as  watchwords  of  a  single  woe. 
Arose ;  each  raging  votary  'gan  to  throw 
Aloft  his  armed  hands,  and  each  did  howl 
"  Our  God  alone  is  God !  "  and  slaughter  now 

.  9  God,  SheUey,  18181. 
i.  1  Joshua  II  and  Christ,  Shelley,  18181. 
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Would  have  gone  forth,  when  from  beneath  a  cowl 

A  voice  came  forth  which  pierced  like  ice  through 

every  soul. 

xxxn 

'Twas  an  Iberian  Priest  from  whom  it  came, 
A  zealous  man,  who  led  the  legioned  West, 
With  words  which  faith  and  pride  had  steeped 

inflame. 
To  queU  the  unbelievers  ;  a  dire  guest 
Even  to  his  friends  was  he,  for  in  his  breast 
Did  hate  and  guile  lie  watchful,  intertwined. 
Twin  serpents  in  one  deep  and  winding  nest ; 
He  loathed  all  faith  beside  his  own,  and  pined 
To  wreak   his  fear  of  Heaven  in  vengeance   on 

mankind. 

xxxin 

But  more  he  loathed  and  hated  the  clear  light 

Of  wisdom  and  free  thought,  and  more  did  fear, 

Lest,  kindled  once,  its  beams  might  pierce  the 

night. 

Even  where  his  Idol  stood ;  for  far  and  near 

Did  many  a  heart  in  Europe  leap  to  hear 

That  faith  and  tyranny  were  trampled  down,  — 

Many  a  pale  victim,  doomed  for  truth  to  share 

The  murderer's  cell,  or  see  with  helpless  groan 

The  Priests  his  children  drag  for  slaves  to  serve 

their  own. 

xxxrv 

He  dared  not  kiU  the  infidels  with  fire 
Or  steel,  in  Europe ;  the  slow  agonies 

zxxiL  1  He  was  a  Christian  Priest^  SheUey,  1818^. 
4  unbelievers  ||  rebel  AtheistSj  SheUey,  1818^. 
0  Heaven  ||  Ood,  SheUey,  1818^. 
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Of  legal  torture  mocked  his  keen  desire ; 
So  he  made  trace  with  those  who  did  despise 
The  expiation  and  the  sa<;rifice, 
That,  though  detested,  Islam's  kindred  creed 
Might  crush  for  him  those  deadlier  enemies ; 
For  fear  of  God  did  in  his  bosom  breed 
A  jealous  hate  of  man,  an  unreposing  need. 

XXXV 

-*  Peace !  Peace ! "  he  cried,  "  when  we  are  dead, 
the  Day 
Of  Judgment  comes,  and  all  shall  surely  know 
Whose  God  is  God ;  each  fearfully  shall  pay 
The  errors  of  his  faith  in  endless  woe  I 
But  there  is  sent  a  mortal  vengeance  now 
On  earth,  because  an  impious  race  had  spumed 
Him  whom  we  all  adore,  —  a  subtle  foe. 
By  whom  for  ye  this  dread  reward  was  earned, 

And  kingly  thrones,  which  rest  on  faith,  nigh  over- 
turned. 

XXXVI 

"  Think  ye,  because  ye  weep  and  kneel  and  pray. 
That  God  will  lull  the  pestilence?    It  rose 
Even  from  beneath  his  throne,  where,  many  a 

day. 
His  mercy  soothed  it  to  a  dark  repose ; 
It  walks  upon  the  earth  to  judge  his  foes. 
And  what  art  thou  and  I,  that  he  should  deign 
To  curb  his  ghastly  minister,  or  close 


dy.  5  The  expiation  ||  His  cradled  Idol^  Shelley,  1818^. 

6  of  God  to  God's  oum  wrath,  —  that  Islam's  creed,  Shel- 
ley, 18181. 

r.  9  and  thrones,  which  rest  on  faith  in  God,  Shelley,  1818^. 
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The  gates  of  death,  ere  they  receive  the  twain 
Who  shook  with  mortal   spells   his   undefended 
reign? 

XXXVII 

"  Ay,  there  is  famine  in  the  gulf  of  hell, 
Its  giant  worms  of  fire  forever  yawn,  — 
Their  lurid  eyes  are  on  us  !  those  who  fell 
By  the  swift  shafts  of  pestilence  ere  dawn 
Are  in  their  jaws  !  they  hunger  for  the  spawn 
Of  Satan,  their  own  brethren,  who  were  sent 
To  make  our  souls  their  spoil.     See,  see  I  they 

fawn 
Like  dogs,  and  they   will   sleep,   with   luxury 

spent. 

When  those  detested  hearts  their  iron  fangs  have 

rent  I 

xxxvni 

"  Our  God  may  then  lull  Pestilence  to  sleep. 
Pile  high  the  pyre  of  expiation  now ! 
A  forest's  spoil  of  boughs  ;  and  on  the  heap 
Pour  venomous  gums,  which  sullenly  and  slow, 
When  touched  by  flame,  shall  bum,  and  melt, 

and  flow, 
A  stream  of  clinging  fire,  —  and  fix  on  high 
A  net  of  iron,  and  spread  forth  below 
A  couch  of    snakes,   and    scorpions,   and  the 

fry 
Of  centipedes  and  worms,  earth's  hellish  progeny  I 

XXXIX 

"  Let  Laon  and  Laone  on  that  pyre, 
Linked  tight  with  burning  brass,  perish !  —  then 
pray 
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That  with  this  sacrifice  the  withering  ire 

Of  Heaven  may  be  appeased."     He  ceased,  and 

they 
A  space  stood  silent,  as  far,  far  away 
The  echoes  of  his  voice  among  them  died ; 
And  he  knelt  down  upon  the  dust,  alway 
Muttering  the  curses  of  his  speechless  pride. 
Whilst  shame,  and  fear,  and  awe,  the  armies  did 

divide. 

XL 

His  voice  was  like  a  blast  that  burst  the  portal 
Of  fabled  hell ;  and  as  he  spake,  each  one 
Saw  gape  beneath  the  chasms  of  fire  immortal, 
And  Heaven  above  seemed  cloven,  where,  on  a 

throne 
Girt  roimd  with  storms  and  shadows,  sate  alone 
Their  King  and  Judge.     Fear  killed  in  every 

breast 
All  natural  pity  then,  a  fear  unknown 
Before,  and  with  an  inward  fire  possessed 
They  raged  like  homeless  beasts  whom  burning 

woods  invest. 

XLI 

*Twas  mom.  —  At  noon  the  public  crier  went 

forth. 
Proclaiming  through  the  living  and  the  dead,  — 
"  The    Monarch    saith    that    his    great   empire's 
worth 
Is  set  on  Laon  and  Laone's  head ; 
He  who  but  one  yet  living  here  can  lead. 


dx.  4  Heaven  \\  God,  Shelley,  18181. 
xl.  5  With  storms  and  shadows  girt,  sate  God,  alone,  Shelley, 
18181. 
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Or  who  the  life  from  both  their  hearts  can  wring, 

Shall  be  the  kingdom's  heir — a  glorious  meed ! 

But  he  who  both  alive  can  hither  bring 

The  Princess  shall  espouse,  and  reign  an  equal 

King." 

xui 

Ere  night  the  pyre  was  piled,  the  net  of  iron 

Was  spread  above,  the  fearful  couch  below ; 

It  overtopped  the  towers  that  did  environ 

That  spacious  square  ;  for  Fear  is  never  slow 

To  build  the  thrones  of  Hate,  her  mate  and  foe; 

So  she  scourged  forth  the  maniac  multitude 

To  rear  this  pyramid —  tottering  and  slow. 

Plague-stricken,  f  oodless,  like  lean  herds  pursued 

By  gadflies,  they  have  piled  the  heath  and  gums 

and  wood. 

XLin 

Night  came,  a  starless  and  a  moonless  gloom. 
Until  the  dawn,  those  hosts  of  many  a  nation 
Stood  round  that  pile,  as  near  one  lover's  tomb 
Two  gende  sisters  mourn  their  desolation ; 
And  in  the  silence  of  that  expectation 
Was  heard  on  high  the  reptiles'  hiss  and  crawl  — 
It  was  so  deep,  save  when  the  devastation 
Of  the  swift  pest  with  fearful  interval^ 
Marking  its  path  with  shrieks,  among  the  crowd 
would  falL 

XLIV 

Mom  came.  —  Among  those  sleepless  multitudes. 
Madness,  and  Fear,  and  Plague,  and  Famine, 

stiU 
Heaped  corpse  on  corpse,  as  in  autumnal  woods 
The  frosts  of  many  a  wind  with  dead  leaves  fill 
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Eartli's  cold  and  sullen  brooks;  in  silence  still, 
The  pale  survivors  stood ;  ere  noon  the  fear 
Of  Hell  became  a  panic,  which  did  kill 
Like  hanger  or  disease,  with  whispers  drear. 
As, "  Hush  I  hark  I  come  they  yet  ? — Just  Heaven, 
thine  hour  is  near  I " 

XLV 

And  Priests  rushed  through  their  ranks,  some 

counterfeiting 
The  rage  they  did  inspire,  some  mad  indeed 
With  their  own  lies.     They  said  their  god  was 

waiting 
To    see    his    enemies  writhe,  and    bum,  and 

bleed,  — r 
And  that,  till  then,  the  snakes  of  Hell  had  need 
Of  human  souls ;  three  hundred  furnaces 
Soon  blazed  through  the  wide  City,  where,  with 

speed. 
Men  brought  their  infidel  kindred  to  appease 
God's  wrath,  and,  while  they  burned,  knelt  round 

on  quivering  knees. 

XLVI 

The  noontide  sun  was  darkened  with  that  smoke ; 
The  winds  of  eve  dispersed  those  ashes  gray. 
The  madness,  which  these  rites  had  lulled,  awoke 
Again  at  sunset.     Who  shall  dare  to  say 
The  deeds  which  night  and  fear  brought  forth, 
or  weigh 

xliv.  9  Just  Heaven  \\  God,  God,  SheUey,  ISIS^. 
xlv.  8  god  II  God,  SheUey,  ISIS^. 
8  ii]fidel  0  atheist,  SheUey,  1818^ 
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In  balance  just  the  good  and  evil  there  ? 
He  might  man's  deep  and  searehless  heart  dis- 
play, 
And  cast  a  light  on  those  dim  labyrinths  where 

Hope   near  imagined  chasms  is   struggling   with 
despair. 

XL  VII 

'Tis  said  a  mother  dragged  three  children  then 
To  those  fierce  flames  which  roast  the  eyes  in 

the  head, 
And  laughed,  and  died ;  and  that  unholy  men. 
Feasting  like  fiends  upon  the  infidel  dead. 
Looked  from  their  meal,  and  saw  an  angel  tread 
The  visible  floor  of  Heaven,  and  it  was  she ! 
And,  on  that  night,  one  without  doubt  or  dread 
Came  to  the  fire,  and  said,  "  Stop,  I  am  he ! 
Kill  me !  "  —  They  burned  them  both  with  hellish 

mockery. 

XLVin 

And,  one  by  one,  that  night,  young  maidens  came, 
Beauteous  and  calm,  like  shapes  of  living  stone 
Clothed  in  the  light  of  dreams,  and  by  the  flame. 
Which  shrank  as  overgorged,  they  laid  them 
down, 
.    And  sung  a  low  sweet  song,  of  which  alone 
One  word  was  heard,  and  that  was  Liberty ; 
And  that  some  kissed  their  marble  feet,  with 

moan 
Like  love,  and  died,  and  then  that  they  did  die 
With  happy  smiles,  which  sunk   in   white  tran- 
quillity. 

xlvii.  6  The  threshold  of  God's  throne^  Shelley,  1818^ 
7  one  II  two,  Rossetti  conj. 
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CANTO  XI 

I 

She  saw  me  not  —  she  heard  me  not  —  alone 
Upon  the  mountain's  dizzy  brink  she  stood ; 
She  spake  not,  breathed  not,  moved  not  —  there 
was  thrown 

Over  her  look  the  shadow  of  a  mood 

Which  only  clothes  the  heart  in  solitude, 

A  thought  of  voiceless   depth  ;  —  she    stood 

alone  — 
Above,  the  Heavens  were  spread  —  below,  the 

flood 
Was  murmuring  in  its  caves  —  the  wind  had 
blown 
Her  hair  apart,  through  which  her  eyes  and  fore- 
head shone. 

II 

A  cloud  was  hanging  o'er  the  western  moun- 
tains; 
Before  its  blue  and  moveless  depth  were  flying 
Gray  mists  poured  forth  from  the  unresting 

fountains 
Of  darkness  in  the  North ;  the  day  was  dying ; 
Sudden,  the  sun  shone  forth  —  its  beams  were 

lying 
Like  boiling  gold  on  Ocean,  strange  to  see, 
And  on  the  shattered  vapors  which,  defying 
The  power  of  light  in  vain,  tossed  restlessly 
In  the  red  Heaven,  like  wrecks  in  a  tempestuous 
sea. 
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m 

It  was  a  stream  of  living  beams,  whose  bank 

On  either  side  by  the  cloud's  cleft  was  made ; 

And  where  its  chasms  that  flood  of  glory  drank, 

Its  waves  gushed  forth  like  fire,  and  as  if  swayed 

By  some  mute  tempest,  rolled  on  her  ;  the  shade 

Of  her  bright  image  floated  on  the  river 

Of  liquid  light,  which  then  did  end  and  fade  — 

Her  radiant  shape  upon  its  verge  did  shiver ; 

Aloft,  her  flowing  hair  like  strings  of  flame  did 

quiver. 

rv 

I  stood  beside  her,  but  she  saw  me  not  — 
She  looked  upon  the  sea,  and  skies,  and  earth. 
Rapture  and  love  and  admiration  wroufi:ht 
A  passion  deeper  fax  than  tears,  or  mSi, 
Or  speech,  or  gesture,  or  whate'er  has  birth 
From  common  joy;  which  with  the  speechless 

feeling 
That  led  her  there  united,  and  shot  forth 
From  her  far  eyes  a  light  of  deep  revealing, 
All  but  her  dearest  self  from  my  regard  concealing. 


Her  lips  were  parted,  and  the  measured  breath 
Was  now  heard  there;  her  dark  and  intricate 

eyes. 
Orb  within  orb,  deeper  than  sleep  or  death, 
Absorbed  the  glories  of  the  burning  skies. 
Which,  mingling  with  her  heart's  deep  ecstasies, 
Burst  from  her  looks  and  gestures ;  and  a  light 
Of  liquid  tenderness,  like  love,  did  rise 
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From  her  whole  frame  —  an  atmosphere  which 
quite 
Arrayed  her  in  its  beams,  tremulous  and  soft  and 
bright. 

VI 

She  would  have  clasped   me  to  her  glowing 

frame; 
Those  warm  and  odorous  lips  might  soon  have 

shed 
On  mine  the  fragrance  and  the  invisible  flame 
Which  now  the  cold  winds  stole ;  she  would  have 

laid 
Upon  my  languid  heart  her  dearest  head  ; 
I  might  have  heard  her  voice,  tender  and  sweet ; 
Her  eyes,  mingling  with  mine,  might  soon  have 

fed 
My  soul  with  their  own  joy.  —  One  moment 

yet 
I  gazed  —  we  parted  then,  never  again  to  meet  1 

vn 

Never  but  once  to  meet  on  earth  again  ! 
She  heard  me  as  I  fled  —  her  eager  tone 
Sunk  on  my  heart,  and  almost  wove  a  chain 
Around  my  will  to  link  it  with  her  own, 
So  that  my  stem  resolve  was  almost  gone. 

"  I  cannot  reach  thee  I  whither  dost  thou  fly  ? 
My  steps  are  faint.  —  Come  back,  thou  dearest 

one  — 
Setum,  ah  me !  return ! "  —  the  wind  passed  by 

On  which  those  accents  died,  faint,  far,  and  linger- 
ingly. 

YiL  3  Sank,  Mrs.  SheUey,  1839^. 
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vm 

Woe  !   woe  !  that  moonless    midnight !   Want 

and  Pest 
Were  horrible,  but  one  more  fell  doth  rear, 
As  in  a  hydra's  swarming  lair,  its  crest 
Eminent  among  those  victims  —  even  the  Fear 
Of  Hell ;  each  girt  by  the  hot  atmosphere 
Of  his  blind  agony,  like  a  scorpion  stung 
By  his  own  rage  upon  his  burning  bier 

Of  circling  coals  of  fire.     But  still  there  clung 

One  hope,  like  a  keen  sword  on  starting  threads 

uphung : — 

rx 

Not  death  —  death  was  no  more  refuge  or  rest ; 
Not  life  —  it  was  despair  to  be !  —  not  sleep, 
For  fiends  and  chasms  of  fire  had  dispossessed 
All  natural  dreams  ;  to  wake  was  not  to  weep, 
But  to  gaze,  mad  and  pallid,  at  the  leap 
To  which  the  Future,  like  a  snaky  scourge, 
Or  like  some  tyrant's  eye  which  aye  doth  keep 
Its  withering  beam  upon  his  slaves,  did  urge 
Their  steps ;  they  heard  the  roar  of  Hell's  sulphu- 
reous surge. 

X 

Each  of  that  multitude,  alone  and  lost 
To  sense  of  outward  things,  one  hope  yet  knew ; 
As  on  a  foam-girt  crag  some  seaman  tossed 
Stares  at  the  rising  tide,  or  like  the  crew 
Whilst  now  the  ship   is  splitting  through  and 

through ; 
Each,  if  the  tramp  of  a  far  steed  was  heard, 

ix.  8  Us  slaves  |1  its  slavesy  BoMetti. 
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Started  from  sick  despair,  or  if  there  flew 
One  murmur  on  the  wind,  or  if  some  word 
Which  none  can  gather  yet  the  distant  crowd  has 
stirred. 

XI 

Why  became  cheeks,  wan  with  the  kiss  of  death. 
Paler  from  hope  ?  they  had  sustained  despair. 
Why  watched  those   myriads  with  suspended 

breath 
Sleepless  a  second  night  ?  they  are  not  here, 
The  yictims  -  and  hour  by  hour,  a  vision  drear, 
Warm  corpses  fall  upon  the  clay-cold  dead  ; 
And  even  in  death  their  lips  are  wreathed  with 

fear. 

The  crowd  is  mute  and  moveless — overhead 

Silent  Arcturus  shines  —  ha  !  hear'st  thou  not  the 

tread 

xn 

Of  rushing  feet  ?  laughter  ?  the  shout,  the 
scream 

Of  triiunph  not  to  b^  contained  ?     See  !  hark ! 

They  come,  they  come !  give  way !  Alas,  ye 
deem 

Falsely  —  'tis  but  a  crowd  of  maniacs  stark 

Driven,  like  a  troop  of  spectres,  through  the 
dark 

From  the  choked  well,  whence  a  bright  death- 
fire  sprung, 

A  lurid  earth-star,  which  dropped  many  a  spark 

From  its  blue  train,  and,  spreading  widely,  clung 
To  their  wild  hair,  like  mist  the  topmost  pines 
among. 

zL  7  writhed,  Mrs.  SheUey,  1839^. 
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xin 

« 

And  many,  from  the  crowd  collected  there, 
Joined  that  strange  dance  in  fearful  sympathies ; 
There  was  the  silence  of  a  long  despair. 
When  the  last  echo  of  those  terrible  cries 
Came  from  a  distant  street,  like  agonies 
Stifled  afar.  —  Before  the  Tyrant's  throne 
All  night  his  aged  Senate  sate,  their  eyes 
In  stony  expectation  fixed ;  when  one 
Sudden  before  them  stood,  a  Stranger  and  alone. 

xrv 

Dark  Priests  and  haughty  Warriors  gazed  on 

him 
With  baffled  wonder,  for  a  hermit's  vest 
Concealed  his  face ;  but  when  he  spake,  his  tone 
Ere  yet  the  matter  did  their  thoughts  arrest  — 
Earnest,  benignant,  calm,  as  from  a  breast 
Void  of  all  hate  or  terror  —  made  them  start ; 
For  as  with  gentle  accents  he  addressed 
His  speech  to  them,  on  each  unwilling  heart 
Unusual  awe  did  fall  —  a  spirit-quelling  dart. 

XV 

"  Ye  Princes  of  the  Earth,  ye  sit  aghast 
Amid  the  ruin  which  yourselves  have  made ; 
Yes,  Desolation  heard  your  trumpet's  blast. 
And  sprang  from  sleep  !  —  dark  Terror  has 

obeyed 
Your  bidding.     Oh,  that  I,  whom  ye  have  made 
Your  foe,  could  set  my  dearest  enemy  free 
From  pain  and  fear !  but  evil  casts  a  shade 
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WUch  cannot  pass  so  soon,  and  Hate  must  be 
The  nurse  and  parent  still  of  an  ill  progeny. 

XVI 

"  Ye  turn  to  Heaven  for  aid  in  your  distress  ; 
Alas,  that  ye,  the  mighty  and  the  wise, 
Who,  if  ye  dared,  might  not  aspire  to  less 
Than  ye  conceive  of  power,  should  fear  the  lies 
Which  thou,  and  thou,  didst  frame  for  mysteries 
To    blind    your   slaves !    consider    your    own 

thought  — 
An  empty  and  a  cruel  sacrifice 
Ye  now  prepare  for  a  vain  idol  wrought 

Out  of  the  fears  and  hate  which  vain  desires  have 

brought. 

xvn 

**  Ye  seek  for  happiness  —  alas  the  day  I 
Ye  find  it  not  in  luxury  nor  in  gold. 
Nor  in  the  fame,  nor  in  the  envied  sway 
For  which,  O  willing  slaves  to  Custom  old. 
Severe  task-mistress,  ye  your  hearts  have  sold. 
Ye  seek  for  peace,  and,  when  ye  die,  to  dream 
No  evil  dreams ;  —  all  mortal  things  are  cold 
And  senseless  then  ;  if  aught  survive,  I  deem 

It  must  be  love  and  joy,  for  they  immortal  seem. 

xvni 

"  Fear  not  the  future,  weep  not  for  the  past. 
Oh,  could  I  win  your  ears  to  dare  be  now 
Glorious,  and  great,  and  calm  I  that  ye  would  cast 

xvi.  1  Heaven  \\  God,  Shelley,  I8I8I. 

2  the  mighty,  Mrs.  SheUey,  18391 1|  tho'  mighty,  Shelley,  ISIS^,*. 
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Into  the  dust  those  symbols  of  your  woe, 
Purple,  and  gold,  and  steel !  that  ye  would  go 
Proclaiming  to  the  nations  whence  ye  came 
That  Want  and  Plague  and  Fear  from  slavery 

flow ; 
And  that  mankind  is  free,  and  that  the  shame 
Of  royally  and  faith  is  lost  in  freedom's  fame ! 

XIX 

"  If  thus  'tis  well  —  if  not,  I  come  to  say 
That  Laon  — "     While   the    Stranger   spoke, 

among 
The  Council  sudden  tumult  and  affray 
Arose,  for  many  of  those  warriors  young* 
Had  on  his  eloquent  accents  fed  and  hung 
Like  bees  on  mountain-flowers ;  they  knew  the 

truth. 
And  from  their  thropes  in  vindication  sprung; 
The  men  of  faith  and  law  then  without  ruth 
Drew  forth  their  secret  steel,  and  stabbed  each 

ardent  youth. 

XX 

They  stabbed  them  in  the  back  and  sneered  — 

a  slave, 
Who  stood  behind  the  throne,  those  corpses  drew 
Each  to  its  bloody,  dark  and  secret  grave ; 
And  one  more  daring  raised  his  steel  anew 
To  pierce  the  Stranger :  "  What  hast  thou  to  do 
With  me,  poor  wretch  ?  "  —  Calm,  solemn  and 

severe. 
That  voice  unstnmg  his  sinews,  and  he  threw 
His  dagger  on  the  ground,  and,  pale  with  fear. 
Sate  silently  —  his  voice  then  did  the  Stranger  rear. 
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XXI 

"  It  doth  avail  not  that  I  weep  for  ye  — 
Ye  cannot  change,  since  ye  are  old  and  gray, 
And  ye  have   chosen  your   lot  —  your  fame 

must  be 
A  book  of  blood,  whence  in  a  milder  day 
Men  shall  learn  truth,  when  ye  are  wrapped  in 

clay; 
Now  ye  shall  triumph.     I  am  Laon's  friend, 
And  him  to  your  revenge  will  I  betray. 
So  ye  concede  one  easy  boon.    Attend ! 
For  now  I  speak  of  things  which  ye  can  apprehend. 

XXII 

"  There  is  a  People  mighty  in  its  youth, 
A  land  beyond  the  Oceans  of  the  West, 
Where,  though  with  rudest  rites.  Freedom  and 

Truth 
Are    worshipped;    from    a    glorious    Mother's 

breast. 
Who,  since  high  Athens  fell,  among  the  rest 
Sate  like  the  Queen  of  Nations,  but  in  woe, 
By  inbred  monsters  outraged  and  oppressed. 
Turns  to  her  chainless  child  for  succor  now. 
It  draws  the  milk  of  Power  in  Wisdom's  fullest 

flow. 

XXIII 

"  That  land  is  like  an  Eagle,  whose  young  gaze 
Feeds  on  the  noontide  beam,  whose  golden  plume 
Floats  moveless  on  the  storm,  and  in  the  blaze 
Of    sunrise   gleams  when  earth  is  wrapped  in 
gloom ; 
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Ab  epitaph  of  glory  for  the  tomb 
Of  murdered  Europe  may  thy  fame  be  made, 
Great  People !  as  the  sands  shalt  thou  become ; 
Thy  growth  is  swift  as  mom  when  night  must  fade ; 
The  multitudinous  Earth  shall  sleep  beneath  thy 
shade. 

XXIV 

"  Yes,  in  the  desert  there  is  built  a  home 
For  Freedom.     Genius  is  made  strong  to  rear 
The  monuments  of  man  beneath  the  dome 
Of  a  new  Heaven  r  myriads  assemble  there. 
Whom  the  proud  lords  of  man,  in  rage  or  fear, 
Drive  from  their  wasted  homes.    The  boon  I  pray 
Is  this — that  Cythna  shall  be  convoyed  there,  — 
Nay,  start  not  at  the  name  —  America ! 

And  then  to  you  this  night  Laon  will  I  betray. 

XXV 

"  With  me  do  what  ye  will.     I  am  your  foe  !  " 
The  light  of  such  a  joy  as  makes  the  stare 
Of  hungry  snakes  like  living  emeralds  glow 
Shone  in  a  hundred  hiunan  eyes.  — "  Where, 

where 
Is  Laon  ?  haste  !  fly  I  drag  him  swiftly  here  I 
We  grant  thy  boon."  —  "I  put  no  trust  in  ye. 
Swear  by  the  Power  ye  dread."  —  "  We  swear, 

we  swear ! " 
The  Stranger  threw  his  vest  back  suddenly, 
A.nd  smiled  in  gentle  pride,  and  said,  ^'  Lo  I  I  am 

hel" 

zxiy.  1  there,  Forman  ||  then,  Shelley,  1818^,^. 

7  that  Cythna  \\  Laone,  Rossetti. 
XXV.  7  the  Power  ye  dread  ||  your  dreadful  Ghd,  Shelley,  1818^. 
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CANTO  xn 

I 

The  transport  of  a  fierce  and  monstrous  glad- 
ness 

Spread  through  the  multitudinous  streets,  fast 
flying 

Upon  the  winds  of  fear ;   from  his  dull  mad- 
ness 

The  starveling  waked,  and  died  in  joy  ;  the  dy- 
ing. 

Among  the  corpses  in  stark  agony  lying. 

Just  heard  the  happy  tidings,  and  in  hope 

Closed  their  faint  eyes;  from  house  to  house 
replying 

With  loud  acclaim,  the  living  shook  Heaven's 

cope. 

And  filled  the  startled  Earth  with  echoes.     Mom 

did  ope 

II 

Its  pale  eyes  then  ;  and  lo !  the  long  array 
Of  guards  in  golden  arms,  and  Priests  beside, 
Singing  their  bloody  hymns,  whose  garbs  betray 
The  blackness  of  the  faith  it  seems  to  hide  ; 
And  see  the  Tyrant's  gem-wrought  chariot  glide 
Among  the  gloomy  cowls  and  glittering  spears — 
A  Shape  of  Kght  is  sittmg  by  his  side, 
A  child  most  beautiful.     I'  the  midst  appears 
Laon — exempt  alone  from  mortal  hopes  and  fears. 

L  3  mngs,  Rossetti  conj. 

u.  4  it  seems  \\  they  seem,  Bossetti 
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in 

His  head  and  feet  are  bare,  liis  hands  are  bound 
Behind  with  heavy  chains,  yet  none  do  wreak 
Their   scoffs   on   him,  though  myriads   throng 

around ; 
There  are  no  sneers  upon  his  lip  which  speak 
That  scorn  or  hate  has  made  him  bold ;    his 

cheek 
Resolve  has  not  turned  pale  ;  his  eyes  are  mild 
And  calm,  and,  like  the  morn  about  to  break, 
Smile  on  mankind ;  his  heart  seems  reconciled 
To  all  things  and  itself,  like  a  reposing  child. 

IV 

Tumult  was  in  the  soul  of  aU  beside, 
111  joy,  or  doubt,  or  fear  ;  but  those  who  saw 
Their  tranquil  victim  pass  felt  wonder  glide 
Into  their  brain,  and  became  calm  with  awe.  — 
See,  the  slow  pageant  near  the  pile  doth  draw. 
A  thousand  torches  in  the  spacious  square. 
Borne  by  the  ready  slaves  of  ruthless  law, 
Await  the  signal  roimd ;  the  morning  fair 
Is  changed  to  a  dim  night  by  that  unnatural  glare. 


And  see !  beneath  a  sun-bright  canopy. 

Upon  a  platform  level  with  the  pile. 

The  anxious  Tyrant  sit,  enthroned  on  high. 

Girt  by  the  chieftains  of  the  host ;  all  smile 

In  expectation  but  one  child  :  the  while 

I,  Laon,  led  by  mutes,  ascend  my  bier 

Of  fire,  and  look  around ;  —  eacji  distant  isle 
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Is  dark  in  the  bright  dawn ;  towers  far  and  near 
Pierce  like  reposing  flames  the  tremulous  atmos- 
phere. 

VI 

There  was  such  silence  through  the  host  as  when 
An  earthquake,  trampling  on  some  populous  town, 
Has  crushed  ten  thousand  with  one  tread,  and 

men 
Expect  the  second  ;  all  were  mute  but  one. 
That  fairest  child,  who,  bold  with  love,  alone 
Stood  up  before  the  king,  without  avail. 
Pleading  for  Laon's  life  —  her  stifled  groan 
Was  heard  —  she  trembled  like  one  aspen  pale 
Among  the  gloomy  pines  of  a  Norwegian  vale. 

vn 

What  were  his  thoughts  Knked  in  the  morning 

sun, 
Among  those  reptUes,  stingless  with  delay, 
Even  like  a  tyrant's  wrath  ?  —  the  signal-gun 
Roared  —  hark,  again  1  in  that  dread  pause  he 

lay 
As  in  a  quiet  dream  —  the  slaves  obey  — 
A  thousand  torches  drop,  —  and  hark,  the  last 
Bursts  on  that  awful  silence ;  far  away 
Millions,  with  hearts  that  beat  both  loud  and 

fast, 

Watch  for   the   springing    flame   expectant   and 

aghast. 

vni 

They  fly —  the  torches  fall  —  a  cry  of  fear 
Has  startled  the  triumphant !  — they  recede  ! 
For,  ere  the  cannon's  roar  has  died,  they  hear 
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The  tramp  of  hoofs  like  earthquake,  and  a  steed 
Dark  and  gigantic,  with  the  tempest's  speed, 
Bursts  through  their  ranks ;  a  woman  sits  thereon. 
Fairer  it  seems  than  aught  that  earth  can  breed, 
Cahn,  radiant,  like  the  phantom  of  the  dawn, 
A  spirit  from  the  caves  of  daylight  wandering  gone. 

IX 

All  thought  it  was  God's  Angel  come  to  sweep 
The  lingering  guilty  to  their  fiery  grave ; 
The  Tyrant  from  his  throne  in  dread  did  leap,  — 
Her  innocence  his  child  from  fear  did  save  ; 
Scared  by  the  faith  they  feigned,  each  priestly 

slave 
Knelt  for  His  mercy  whom  they  sei*ved  with  blood. 
And,  like  the  refluence  of  a  mighty  wave 
Sucked  into  the  loud  sea,  the  multitude 
With  crushing  panic  fled  in  terror's  altered  mood. 


They  pause,  they  blush,  they  gaze ;  a  gathering 

shout 
Bursts  like  one  sound  from  the  ten  thousand 

streams 
Of  a  tempestuous  sea ;  that  sudden  rout 
One  checked  who  never  in  his  mildest  dreams 
Felt  awe  from  grace  or  loveliness,  the  seams 
Of  his  rent  heart  so  hard  and  cold  a  creed 
Had  seared  with  blistering  ice ;  but  he  misdeems 
That  he  is  wise  whose  wounds  do  only  bleed 
Inly  for  self,  —  thus  thought  the  Iberian  Priest 

indeed, 

X.  9  <Aat  Christian,  SheUey,  1818^. 


xn.]  THE  REVOLT  OF  ISLAM  327 

XI 

And  others,  too,  thought  he  was  wise  to  see 
In  pain,  and  fear,  and  hate,  something  divine  — 
In  love  and  beauty,  no  divinity. 
Now  with  a  bitter  smile,  whose  light  did  shine 
Like  a  fiend's  hope  upon  his  lips  and  eyne, 
He  said,  and  the  persuasion  of  that  sneer 
Sallied  his  trembling  comrades  — ^^  Is  it  mine 
To  stand  alone,  when  kings  and  soldiers  fear 
A  woman?     Heaven  has   sent  its  other  victim 
here." 

xn 

"  Were  it  not  impious,"  said  the  King, "  to  break 
Our  holy  oath?  "  —  "  Impious  to  keep  it,  say ! " 
Shrieked  the  exulting  Priest :  —  "  Slaves,  to  the 

stake 
Bind  her,  and  on  my  head  the  burden  lay 
Of  her  just  torments ;  at  the  Judgment  Day 
Will  I  stand  up  before  the  golden  throne 
Of  Heaven,  and  cry,  — '  To  Thee  did  I  betray 
An  infidel  1  but  for  me  she  would  have  known 
Another  moment's  joy  1 '  the  glory  be  thine  own." 

xnr 

They  trembled,  but  replied  not,  nor  obeyed. 
Pausing  in  breatijless  sUence.     Cythna  sprung 
From  her  gigantic  steed,  who,  like  a  shade 
Chased  by  the  winds,  those  vacant  streets  among 

xi  9  Crod  has  sent  hisj  Shelley,  1818^. 
^.QtheW  God's,  SheUey,  18181. 

7  0/  Heaven  and  cry  \\  and  cry,  O  Lord,  Shelley,  1818^. 

8  infidel  II  Atheist,  SheUey,  1818^. 
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Fled  tameless,  as  the  brazen  rein  she  flung 
Upon  his  neck,  and  kissed  his  mooned  brow. 
A  piteous  sight,  that  one  so  fair  and  young 
The  clasp  of  such  a  fearful  death  should  woo 
With  smiles  of  tender  joy  as  beamed  from  Cythna 
now. 

XIV 

The  warm   tears   burst  in  spite   of  faith   and 

fear 
From   many   a   tremulous   eye,   but,   like    soft 

dews 
Which  feed  spring's  earKest  buds,  hung  gathered 

there. 
Frozen  by  doubt,  —  alas !  they  could  not  choose 
But  weep  ;  for,  when  her  faint  limbs  did  refuse 
To  climb  the  pyre,  upon  the  mutes  she  smiled ; 
And  with  her  eloquent  gestures,  and  the  hues 
Of  her  quick  lips,  even  as  a  weary  child 
Wins  sleep  from  some  fond  nurse  with  its  caresses 

mild, 

XV 

She  won  them,  though  unwilling,  her  to  bind 
Near  me,  among  the  snakes.     When  then  had 

fled 
One  soft  reproach  that  was  most  thrilling  kind, 
She  smiled  on  me,  and  nothing  then  we  said, 
But  each  upon  the  other's  countenance  fed 
Looks  of  insatiate  love  ;  the  mighty  veil 
Which  doth  divide  the  living  and  the  dead 
Was  almost  rent,  the  world  grew  dim  and  pale  — 
All  light  in  Heaven  or  Earth  beside  oiu*  love  did 

fail. 

zy.  2  then  \\  there^  Formally  they,  Rossetti  oonj. 
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XVI 

Yet  —  yet  —  one  brief  relapse,  like  the  last  beam 
Of  dying  flames,  the  stainless  air  around 
Hung  silent  and  serene  —  a  blood-red  gleam 
Burst  upwards,  hurling  fiercely  from  the  ground 
The  globed  smoke ;  I  heard  the  mighty  sound 
Of  its  uprise,  like  a  tempestuous  ocean ; 
And,  through  its  chasms  I  saw,  as  in  a  swound, 
The  Tyrant's  child  fall  without  life  or  motion 
Before  his  throne,  subdued  by  some  unseen  emo- 
tion.— 

XVII 

And  is  this  death  ?  —  The  pyre  has  disappeared. 
The  Pestilence,  the  Tyrant,  and  the  throng ; 
The  flames  grow  silent  —  slowly  there  is  heard 
The  music  of  a  breath-suspending  song. 
Which,  like  the  kiss  of  love  when  life  is  young, 
Steeps  the  faint  eyes  in   darkness   sweet  and 

deep; 
With  ever-changing  notes  it  floats  along, 
Till  on  my  passive  soul  there  seemed  to  creep 
A  melody,  like  waves  on  wrinkled  sands  that  leap. 

XVIII 

The  warm  touch  of  a  soft  and  tremulous  hand 
Wakened  me  then  ;  lo,  Cythna  sate  reclined 
Beside  me,  on  the  waved  and  golden  sand 
Of  a  clear  pool,  upon  a  bank  o'ertwined 
With  strange  and  star-bright  flowers  which  to 

the  wind 
Breathed  divine  odor ;  high  above  was  spread 
The  emerald  heaven  of  trees  of  unknown  kind. 
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Whose  moonlike  blooms  and  bright  fmit  over- 
head 
A  shadow,  which  was  light,  upon  the  waters  shed. 


And  round  about  sloped  many  a  lawny  mountain 
With  incense-bearing  forests  and  vast  caves 
Of  marble  radiance,  to  that  mighly  fountain ; 
And,  where  the  flood  its   own  bright  margin 

laves, 
Their  echoes  talk  with  its  eternal  waves, 
Which  from  the  depths  whose  jagged  caverns 

breed 
Their  unreposing  strife  it  lifts  and  heaves, 
Till  through  a  chasm  of  hills  they  roll,  and  feed 
A  river  deep,  which  flies  with  smooth  but  arrowy 

speed. 

XX 

As  we  sate  gazing  in  a  trance  of  wonder, 
A  boat  approached,  borne  by  the  musical  air 
Along  the  waves  which  sung  and  sparkled  under 
Its  rapid  keel.     A  winged  Shape  sate  there, 
A  child  with  sUver-shining  wings,  so  fair 
That,  as  her  bark  did  through  the  waters  glide. 
The  shadow  of  the  lingering  waves  did  wear 
Light,  as  from  starry  beams ;  from  side  to  side 
While  veering  to  the  wind  her  plmnes  the  bark  did 
guide. 

XXI 

The  boat  was  one  curved  shell  of  hollow  pearl, 
Almost  translucent  with  the  light  divine 
Of  her  within ;  the  prow  and  stem  did  curl. 
Homed  on  high,  like  the  young  moon  supine, 
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When  o'er  dim  twiHght  mountains  dark  with 

pine 
It  floats  upon  the  sunset's  sea  of  beams, 
Whose  golden  waves  in  many  a  purple  line 
Fade    fast,  till,    borne    on    sunlight's    ebbing 

streams, 

Dilating,   on  earth's  verge   the    sunken    meteor 

gleams. 

xxn 

Its  keel  has  struck  the  sands  beside  our  feet. 
Then  Cythna  turned  to  me,  and  from  her  eyes, 
Which   swam  with  unshed  tears,  a  look  more 

sweet 
Than  happy  love,  a  wild  and  glad  surprise. 
Glanced  as  she  spake :  ^^  Ay,  this  is  Paradise 
And  not  a  dream,  and  we  are  all  united ! 
Lo,  that  is  mine  own  child,  who  in  the  guise 
Of  madness  came,  like  day  to  one  benighted 
In  lonesome  woods;    my  heart  is  now  too  well 

requited  I " 

XXIII 

And  then  she  wept  aloud,  and  in  her  arms 
Clasped  that  bright  Shape,  less  marvellously  fair 
Than  her  own  human  hues  and  living  charms. 
Which,  as  she  leaned  in  passion's  silence  there, 
Breathed  warmth  on  the  cold  bosom  of  the  air, 
Which  seemed  to  blush  and  tremble  with  de- 
light; 
The  glossy  darkness  of  her  streaming  hair 
Fell  o'er  that  snowy  child,  and  wrapped  from 
sight 
The  fond  and  long  embrace  which  did  their  hearts 
unite. 
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XXIV 

Then  the  bright  child,  the  plumed  Seraph,  came. 
And  fixed  its  blue  and  beaming  eyes  on  mine, 
And  said,  "  I  was  disturbed  by  tremulous  shame 
When  once  we  met,  yet  knew  that  I  was  thine 
From  the  same  hour  in  which  thy  lips  divine 
Kindled  a  clinging  dream  within  my  brain. 
Which  ever  waked  when  I  might  sleep,  to  twine 
Thine  image  with  her  memory  dear ;  again 
We   meet,    exempted  now  from  mortal  fear  or 
pain. 

XXV 

"  When   the  consuming  flames  had  wrapped  ye 

roimd. 
The  hope  which  I  had  cherished  went  away ; 
I  fell  in  agony  on  the  senseless  ground. 
And  hid  mine  eyes  in  dust,  and  far  astray 
My  mind  was  gone,  when  bright,  like  dawning 

day, 
The  Spectre  of  the  Plague  before  me  flew, 
And  breathed  upon  my  lips,  and  seemed  to  say, 
'  They  wait  for  thee,  beloved ! '  —  then  I  knew 
The  death-mark  on  my  breast,  and  became  calm 

anew. 

XXVI 

"  It  was  the  calm  of  love  —  for  I  was  dying. 
I  saw  the  black  and  half -extinguished  pyre 
In  its  own  gray  and  shrunken  ashes  lying ; 
The  pitchy  smoke  of  the  departed  fire 
Still  hung  in  many  a  hoUow  dome  and  spire 
Above  the  towers,  like  night,  —  beneath  whose 
shade. 
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Awed  by  the  ending  of  their  own  desire, 
The  armies  stood ;  a  vacancy  was  made 
In  expectation's  depth,  and  so  they  stood  dismayed. 

XXVII 

"  The  frightful  silence  of  that  altered  mood 
The  tortures  of  the  dying  clove  alone, 
Till  one  uprose  among  the  multitude, 
And  said  —  *  The  flood  of  time  is  rolling  on  ; 
We  stand  upon  its  brink,  whilst  they  are  gone 
To   glide    in    peace   down   death's    mysterious 

stream. 
Have  ye  done  well  ?  they  moulder,  flesh  and  bone, 
Who  might  have  made  this   life's  envenomed 
dream 

A  sweeter  draught  than  ye  will  ever  taste,  I  deem. 

xxvni 

"  *  These  perish  as  the  good  and  great  of  yore 
Have  perished,  and  their  murderers  will  repent ; 
Yes,  vain  and  barren  tears  shall  flow  before 
Yon  smoke  has  faded  from  the  firmament. 
Even  for  this  cause,  that  ye,  who  must  lament 
The  death  of   those  that  made   this  world   so 

fair, 
Cannot  recall  them  now ;  but  then  is  lent 
To  man  the  wisdom  of  a  high  despair, 

When  such  can  die,  and  he  live  on  and  linger  here. 

XXIX 

"  *  Ay,  ye  may  fear  not  now  the  Pestilence, 
From  fabled  hell  as  by  a  charm  withdrawn ; 

zzviii.  7  then  \\  there^  Forman  conj.,  Dowden. 
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All  power  and  faith  must  pass,  since  calmly 

hence 
In  pain  and  fire  have  unbelievers  gone ; 
And  ye  must  sadly  turn  away,  and  moan 
In  secret,  to  his  home  each  one  returning ; 
And  to  long  ages  shall  this  hour  be  known, 
And  slowly  shall  its  memory,  ever  burning, 
Fill  this  dark  night   of   things   with   an   eternal 

morning. 

XXX 

"  'For  me  that  world  is  grown  too  void  and  cold, 
Since  hope  pursues  immortal  destiny 
With  steps  thus  slow  —  therefore  shall  ye  behold 
How  those  who  love,  yet  fear  not,  dare  to  die ; 
Tell  to  your  children  this  ! '  then  suddenly 
He  sheathed  a  dagger  in  his  heart,  and  fell ; 
My  brain  grew  dark  in  death,  and  yet  to  me 
There  came  a  murmur  from  the  crowd  to  tell 

Of  deep  and  mighty  change  which  suddenly  befell. 

XXXI 

"  Then  suddenly  I  stood,  a  winged  Thought, 
Before  the  immortal  Senate,  and  the  seat 
Of  that  star-shining  Spirit,  whence  is  wrought 
The  strength  of  its  dominion,  good  and  gl^at, 
The  Better  Genius  of  this  world's  estate. 
His  realm  around  one  mighty  Fane  is  spread, 
Elysian  islands  bright  and  fortunate. 
Calm  dwellings  of  the  free  and  happy  dead. 

Where  I  am  sent  to  lead !  "  These  winged  words 
she  said, 

xxix.  4  In  torment  and  in, fire  have  Atheists,  Shelley,  1818^. 
:.  4  How  Atheists  and  Republicans  can  die,  SheUey,  1818^. 
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xxxn 

And  with  the  silence  of  her  eloquent  smile, 
Bade  us  embark  in  her  divine  canoe ; 
Then  at  the  helm  we  took  our  seat,  the  while 
Above  her  head  those  plumes  of  dazzling  hue 
Into  the  winds'  invisible  stream  she  threw, 
Sitting  beside  the  prow ;  like  gossamer 
On  the  swift  breath  of  mom  the  vessel  flew 
O'er  the  bright  whirlpools  of  that  fountain  fair, 
Whose  shores  receded  fast  while  we  seemed  linger- 
ing there; 

xxxin 

Till  down  that  mis'hty  stream  dark,  cahn  and  fleet. 
Between  a  chaam  of  cedam  mo  Jtains  riven, 
Chased  by  the  thronging  winds  whose  viewless 

feet. 
As  swift  as  twinkling  beams,  had  under  Heaven 
From  woods  and  waves  wild  sounds  and  odors 

driven. 
The  boat  fled  visibly  ;  three  nights  and  days. 
Borne  like  a  cloud  through  mom,  and  noon,  and 

even. 
We  saUed  along  the  winding  watery  ways 
Of  the  vast  stream,  a  long  and  labyrinthine  maze. 

xxxiv 

A  scene  of  joy  and  wonder  to  behold,  — 
That  river's  shapes  and  shadows  changing  ever, 
Where  the  broad  sunrise  filled  with  deepening  gold 
Its  whirlpools  where  all  hues  did   spread  and 
quiver ; 

zzziv.  3  Where  \\  When,  RossettL 
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And  where  melodious  falls  did  burst  and  shiver 
Among  rocks  clad  with  flowers,  the  foam  and 

spray 
Sparkled  like  stars  upon  the  simny  river ; 
Or,  when  the  moonlight  poured  a  holier  day. 
One  vast  and  glittering  lake  around  green  idands 
lay. 

XXXV 

Mom,  noon  and  even,  that  boat  of  pearl  outran 
The  streams  which  bore  it,  like  the  arrowy  cloud 
Of  tempest,  or  the  speedier  thought  of  man, 
Which  flieth  forth  and  cannot  make  abode  ; 
Sometimes  through  forests,  deep  like  night,  we 

glode, 
Between  the  walls  of  mighty  mountains^  crowned 
With  Cyclopean  piles,  whose  turrets  proud. 
The  homes  of  the  departed,  dimly  frowned 
O'er  the  bright  waves  which  girt  their  dark  founda- 
tions round. 

XXXVI 

Sometimes    between    the  wide    and    flowering 

meadows 
Mile  after  mile  we  sailed,  and  'twas  delight 
To  see  far  off  the  sunbeams  chase  the  shadows 
Over  the  grass ;  sometimes  beneath  the  night 
Of  wide   and  vaulted  caves,  whose  roofs  were 

bright 
With  starry  gems,  we  fled,  whUst  from  their  deep 

And  dark  green  chasms  shades   beautiful  and 

white, 
Amid  sweet  sounds  across  our  path  would  sweep, 
Like  swift  and  lovely  dreams  that  walk  the  waves 

of  sleep. 
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xxxvn 

And  ever  as  we  sailed,  our  minds  were  full 
Of  love  and  wisdom,  which  would  overflow 
In  converse  wild,  and  sweet,  and  wonderful ; 
And  in  quick  smiles  whose  light  would  come 

and  go, 
Like  music  o'er  wide  waves,  and  in  the  flow 
Of  sudden  tears,  and  in  the  mute  caress ; 
For  a  deep  shade  was  cleft,  and  we  did  know, 
That  virtue,  though  obscured  on  Earth,  not  less 
Survives  all  mortal  change  in  lasting  loveliness. 

xxxvm 

Three  days  and  nights  we  sailed,  as  thought  and 

feeling 
Number  delightful  hours  —  for  through  the  sky 
The  sphered  lamps  of  day  and  night,  revealing 
New  changes  and  new  glories,  rolled  on  high, 
Sun,  Moon  and  moonlike  lamps,  the  progeny 
Of  a  diviner  Heaven,  serene  and  fair  ; 
On  the  fourth  day,  wild  as  a  wind-wrought  sea 
The  stream  became,  and  fast  and  faster  bare 
The  spirit-wingM  boat,  steadUy  speeding  there. 

Steady  and  swift,  where  the  waves  rolled  like 

mountains 
Within  the  vast  ravine,  whose  rifts  did  pour 
Tumultuous  floods  from  their  ten  thousand  foun- 
tains. 
The  thunder  of  whose  earth-uplifting  roar 
Made  the  air  sweep  in  whirlwinds  from  the  shore, 
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Calm  as  a  shade,  the  boat  of  that  fair  child 
Securely  fled  that  rapid  stress  before. 
Amid  the  topmost  spray  and  snnbows  wild 
Wreathed  in  the  silver  mist ;  in  joy  and  pride  we 
smiled. 

XL 

The  torrent  of  that  wide  and  raging  river 
Is  passed,  and  oar  aerial  speed  suspended. 
We  look  behind;  a  golden  mist  did  quiver 
When    its   wild    surges  with    the    lake    were 

blended ; 
Our  bark  hung  there,  as  on  a  line  suspended 
Between  two  heavens,  —  that  windless,  waveless 

lake. 
Which  four  great  cataracts  from  four  vales,  at- 
tended 
By  mists,  aye  feed ;  from  rocks  and  clouds  they 
break. 
And  of  that  azure  sea  a  silent  refuge  make. 

XLI 

Motionless  resting  on  the  lake  awhile, 
I  saw  its  marge  of  snow-bright  mountains  rear 
Their  peaks  aloft ;  I  saw  each  radiant  isle ; 
And  in  the  midst,  afar,  even  like  a  sphere 
Hung  in  one  hollow  sky,  did  there  appear 
The  Temple  of  the  Spirit ;  on  the  sound 
Which  issued  thence  drawn  nearer  and  more  near 
Like  the  swift  moon  this  glorious  earth  around. 
The  charmed  boat  approached,  and  there  its  haven 
found. 

xL  4  When  \\  Where,  BossettL 
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SHELLEY'S  NOTES  TO  QUEEN  MAB 

L  242,  243:  — 

The  Btm'B  unclouded  orb 

Rolled  through  tihe  black  concave. 

Beyond  our  atmosphere  the  sun  would  appear  a  rayless 
orb  of  fire  in  the  midst  of  a  black  concave.  The  equal 
diffusion  of  its  light  on  earth  is  owing  to  the  refraction 
of  the  rays  by  the  atmosphere  and  their  reflection  from 
other  bodies.  Light  consists  either  of  vibrations  propagated 
through  a  subtle  medium  or  of  numerous  minute  particles  re- 
pelled in  all  directions  from  the  luminous  body.  Its  velocity 
greatly  exceeds  that  of  any  substance  with  which  we  are  ac- 
quainted. Observations  on  the  eclipses  of  Jupiter's  satellites 
have  demonstrated  that  light  takes  up  no  more  than  8'  1"  in 
passing  from  the  sun  to  the  earth,  a  distance  of  95,000,000 
miles.  Some  idea  may  be  gained  of  the  immense  distance 
of  the  fixed  stars  when  it  is  computed  that  many  years 
would  elapse  before  light  could  reach  this  earth  from  the 
nearest  of  them  ;  yet  in  one  year  light  travels  5,422,400,- 
000,000  miles,  which  is  a  distance  5,707,600  times  greater 
than  that  of  the  sun  from  the  earth. 

L  262,253:  — 

Whilst  round  the  chariot's  way 
Innumerable  systems  rolled. 

The  plurality  of  worlds  —  the  indefinite  immensity  of  the 
Universe — is  a  most  awful  subject  of  contemplation.  He  who 
rightly  feels  its  mystery  and  grandeur  is  in  no  danger  of 
seduction  from  the  falsehoods  of  religious  systems,  or  of 
deifying  the  principle  of  the  universe.  It  is  impossible  to 
believe  that  the  Spirit  that  pervades  this  infinite  machine 
begat  a  son  upon  the  body  of  a  Jewish  woman  ;  or  is  an- 
gered at  the  consequences  of  that  necessity  which  is  a  syn- 
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onym  of  itself.  All  that  miserable  tale  of  the  Devil  and 
Eve  and  an  Intercessor,  with  the  childish  mummeries  of  the 
Grod  of  the  Jews,  is  irreconcilable  with  the  knowledge  of  the 
stars.  The  works  of  his  fingers  have  borne  witness  against 
him. 

The  nearest  of  the  fixed  stars  is  inconceivably  distant  from 
the  earth,  and  they  are  probably  proportionably  distant  from 
each  other.  By  a  calculation  of  the  velocity  of  light  Sinus 
is  supposed  to  be  at  least  54,224,000,000,000  miles  from  the 
earth.^  That  which  appears  only  like  a  thin  and  silvery 
cloud  streaking  the  heaven  is  in  effect  composed  of  innu- 
merable clusters  of  suns,  each  shining  with  its  own  light  and 
illuminating  numbers  of  planets  that  revolve  around  them. 
Millions  and  millions  of  suns  are  ranged  around  us,  all  at- 
tended by  innumerable  worlds,  yet  calm,  regular  and  har- 
monious, all  keeping  the  paths  of  immutable  necessity. 

IV.  178,179  :  — 

These  are  the  hired  bravos  who  defend 
The  tyrant's  throne. 

To  employ  murder  as  a  means  of  justice  is  an  idea  which 
a  man  of  an  enlightened  mind  will  not  dwell  upon  with  plei^ 
sure.  To  march  forth  in  rank  and  file,  and  all  the  pomp  of 
streamers  and  trumpets,  for  the  purpose  of  shooting  at  our 
fellowmen  as  a  mark  ;  to  inflict  upon  them  all  the  variety 
of  wound  and  anguish  ;  to  leave  them  weltering  in  their 
blood  ;  to  wander  over  the  field  of  desolation,  and  count  the 
number  of  the  dying  and  the  dead,  —  are  employments 
which  in  thesis  we  may  maintain  to  be  necessary,  but  which 
no  good  man  will  contemplate  with  gratulation  and  delight. 
A  battle  we  suppose  is  won  :  —  thus  truth  is  established, 
thus  the  cause  of  justice  is  confirmed  I  It  surely  requires 
no  common  sagacity  to  discern  the  connection  between  this 
immense  heap  of  calamities  and  the  assertion  of  truth  or  the 
maintenance  of  justice. 

''  Eangs  and  ministers  of  state,  the  real  authors  of  the  ca- 
lamity, sit  unmolested  in  their  cabinet,  while  those  against 
whom  the  fury  of  the  storm  is  directed  are,  for  the  most 

^  See  Nicholson's  Encyclopedia,  art  ''Light." 
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part,  persons  who  have  been  trepanned  into  the  service,  or 
who  are  dragged  unwillingly  from  their  peaceful  homes  into 
the  field  of  battle.  A  soldier  is  a  man  whose  business  it  is 
to  kill  those  who  never  offended  him,  and  who  are  the  in- 
nocent martyrs  of  other  men's  iniquities.  Whatever  may 
become  of  the  abstract  question  of  the  justifiableness  of  war, 
It  seems  impossible  that  the  soldier  should  not  be  a  depraved 
tnd  unnatural  being. 

<'  To  these  more  serious  and  momentous  considerations  it 
may  be  proper  to  add  a  recollection  of  the  ridiculousness  of 
the  military  character.  Its  first  constituent  is  obedience  :  a 
soldier  is,  of  all  descriptions  of  men,  the  most  completely  a 
machine  ;  yet  his  profession  inevitably  teaches  him  some- 
thing of  dogmatism,  swaggering  and  self-consequence  ;  he 
is  like  the  puppet  of  a  showman,  who,  at  the  very  time  he  is 
made  to  strut  and  swell  and  display  the  most  farcical  airs, 
we  perfectly  know  cannot  assume  the  most  insignificant  ges- 
ture, advance  either  to  the  right  or  the  left,  but  as  he  is 
moved  by  his  exhibitor." —  Grodwin's  Enquirer,  Essay  V. 

I  will  here  subjoin  a  little  poem,  so  strongly  expressive  of 
my  abhorrence  of  despotism  and  falsehood  that  I  fear  lest  it 
never  ag^in  may  be  depictured  so  vividly.  This  opportunity 
is  perhaps  the  only  one  that  ever  will  occur  of  rescuing  it 
from  oblivion. 

FALSEHOOD  AND  VICE 

A  DIALOGUE 

Whilst  monarchs  laughed  upon  their  thrones 
To  hear  a  famished  nation's  groans, 
And  hugged  the  wealth  wrung  from  the  woe 
That  makes  its  eyes  and  veins  overflow,  — 
Those  thrones,  high  built  upon  the  heaps 
Of  bones  where  frenzied  Famine  sleeps, 
Where  Slavery  wields  her  scourge  of  iron, 
Red  with  mankind's  unheeded  gore, 
And  War's  mad  fiends  the  scene  environ, 
Mingling  with  shrieks  a  drunken  roar,  — 
There  Vice  and  Falsehood  took  their  stand. 
High  raised  above  the  unhappy  land. 
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FALSEHOOD 

Brother!  arise  from  the  dainty  fare. 

Which  thousands  have  toiled  and  bled  to  bestow ; 

A  finer  feast  for  thy  hungry  ear 

Is  the  news  that  I  bring  of  human  woe. 

VICE 

And,  secret  one,  what  hast  thou  done. 
To  compare,  in  thy  tumid  pride,  with  me  ? 
I,  whose  career  through  the  blasted  year 
Has  been  tracked  by  despair  and  agony. 

FALSEHOOD 

What  have  I  done !  —  I  have  torn  the  robe 
From  baby  Truth's  unsheltered  form. 
And  round  the  desolated  globe 
Borne  safely  the  bewildering  charm ; 
My  tyrant-slaves  to  a  dungeon-floor 
Have  bound  the  fearless  innocent, 
And  streams  of  fertilizing  gore 
Flow  from  her  bosom's  hideous  rent. 
Which  this  unfailing  dagger  gave  — 
I  dread  that  blood  I  —  no  more  —  this  day 
Is  ours,  though  her  eternal  ray 

Must  shine  upon  our  grave. 
Yet  know,  proud  Vice,  had  I  not  g^ven 
To  thee  the  robe  I  stole  from  heaven. 
Thy  shape  of  ugliness  and  fear 
Had  never  gained  admission  here. 

VICE 

And  know  that  had  I  disdained  to  toil. 
But  sate  in  my  loathsome  cave  the  while. 
And  ne'er  to  these  hateful  sons  of  heaven, 
GOLD,  MONARCHY  and  MURDER,  given; 
Hadst  thou  with  all  thine  art  essayed 
One  of  thy  games  then  to  have  played, 
With  all  thine  overweening  boast. 
Falsehood  I    I  tell  thee  thou  hadst  lost !  — 
Yet  wherefore  this  dispute  ?  —  we  tend, 
Fraternal,  to  one  common  end ; 
In  this  cold  grave  beneath  my  feet 
Will  our  hopes,  our  fears  and  our  labors  meet. 
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FAI49EHOOD 

I  bronght  my  daughter,  RELIGION,  on  eardi ; 
She  smothered  Reason^s  babes  in  their  birth, 
But  dreaded  their  mother^s  eye  severe,  — 
So  the  crocodile  slonk  o£F  slyly  in  fear. 
And  loosed  her  bloodhounds  from  the  den. 
They  started  from  dreams  of  slaughtered  men. 
And,  by  the  light  of  her  poison  eye, 
Did  her  work  o^er  the  wide  earth  frightfully. 
The  dreadful  stench  of  her  torches'  flare, 
Fed  with  human  fat,  polluted  the  air. 
The  curses,  the  shrieks,  the  ceaseless  cries 
Of  the  many-mingling  miseries, 
As  on  she  trod,  ascended  high 
And  trumpeted  my  yictory  I  — 
Brother,  tell  what  thou  hast  done. 

VICK 

I  have  extinguished  the  noonday  sun 

In  the  carnage-smoke  of  battles  won. 

Famine,  murder,  hell  and  power 

Were  glutted  in  that  glorious  hour 

Which  searchless  fate  had  stamped  for  me 

With  the  seal  of  her  security ; 

For  the  bloated  wretch  on  yonder  throne 

Commanded  the  bloody  fray  to  rise ; 

Like  me  he  joyed  at  the  stifled  moan 

Wrung  from  a  nation's  miseries ; 

While  the  snakes,  whose  slime  even  him  defied, 

In  ecstasies  of  malice  smiled. 

They  thought  'twas  theirs,  —  but  mine  the  deed ! 

Theirs  is  the  toil,  but  mine  the  meed  — 

Ten  thousand  victims  madly  bleed. 

They  dream  that  tyrants  goad  them  there 

With  poisonous  war  to  taint  the  air. 

These  tyrants,  on  their  beds  of  thorn. 

Swell  with  the  thoughts  of  murderous  fame, 

And  with  their  gains  to  lift  my  name 

Restless  they  plan  from  night  to  mom ; 

I  —  I  do  all ;  without  my  aid 

Thy  daughter,  that  relentless  maid. 

Could  never  o'er  a  death-bed  urge 

The  fury  of  her  venomed  scourge. 
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FALSEHOOD 

Brother,  well :  —  ihe  world  is  oim ; 

And  whether  thou  or  I  have  won. 

The  pestilence  expectant  lonn 

On  all  beneath  yon  blasted  snn. 

Our  joys,  onr  toils,  onr  honors  meet 

In  the  milk-white  and  wormy  winding-aheeL 

A  short-liyed  hope,  unceasing  care, 

Some  heartless  scraps  of  goodly  prayer, 

A  moody  cnrse,  and  a  frenzied  sleep 

Ere  grapes  the  grave's  unclosing  deep, 

A  tyrant^s  dream,  a  coward's  start. 

The  ice  that  clii^  to  a  priestly  heart, 

A  judge's  frown,  a  courtier's  smile. 

Make  the  g^reat  whole  for  which  we  toiL 

And,  brother,  whether  thou  or  I 

Haye  done  the  work  of  misery, 

It  little  boots.     Thy  Unl  and  pain. 

Without  my  aid,  were  more  than  vain ; 

And  but  for  ihee  I  ne'er  had  sate 

The  guiudian  of  heayen's  palace  gate. 

V.  1,  2  :  — 

Thus  do  the  generations  of  the  earth 

Qo  to  the  grave  and  issue  from  the  womb. 

''One  generation  passeth  away,  and  another  generaticm 
Cometh :  bat  •  the  earth  abideth  for  ever.  The  sun  also 
ariseth,  and  the  son  goeth  down,  and  hasteth  to  his  place 
where  he  arose.  The  wind  goeth  toward  the  south,  and 
tometh  about  onto  the  north  ;  it  whirleth  about  continually, 
and  the  wind  retometh  again  according  to  his  circuits.  All 
the  rivers  run  into  the  sea  ;  yet  the  sea  is  not  full ;  unto  the 
place  from  whence  the  rivers  come,  thither  they  return 
again." 

Ecdesiastes  L  4-7. 
V.4-6:  — 

Even  as  the  leaves 
Which  the  keen  frost-wind  of  the  waning  year 
Has  scattered  on  the  forest  soiL 

07-I}  irep  <p6\XMtf  y^y^t  T0(^$€  Koi  hyBpuw. 
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„   ^^  lAIAA.  7t.  14a 

V.S8:  — 

The  mob  of  peasants,  nobles,  priests  and  kings. 

Snave,  man  magno  turbantibos  ssquora  ventis, 

£  terra  magnnm  alterins  speotare  laborem ; 

Non  qnia  vexari  qnemqnam  'st  jncnnda  yolnptas, 

Sed  qnibns  ipse  malis  careas  qnia  oemere  snave  estt 

Snave  etiam  belli  oertamina  magna  tueri 

Per  campos  instmcta  tna  sine  parte  pericli. 

Sed  nil  dnlcins  est,  bene  qnam  mnnita  tenere 

Edita  doctrina  sapientnm  templa  serena^ 

Pespioere  nnde  queas  alios  passimque  videre 

Errare  atqne  viam  palantis  qnserere  vitas, 

Certare  ingenio,  contendere  nobilitate, 

Noctes  atqne  dies  niti  prsBstante  labore 

Ad  snnmias  emergere  opes  remmqne  potiri. 

O  miseras  hominnm  mentes  I    0  pectora  cseca ! 

Lncretins,  ii.  1-14. 
V.93,  94:  — 

And  statesmen  boast 
Of  wealth  I 

There  is  no  real  wealth  but  the  labor  of  man.  Were  the 
mountains  of  gold  and  the  valleys  of  silver,  the  world  would 
not  be  one  grain  of  com  the  richer  ;  no  one  comfort  would 
be  added  to  the  human  race.  In  consequence  of  our  con- 
sideration for  the  precious  metals  one  man  is  enabled  to 
heap  to  himself  luxuries  at  the  expense  of  the  necessaries  of 
his  neighbor  ;  a  system  admirably  fitted  to  produce  all  the 
varieties  of  disease  and  crime  which  never  fail  to  character- 
ize the  two  extremes  of  opulence  and  penury.  A  speculator 
takes  pride  to  himself,  as  the  promoter  of  his  country's  pros- 
perity, who  employs  a  number  of  hands  in  the  manufacture 
of  articles  avowedly  destitute  of  use  or  subservient  only  to 
ihe  unhallowed  cravings  of  luxury  and  ostentation.  The 
nobleman  who  employs  the  peasants  of  his  neighborhood  in 
building  his  palaces,  until  ^^jam  pauca  aratro  jugera  regies 
moles  relinquenty*  flatters  himself  that  he  has  gained  the  title 
of  a  patriot  by  yielding  to  the  impulses  of  vanity.  The 
show  and  pomp  of  courts  adduce  the  same  apology  for  its 
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continuance  ;  and  many  a  fete  has  been  given,  many  a  wo- 
man has  eclipsed  her  beauty  by  her  dress,  to  benefit  the  la- 
boring poor  and  to  encourage  trade.  Who  does  not  see  that 
this  is  a  remedy  which  aggravates  whilst  it  palliates  the 
countless  diseases  of  society  ?  The  poor  are  set  to  labor,  — 
for  what  ?  Not  the  food  for  which  they  famish ;  not  the 
blankets  for  want  of  which  their  babes  are  frozen  by  the 
cold  of  their  miserable  hovels  ;  not  those  comforts  of  civiliz- 
ation without  which  civilized  man  is  far  more  miserable  than 
the  meanest  savage,  oppressed  as  he  is  by  all  its  insidious 
evils,  within  the  daily  and  taunting  prospect  of  its  innumer- 
able benefits  assiduously  exhibited  before  him  :  —  no  ;  for 
the  pride  of  power,  for  the  miserable  isolation  of  pride,  for 
the  false  pleasures  of  the  hundredth  part  of  society.  No 
greater  evidence  is  afforded  of  the  wide  extended  and  radi- 
cal mistakes  of  civilized  man  than  this  fact :  those  arts  which 
are  essential  to  his  very  being  are  held  in  the  greatest  con- 
tempt ;  employments  are  lucrative  in  an  inverse  ratio  to 
their  usefulness  ;  ^  the  jeweller,  the  toyman,  the  actor  gains 
fame  and  wealth  by  the  exercise  of  his  useless  and  ridiculous 
art ;  whilst  the  cultivator  of  the  earth,  he  without  whom 
society  must  cease  to  subsist,  struggles  through  contempt 
and  penury,  and  perishes  by  that  famine  which,  but  for  his 
unceasing  exertions,  would  annihilate  the  rest  of  mankind. 

I  will  not  insult  common  sense  by  insisting  on  the  doctrine 
of  the  natural  equality  of  man.  The  question  is  not  concern- 
ing its  desirableness,  but  its  practicability  ;  so  far  as  it  is 
practicable,  it  is  desirable.  That  state  of  human  society 
which  approaches  nearer  to  an  equal  partition  of  its  benefits 
and  evils  should,  cceteris  paribus^  be  preferred  ;  but  so  long 
as  we  conceive  that  a  wanton  expenditure  of  human  labor, 
not  for  the  necessities,  not  even  for  the  luxuries  of  the  mass 
of  society,  but  for  the  egotism  and  ostentation  of  a  few  of  its 
members,  is  defensible  on  the  ground  of  public  justice,  so 
long  we  neglect  to  approximate  to  the  redemption  of  the 
human  race. 

Labor  is  required  for  physical,  and  leisure  for  moral  im- 
provement ;  from  the  former  of  these  advantages  the  richy 

^  See  Rousseau,  De  Vlnigcditi  pcarmi  Us  Hommes,  note  7. 
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and  from  the  latter  the  poor,  by  the  inevitable  conditions  of 
their  respeotiYe  situations,  are  precluded.  A  state  which 
should  combine  the  advantages  of  both  would  be  subjected 
to  the  evils  of  neither.  He  tiiat  is  deficient  in  firm  health  or 
vigorous  intellect  is  but  half  a  man.  Hence  it  follows  that 
to  subject  the  laboring  classes  to  unnecessary  labor  is  wan- 
tonly depriving  them  of  any  opportunities  of  intellectual 
improvement ;  and  that  the  rich  are  heaping  up  for  their 
own  mischief  the  disease,  lassitude  and  ennui  by  which  their 
existence  is  rendered  an  intolerable  burden. 

English  reformers  exclaim  against  sinecures,  but  the  true 
pension  list  is  the  rent-roll  of  the  landed  proprietors. 
Wealth  is  a  power  usurped  by  the  few,  to  compel  the  many 
to  labor  for  their  benefit.  The  laws  which  support  this 
system  derive  their  force  from  the  ignorance  and  credulity 
of  its  victims ;  they  are  the  result  of  a  conspiracy  of  the 
few  against  the  many  who  are  themselves  obliged  to  pur- 
chase this  preeminence  by  the  loss  of  all  real  comfort. 


"The  commodities  that  substantially  contribute  to  the 
subsistence  of  the  human  species  form  a  very  short  catalogue; 
they  demand  from  us  but  a  slender  portion  of  industry.  If 
these  only  were  produced,  and  sufficiently  produced,  the 
species  of  man  would  be  continued.  If  the  labor  necessarily 
required  to  produce  them  were  equitably  divided  among  the 
poor,  and,  still  more,  if  it  were  equitably  divided  among  all, 
each  man's  share  of  labor  would  be  light,  and  his  portion  of 
leisure  would  be  ample.  There  was  a  time  when  this  leisure 
would  have  been  of  small  comparative  value :  it  is  to  be 
hoped  that  the  time  will  come  when  it  will  be  applied  to 
the  most  important  purposes.  Those  hours  which  are  not 
required  for  the  production  of  the  necessaries  of  life  may 
be  devoted  to  the  cultivation  of  the  understanding,  the  en- 
larging our  stock  of  knowledge,  the  refining  our  taste,  and 
thus  opening  to  us  new  and  more  exquisite  sources  of  enjoy- 
ment. 

*'  It  was  perhaps  necessary  that  a  period  of  monopoly 
and  oppression  should  subsist  before  a  period  of  cultivated 


350  NOTES 

equality  could  subsist.  Savages  perhaps  would  neyer  have 
been  excited  to  the  discovery  of  truth  and  the  invention  of 
art  but  by  the  narrow  motives  which  such  a  period  affords. 
But  surely,  after  the  savage  state  has  ceased  and  men  have 
set  out  in  the  glorious  career  of  discovery  and  invention, 
monopoly  and  oppression  cannot  be  necessary  to  prevent 
them  from  returning  to  a  state  of  barbarism."  —  Godwin's 
Enquirer^  Essay  II.  See  also  Political  Justice,  book  VlII. 
chap.  ii. 

It  is  a  calculation  of  this  admirable  author  that  all  the  con- 
veniences of  civilized  life  might  be  produced,  if  society 
would  divide  the  labor  equally  among  its  members,  by  each 
individual  being  employed  in  labor  two  hours  during  the  day. 

V.  112, 113 :  — 

or  religion 
Drives  his  wife  raving  mad. 

I  am  acquainted  with  a  lady  of  considerable  accomplish- 
ments and  the  mother  of  a  numerous  family,  whom  the 
Christian  religion  has  goaded  to  incurable  insanity.  A  paral- 
lel case  is,  I  believe,  within  the  experience  of  every  physi- 
cian. 

Nam  jam  ssepe  homines  patriam  carosque  parentis 
Prodideront,  vitare  Acherasia  templa  petentes. 

LncretiuB,  iii.  85. 
V.  189:  — 

Even  love  is  sold. 

Not  even  the  intercourse  of  the  sexes  is  exempt  from  the 
despotism  of  positive  institution.  Law  pretends  even  to 
govern  the  indisciplinable  wanderings  of  passion,  to  put  fet- 
ters on  the  clearest  deductions  of  reason,  and,  by  appeals  to 
the  will,  to  subdue  the  involuntary  affections  of  our  nature. 
Love  is  inevitably  consequent  upon  the  perception  of  loveli- 
ness. Love  withers  under  constraint ;  its  very  essence  is 
liberty  ;  it  is  compatible  neither  with  obedience,  jealousy  nor 
fear  ;  it  is  there  most  pure,  perfect  and  unlimited,  where  its 
votaries  live  in  confidence,  equality  and  unreserve. 

How  long  then  ought  the  sexual  connection  to  last  ?  what 
law  ought  to  specify  the  extent  of  the  grievances  which 
should  limit  its  duration?  A  husband  and  wife  ought  to 
continue  so  long  united  as  they  love  each  other ;  any  law 


NOTES  351 

wliieh  should  bind  them  to  cohabitation  for  one  moment  after 
the  decay  of  their  affection  would  be  a  most  intolerable 
tyranny  and  the  most  onworthy  of  toleration.  How  odious 
an  usurpation  of  the  right  of  private  judgment  should  that 
law  be  considered  which  should  make  the  ties  of  friendship 
indissoluble,  in  spite  of  the  caprices,  the  inconstancy,  the 
fallibility  and  capacity  for  improvement  of  the  human 
mind !  And  by  so  much  would  the  fetters  of  love  be  heavier 
and  more  unendurable  than  those  of  friendship  as  love  is 
more  vehement  and  capricious,  more  dependent  on  those  deli- 
cate peculiarities  of  imagination,  and  less  capable  of  reduc- 
tion to  the  ostensible  merits  of  the  object. 

The  state  of  society  in  which  we  exist  is  a  mixture  of 
feudal  savageness  and  imperfect  civilization.  The  narrow 
and  unenlightened  morality  of  the  Christian  religion  is  an 
aggravation  of  these  evils.  It  is  not  even  until  lately  that 
mankind  have  admitted  that  happiness  is  the  sole  end  of  the 
science  of  ethics  as  of  all  other  sciences  ;  and  that  the  fanati- 
cal idea  of  mortifying  the  flesh  for  the  love  of  Grod  has  been 
discarded.  I  have  heard,  indeed,  an  ignorant  collegian  ad- 
duce, in  favor  of  Christianity,  its  hostility  to  every  worldly 
feeling !  ^ 

But  if  happiness  be  the  object  of  morality,  of  all  human 
unions  and  disunions  ;  if  the  worthiness  of  every  action  is  to 
be  estimated  by  the  quantity  of  pleasurable  sensation  it  is 
calculated  to  produce  ;  then  the  connection  of  the  sexes  is  so 
long  sacred  as  it  contributes  to  the  comfort  of  the  parties, 
and  is  naturally  dissolved  when  its  evils  are  greater  than  its 
benefits.  There  is  nothing  immoral  in  this  separation.  Con- 
stancy has  nothing  virtuous  in  itself,  independently  of  the 

1  The  first  Christian  emperor  made  a  law  by  which  seduction 
was  punished  with  death :  if  the  female  pleaded  her  own  consent, 
she  also  was  punished  with  death ;  if  the  parents  endeavored  to 
screen  the  criminals,  they  were  banished  and  their  estates  were 
confiscated;  the  slaves  who  might  be  accessory  were  burned 
alive,  or  forced  to  swallow  melted  lead.  The  very  offspring  of  an 
illegal  love  were  involved  in  the  consequlnces  of  the  sentence. — 
Gibbon's  Decline  and  Fall,  vol.  li.  p.  210.  See  also,  for  the 
hatred  of  the  primitive  Christians  to  love  and  even  marriage, 
p.  269. 
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pleasure  it  confers,  and  partakes  of  the  temporizing  spirit  of 
vice  in  proportion  as  it  endures  tamely  moral  defects  of 
magnitude  in  the  object  of  its  indiscreet  choice.  Love  is  free  ; 
to  promise  forever  to  love  the  same  woman  is  not  less  absurd 
tlum  to  promise  to  believe  the  same  creed  ;  such  a  vow,  in 
both  cases,  excludes  us  from  all  inquiry.  The  language  of 
the  votarist  is  this  :  "  The  woman  I  now  love  may  be  infinitely 
inferior  to  many  others  ;  the  creed  I  now  profess  may  be  a 
mass  of  errors  and  absurdities  ;  but  I  exclude  myself  from 
all  future  information  as  to  the  amiability  of  the  one  and  the 
truth  of  the  other,  resolving  blindly,  and  in  spite  of  convic- 
tion, to  adhere  to  them."  Is  this  the  language  of  delicacy 
and  reason  ?  Is  the  love  of  such  a  frigid  heart  of  more 
worth  than  its  belief  ? 

The  present  system  of  constraint  does  no  more,  in  the 
majority  of  instances,  than  make  hypocrites  or  open  enemies. 
Persons  of  delicacy  and  virtue,  unhappily  united  to  one  whom 
they  find  it  impossible  to  love,  spend  the  loveliest  season  of 
their  life  in  unproductive  efforts  to  appear  otherwise  than 
they  are,  for  the  sake  of  the  feelings  of  their  partner  or  the 
welfare  of  their  mutual  offspring  ;  those  of  less  generosity 
and  refinement  openly  avow  their  disappointment,  and  linger 
out  the  remnant  of  that  union,  which  only  death  can  dissolve, 
in  a  state  of  incurable  bickering  and  hostility.  The  early 
education  of  their  children  takes  its  color  from  the  squabbles 
of  the  parents  ;  they  are  nursed  in  a  systematic  school  of 
ill  humor,  violence  and  falsehood.  Had  they  been  suffered 
to  part  at  the  moment  when  indifference  rendered  their 
union  irksome,  they  would  have  been  spared  many  years  of 
misery  ;  they  would  have  connected  themselves  more  suitably 
and  would  have  found  that  happiness  in  the  society  of  more 
congenial  partners  which  is  forever  denied  them  by  the  des- 
potism of  marriage.  They  would  have  been  separately  use- 
ful and  happy  members  of  society,  who^  whilst  united,  were 
miserable,  and  rendered  misanthropical  by  misery.  The  con- 
viction that  wedlock  is  indissoluble  holds  out  the  strongest  of 
all  temptations  to  the  perverse  ;  they  indulge  without  re- 
straint in  acrimony,  and  all  the  little  tyrannies  of  domestic 
life,  when  they  know  that  their  victim  is  without  appeaL    If 
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this  oonneotion  were  put  on  a  rational  basis,  each  wonld  be 
assured  that  habitual  ill  temper  would  terminate  in  separa- 
tion, and  would  check  this  vicious  and  dangerous  propensity. 
Prostitution  is  the  legitimate  offspring  of  marriage  and  its 
accompanying  errors.  Women,  for  no  other  crime  than  hay- 
ing followed  the  dictates  of  a  natural  appetite,  are  driven 
with  fury  from  the  comforts  and  sympathies  of  society.  It 
is  less  venial  than  murder ;  and  the  punishment  which  is  in- 
flicted on  her  who  destroys  her  child  to  escape  reproach  is 
lighter  than  the  life  of  agony  and  disease  to  which  the  pros- 
titute is  irrecoverably  doomed.  Has  a  woman  obeyed  the 
impulse  of  unerring  Nature  ?  society  declares  war  against 
her,  pitiless  and  eternal  war ;  she  must  be  the  tame  slave,  she 
must  make  no  reprisals  ;  theirs  is  the  right  of  persecution, 
hers  the  duty  of  endurance.  She  lives  a  life  of  infamy  ;  the 
loud  and  bitter  laugh  of  scorn  scares  her  from  all  return. 
She  dies  of  long  and  lingering  disease  ;  yet  sheis  m  fault, 
she  is  the  criminal,  she  the  froward  and  untamable  child,  — 
and  society,  forsooth,  the  pure  and  virtuous  matron,  who 
casts  her  as  an  abortion  from  her  nndefiled  bosom  !  Society 
avenges  herself  on  the  criminals  of  her  own  creation  ;  she  is 
employed  in  anathematizing  the  vice  to-day  which  yesterday 
she  was  the  most  zealous  to  teach.  Thus  is  formed  one  tenth 
of  the  population  of  London.  Meanwhile  the  evil  is  twofold. 
Young  men,  excluded  by  the  fanatical  idea  of  chastity  from 
the  society  of  modest  and  accomplished  women,  associate 
with  these  vicious  and  miserable  beings,  destroying  thereby 
all  those  exquisite  and  delicate  sensibilities  whose  existence 
cold-hearted  worldlings  have  denied ;  annihilating  all  genu- 
ine passion,  and  debasing  that  to  a  selfish  feeling  which  is 
the  excess  of  generosity  and  devotedness.  Their  body  and 
mind  alike  crumble  into  a  hideous  wreck  of  humanity;  idiocy 
and  disease  become  perpetuated  in  their  miserable  offspring, 
and  distant  generations  suffer  for  the  bigoted  morality  of 
their  forefathers.  Chastity  is  a  monkish  and  evangelical 
superstition,  a  greater  foe  to  natural  temperance  even  than 
tmintellectual  sensuality  ;  it  strikes  at  the  root  of  all  domes- 
tic happiness,  and  consigns  more  than  half  of  the  human 
race  to  misery  that  some  few  may  monopolize  according  to 
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law.  A  system  could  not  well  have  been  deyised  more 
studiously  hostile  to  human  happiness  than  marriage. 

I  conceive  that  from  the  abolition  of  marriage  the  fit  and 
natural  arrangement  of  sexual  connection  would  result.  I 
by  no  means  assert  that  the  intercourse  would  be  promis- 
cuous ;  on  the  contrary  it  appears  from  the  relation  of 
parent  to  child  that  this  union  is  generally  of  long  duration, 
and  marked  above  all  others  with  generosity  and  self-devo- 
tion. But  this  is  a  subject  which  it  is  perhaps  premature 
to  discuss.  That  which  will  result  from  the  abolition  of 
marriage  will  be  natural  and  right,  because  choice  and 
change  will  be  exempted  from  restraint. 

In  fact,  religion  and  morality,  as  they  now  stand,  compose 
a  practical  code  of  misery  and  servitude  ;  the  genius  of  hu- 
man happiness  must  tear  every  leaf  from  the  accursed  book 
of  Grod  ere  man  can  read  the  inscription  on  his  heart.  How 
would  morality,  dressed  up  in  stiff  stays  and  finery,  start 
from  her  own  disgusting  image,  should  she  look  in  the 
mirror  of  Nature  t 

VI.  45,46:  — 

To  the  red  and  baleful  snn 
That  faintly  twinkles  there. 

The  north  polar  star  to  which  the  axis  of  the  earth  in  its 
present  state  of  obliquity  points.  It  is  exceedingly  prob- 
able from  many  considerations  that  this  obliquity  will  grad- 
ually diminish  until  the  equator  coincides  with  the  ecliptic; 
the  nights  and  days  will  then  become  equal  on  the  earth 
throughout  the  year,  and  probably  the  seasons  also.  There 
is  no  great  extravagance  in  presuming  that  the  progress  of 
the  perpendicularity  of  the  poles  may  be  as  rapid  as  the  pro- 
gress of  intellect ;  or  that  there  should  be  a  perfect  identity 
between  the  moral  and  physical  improvement  of  the  human 
species.  It  is  certain  that  wisdom  is  not  compatible  with 
disease,  and  that,  in  the  present  state  of  the  climates  of 
the  earth,  health,  in  the  true  and  comprehensive  sense  of 
the  word,  is  out  of  the  reach  of  civilized  man.  Astronomy 
teaches  us  that  the  earth  is  now  in  its  progress,  and  that  the 
poles  are  every  year  becoming  more  and  more  perpendicular 
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to  the  ecliptic.  The  strong  evidence  afforded  bj  the  history 
of  mythology  and  geological  researches  that  some  eyent  of 
this  nature  has  taken  place  already  affords  a  strong  pre- 
sumption that  this  progress  is  not  merely  an  oscillation,  as 
has  been  surmised  by  some  late  astronomers.^  Bones  of 
animals  peculiar  to  the  torrid  zone  have  been  found  in  the 
north  of  Siberia  and  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Ohio.  Plants 
have  been  found  in  the  fossil  state  in  the  interior  of  Grei^ 
many,  which  demand  the  present  climate  of  Hindostan  for 
their  production.^  The  researches  of  M.  Bailly  *  establish 
the  existence  of  a  people  who  inhabited  a  tract  in  Tartary 
49°  north  latitude,  of  greater  antiquity  than  either  the  In- 
dians, the  Chinese  or  the  Chaldeans,  from  whom  these  na- 
tions derived  their  sciences  and  theology.  We  find  from  the 
testimony  of  ancient  writers  that  Britain,  Germany  and 
France  were  much  colder  than  at  present,  and  that  their 
great  rivers  were  annually  frozen  over.  Astronomy  teaches 
us  also  that  since  this  period  the  obliquity  of  the  earth's 
position  has  been  considerably  diminished. 

■ 

VL  171-173 :  — 

No  atom  of  this  turbulence  fulfils 
A  vague  and  nnnecessitated  task, 
Or  acts  but  as  it  must  and  ought  to  act. 

Deux  exemples  serviront  k  nous  rendre  plus  sensible  le 
principe  qui  vient  d'etre  posd  ;  nous  emprunterons  I'une  du 
physique  et  1' autre  du  moral.  Dans  un  tourbillon  de  pons- . 
si^re  qu'dl^ve  un  vent  imp^tueux,  quelque  confus  qu'il 
paraisse  k  nos  yeux ;  dans  la  plus  affreuse  tempete  excitee 
par  des  vents  opposes  qui  soul^vent  les  flots,  il  n'y  a  pas  une 
seule  mol^ule  de  poussi^re  on  d'eau  qui  soit  plac^e  au  hazardy 
qui  n'ait  sa  cause  sufiBsante  pour  occuper  le  lieu  oil  elle  se 
trouve,  et  qui  n'agisse  rigoureusement  de  la  mani^re  dont  elle 
doit  agir.  Une  g^om^tre  qui  connaitrait  exactement  les  dif- 
f ^rentes  forces  qui  ag^ssent  dans  ces  deux  cas,  et  les  propridt^s 
des  molecules  qui  sont  mues,  demontrerait  que  d'apr&s  des 

^  Laplace,  Systkme  du  Monde. 

^  Cabanis,  Rapports   du  Physique  et  du  Moral  de  VHomme^ 
voL  ii.  p.  406. 
*  Bailly,  Lettres  surles  Sciences,  d,  Voltaire. 
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causes  donnas,  chaque  molecule  ag^t  pr^cis^ment  comme  elle 
doit  agir,  et  ne  peut  agir  autrement  qu'elle  ne  fait. 

Dans  les  convulsions  terribles  qui  agitent  quelquefois  les 
socidtds  politiques,  et  qui  produisent  souyent  le  renyerse- 
ment  d'un  empire,  il  n'y  a  pas  une  seule  action,  une  seule 
parole,  une  seule  pens^e,  une  seule  yolont^,  une  seule  pas- 
sion dans  les  agens  qui  concourent  k  la  revolution  comme 
destructeurs  ou  comme  victimes,  qui  ne  soit  n^cessaire,  qui 
n'agisse  comme  elle  doit  agir,  qui  n'op^re  infalliblement  les 
effets  qu'elle  doit  op^rer,  suivant  la  place  qu'occupent  ces 
agens  dans  ce  tourbillon  moral.  Cela  paraitrait  Evident 
pour  une  intelligence  qui  serait  en  ^tat  de  saisir  et  d'appr^ 
cier  toutes  les  actions  et  reactions  des  esprits  et  des  corps 
de  ceuz  qui  contribuent  k  cette  revolution. 

Systeme  de  la  Nature,  vol.  i.  p.  44. 
VI.  198:  — 

Necessity,  thou  mother  of  the  world ! 

He  who  asserts  the  doctrine  of  Necessity  means  that,  con- 
templating the  events  which  compose  the  moral  and  mate- 
rial universe,  he  beholds  only  an  inmiense  and  uninterrupted 
chain  of  causes  and  effects,  no  one  of  which  could  occupy 
any  other  place  than  it  does  occupy,  or  act  in  any  other 
place  than  it  does  act.  The  idea  of  Necessity  is  obtained 
by  our  experience  of  the  connection  between  objects,  the 
uniformity  of  the  operations  of  Nature,  the  constant  con- 
junction of  similar  events,  and  the  consequent  inference  of 
one  from  the  other.  Mankind  are  therefore  agreed  in  the 
admission  of  Necessity  if  they  admit  that  these  two  circum- 
stances take  place  in  voluntary  action.  Motive  is  to  volun- 
tary action  in  the  human  mind  what  cause  is  to  effect  in  the 
material  universe.  The  word  liberty,  as  applied  to  mind,  is 
analogous  to  the  word  chance  as  applied  to  matter ;  they 
spring  from  an  ignorance  of  the  certainty  of  the  conjunc- 
tion of  antecedents  and  consequents. 

Every  human  being  is  irresistibly  impelled  to  act  pre- 
cisely as  he  does  act ;  in  the  eternity  which  preceded  his 
birth  a  chain  of  causes  was  generated,  which,  operating 
under  the  name  of  motives,  make  it  impossible  that  any 
thought  of  his  mind  or  any  action  of  his  life  should  be  other- 
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wise  than  it  is.  Were  the  doctrine  of  Necessity  false,  the 
human  mind  would  no  longer  be  a  legitimate  object  of  sci- 
ence ;  from  like  causes  it  would  be  in  yain  that  we  should 
expect  like  effects  ;  the  strongest  motive  would  no  longer  be 
paramount  oyer  the  conduct ;  all  knowledge  would  be  yague 
and  undeterminate  ;  we  could  not  predfct  with  any  cer- 
tainty that  we  might  not  meet  as  an  enemy  to-morrow  him 
with  whom  we  haye  parted  in  friendship  to-night ;  the  most 
probable  inducements  and  the  clearest  reasonings  would  lose 
the  inyariable  influence  they  possess.  The  contrary  of  this 
is  demonstrably  the  fact.  Similar  circumstances  produce 
the  same  unvariable  effects.  The  precise  character  and 
motives  of  any  man  on  any  occasion  being  given,  the  moral 
philosopher  could  predict  his  actions  with  as  much  certainty 
as  the  natural  philosopher  could  predict  the  effects  of  the 
mixture  of  any  particular  chemical  substances.  Why  is  the 
aged  husbandman  more  experienced  than  the  young  beg^- 
ner  ?  Because  there  is  a  uniform,  undeniable  Necessity  in 
the  operations  of  the  material  universe.  Why  is  the  old 
statesman  more  skilful  than  the  raw  politician  ?  Because, 
relying  on  the  necessary  conjunction  of  motive  and  action, 
he  proceeds  to  produce  moral  effects  by  the  application  of 
those  moral  causes  which  experience  has  shown  to  be  effect- 
ual. Some  actions  may  be  found  to  which  we  can  attach 
no  motives,  but  these  are  the  effects  of  causes  with  which 
we  are  unacquainted.  Hence  the  relation  which  motive 
bears  to  voluntary  action  is  that  of  cause  to  effect ;  nor, 
placed  in  this  point  of  view,  is  it,  or  ever  has  it  been,  the 
subject  of  popular  or  philosophical  dispute.  None  but  the 
few  fanatics  who  are  engaged  in  the  herculean  task  of  recon- 
ciling the  justice  of  their  God  with  the  misery  of  man  will 
longer  outrage  common  sense  by  the  supposition  of  an  event 
without  a  cause,  a  voluntary  action  without  a  motive.  His- 
tory, politics,  morals,  criticism,  all  grounds  of  reasonings, 
all  principles  of  science,  alike  assume  the  truth  of  the  doc- 
trine of  Necessity.  No  farmer  carrying  his  com  to  market 
doubts  the  sale  of  it  at  the  market  price.  The  master  of  a 
numufactory  no  more  doubts  that  he  can  purchase  the 
human  labor  necessary  for  his  purposes  than  that  his  ma- 
chinery wHl  act  as  they  have  been  accustomed  to  act. 
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Bat,  whilst  none  have  scrupled  to  admit  Necessity  as 
influencing  matter,  many  have  disputed  its  dominion  over 
mind.  Independently  of  its  militating  with  the  received 
ideas  of  the  justice  of  God,  it  is  by  no  means  obvious  to  a 
superficial  inquirv.  When  the  mind  observes  its  own  opera- 
tions, it  feels  no  connection  of  motive  and  action ;  but  as 
we  know  <<  nothing  more  of  causation  than  the  constant 
conjunction  of  objects  and  the  consequent  inference  of  one 
from  the  other,  as  we  find  that  these  two  circumstances  are 
universally  allowed  to  have  place  in  voluntary  action,  we 
may  be  easily  led  to  own  that  they  are  subjected  to  the 
necessity  common  to  all  causes/'  The  actions  of  the  will 
have  a  regular  conjunction  with  circumstances  and  charac- 
ters ;  motive  is  to  voluntary  action  what  cause  is  to  efPect. 
But  the  only  idea  we  can  form  of  causation  is  a  constant 
conjunction  of  similar  objects,  and  the  consequent  inference 
of  one  from  the  other  ;  wherever  this  is  the  case  Necessity 
is  clearly  established. 

The  idea  of  liberty,  applied  metaphorically  to  the  will, 
has  sprung  from  a  misconception  of  the  meaning  of  the 
word  power.  What  is  power  ?  —  id  quod  potest^  that  which 
can  produce  any  given  efPect.  To  deny  power  is  to  say  that 
nothing  can  or  has  the  power  to  be  or  act.  In  the  only 
true  sense  of  the  word  power  it  applies  with  equal  force 
to  the  lodestone  as  to  the  human  will.  Do  you  think  these 
motives,  which  I  shall  present,  are  powerful  enough  to 
rouse  him  ?  is  a  question  just  as  common  as,  Do  you  think 
this  lever  has  the  power  of  raising  this  weight  ?  The  advo- 
cates of  free-will  assert  that  the  will  has  the  power  of 
refusing  to  be  determined  by  the  strongest  motive  ;  but  the 
strongest  motive  is  that  which,  overcoming  all  others, 
ultimately  prevails  ;  this  assertion  therefore  amounts  to 
a  denial  of  the  will  being  ultimately  determined  by  that 
motive  which  does  determine  it,  which  is  absurd.  But  it 
is  equally  certain  that  a  man  cannot  resist  the  strongest 
motive  as  that  he  cannot  overcome  a  physical  impossibility. 

The  doctrine  of  Necessity  tends  to  introduce  a  great 
change  into  the  established  notions  of  morality  and  utterly 
to  destroy  religion.     Reward  and  punishment  must  be  con- 
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sidered  by  the  Neoessarian  merely  as  motives  which  he 
would  employ  in  order  to  procure  the  adoption  or  abandon- 
ment of  any  given  line  of  conduct.  Desert,  in  the  present 
sense  of  the  word,  would  no  longer  have  any  meaning ;  and 
he  who  should  inflict  pain  upon  another  for  no  better  reason 
than  that  he  deserved  it  would  only  gratify  his  revenge 
under  pretence  of  satisfying  justice.  It  is  not  enough,  says 
the  advocate  of  free-will,  that  a  criminal  should  be  pre- 
vented from  a  repetition  of  his  crime  ;  he  should  feel  pain, 
and  his  torments,  when  justly  inflicted,  ought  precisely  to 
be  proportioned  to  his  fault.  But  utility  is  morality  ;  that 
which  is  incapable  of  producing  happiness  is  useless ;  and 
though  the  crime  of  Damiens  must  be  condemned,  yet  the 
frightful  torments  which  revenge,  under  the  name  of  jus- 
tice, inflicted  on  this  unhappy  man,  cannot  be  supposed  to 
have  augmented,  even  at  the  long  run,  the  stock  of  pleasur- 
able sensation  in  the  world.  At  the  same  time  the  doctrine 
of  Necessity  does  not  in  the  least  diminish  our  disapproba- 
tion of  vice.  The  conviction  which  all  feel  that  a  viper  is 
a  poisonous  animal,  and  that  a  tiger  is  constrained  by  the 
inevitable  condition  of  his  existence  to  devour  men,  does  not 
induce  us  to  avoid  them  less  sedulously,  or,  even  more,  to 
hesitate  in  destroying  them  ;  but  he  would  surely  be  of  a 
hard  heart,  who,  meeting  with  a  serpent  on  a  desert  island 
or  in  a  situation  where  it  was  incapable  of  injury,  should 
wantonly  deprive  it  of  existence.  A  Necessarian  is  inconse- 
quent to  his  own  principles  if  he  indulges  in  hatred  or  con- 
tempt ;  the  compassion  which  he  feels  for  the  criminal  is 
immixed  with  a  desire  of  injuring  him  ;  he  looks  with  an 
elevated  and  dreadless  composure  upon  the  links  of  the  uni- 
versal chain  as  they  pass  before  his  eyes  ;  whilst  cowardice, 
curiosity  and  inconsistency  only  assail  him  in  proportion  to 
the  feebleness  and  indistinctness  with  which  he  has  per- 
ceived and  rejected  the  delusions  of  free-will. 

Religion  is  the  perception  of  the  relation  in  which  we 
stand  to  the  principle  of  the  universe.  But  if  the  principle 
of  the  universe  be  not  an  organic  being,  the  model  and  pro- 
totype of  man,  the  relation  between  it  and  human  beings  is 
absolutely  none.    Without  some  insight  into  its  will  respect- 
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ing  our  actions  religion  is  nugatory  and  vain.  But  will  is 
only  a  mode  of  animal  mind  ;  moral  qualities  also  are  such 
as  only  a  human  being  can  possess  ;  to  attribute  them  to  the 
principle  of  the  universe  is  to  annex  to  it  properties  incom- 
patible with  any  possible  definition  of  its  nature.  It  is  prob- 
able that  the  word  God  was  originally  only  an  expression 
denoting  the  unknown  cause  of  the  known  events  which  men 
perceived  in  the  universe.  By  the  vulgar  mistake  of  a  met- 
aphor for  a  real  being,  of  a  word  for  a  thing,  it  became  a 
man  endowed  with  human  qualities  and  governing  the  uni- 
verse as  an  earthly  monarch  governs  his  kingdom.  Their 
addresses  to  this  imaginary  being,  indeed,  are  much  in  the 
same  style  as  those  of  subjects  to  a  king.  They  acknow- 
ledge his  benevolence,  deprecate  his  anger  and  supplicate 
his  favor. 

But  the  doctrine  of  Necessity  teaches  us  that  in  no  case 
could  any  event  have  happened  otherwise  than  it  did  happen, 
and  that,  if  God  is  the  author  of  good,  he  is  also  the  author 
of  evil ;  that,  if  he  is  entitled  to  our  gratitude  for  the  one^ 
he  is  entitled  to  our  hatred  for  the  other ;  that,  admitting 
the  existence  of  this  hypothetic  being,  he  is  also  subjected  to 
the  dominion  of  an  immutable  Necessity.  It  is  plain  that 
the  same  arguments  which  prove  that  God  is  the  author  of 
food,  light  and  life,  prove  him  also  to  be  the  author  of  poi- 
son, darkness  and  death.  The  wide-wasting  earthquake,  the 
storm,  the  battle  and  the  tyranny  are  attributable  to  this 
hypothetic  being  in  the  same  degree  as  the  fairest  forms  of 
Nature,  sunshine,  liberty  and  peace. 

But  we  are  taught  by  the  doctrine  of  Necessity  that  there 
is  neither  good  nor  evil  in  the  universe  otherwise  than  as  the 
events  to  which  we  apply  these  epithets  have  relation  to  our 
own  peculiar  mode  of  being.  Still  less  than  with  the  hypo- 
thesis of  a  God  will  the  doctrine  of  Necessity  accord  with 
the  belief  of  a  future  state  of  punishment.  God  made  man 
such  as  he  is  and  then  danmed  him  for  being  so  ;  for  to  say 
that  God  was  the  author  of  all  good,  and  man  the  author  of 
all  evil,  is  to  say  that  one  man  made  a  straight  line  and  a 
crooked  one,  and  another  man  made  the  incongruity. 
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A  Mahometan  story,  much  to  the  present  purpose,  is  re- 
corded, wherein  Adam  and  Moses  are  introduced  disputing 
before  Grod  in  the  following  manner.  <<  Thou,"  says  Moses, 
''art  Adam,  whom  Grod  created  and  animated  with  the 
breath  of  life  and  caused  to  be  worshipped  by  the  angels, 
and  placed  in  Paradise,  from  whence  mankind  have  been  ex- 
pelled for  thy  fault."  Whereto  Adam  answered,  "  Thou  art 
Moses,  whom  God  chose  for  his  apostle  and  entrusted  with 
his  word  by  giving  thee  the  tables  of  the  law  and  whom  he 
vouchsafed  to  admit  to  discourse  with  himself.  How  many 
years  dost  thou  find  the  law  was  written  before  I  was  cre- 
ated ?  "  Says  Moses,  "  Forty."  «  And  dost  thou  not  find," 
replied  Adam,  "  these  words  therein,  —  *  And  Adam  rebelled 
against  his  Lord  and  transgressed  '  ?  "  Which  Moses  confess- 
ing, *'  Dost  thou  therefore  blame  me,"  continued  he,  "  for 
doing  that  which  God  wrote  of  me  that  I  should  do,  forty 
years  before  I  was  created,  nay,  for  what  was  decreed  concern- 
ing me  fifty  thousand  years  before  the  creation  of  heaven  and 
earth  ?  "  —  Sale's  Preliminary  Discourse  to  the  Korariy  p.  164. 

VIL13:  — 

There  is  no  Gk>d  I 

This  negation  must  be  understood  solely  to  affect  a  crea- 
tive Deity.  The  hypothesis  of  a  pervading  Spirit,  coetemal 
with  the  universe,  remains  unshaken. 

A  close  examination  of  the  validity  of  the  proofs  adduced 
to  support  any.  proposition  is  the  only  secure  way  of  attain- 
ing truth,  on  the  advantages  of  which  it  is  unnecessary  to 
descant ;  our  knowledge  of  the  existence  of  a  Deity  is  a  sub- 
ject of  such  importance  that  it  cannot  be  too  minutely  inves- 
tigated ;  in  consequence  of  this  conviction  we  proceed  briefly 
and  impartially  to  examine  the  proofs  which  have  been  ad- 
duced.   It  is  necessary  first  to  consider  the  nature  of  belief. 

When  a  proposition  is  offered  to  the  mind,  it  perceives 
the  agreement  or  disagreement  of  the  ideas  of  which  it  is 
composed.  A  perception  of  their  agreement  is  termed  be- 
lief. Many  obstacles  frequently  prevent  this  perception 
from  being  immediate  ;  these  the  mind  attempts  to  remove 
in  order  that  the  perception  may  be  distinct.    The  mind  is 
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active  in  the  investigation  in  order  to  perfect  the  state  of 
perception  of  the  relation  which  the  component  ideas  of  the 
proposition  bear  to  each,  which  is  passive  ;  the  investigation 
being  confused  with  the  perception  has  induced  many  falsely 
to  imagine  that  the  mind  is  active  in  belief,  —  that  belief  is 
an  act  of  volition,  —  in  consequence  of  which  it  may  be  reg^ 
nlated  by  the  mind.  Pursuing,  continuing  this  mistake, 
they  have  attached  a  degree  of  criminality  to  disbelief,  of 
which  in  its  nature  it  is  incapable  ;  it  is  equally  incapable  of 
merit. 

Belief,  then,  is  a  passion,  the  strength  of  which,  like  every 
other  passion,  is  in  precise  proportion  to  the  degrees  of  ex- 
citement. 

The  degrees  of  excitement  are  three. 

The  senses  are  the  sources  of  all  knowledge  to  the  mind ; 
consequently  their  evidence  claims  the  strongest  assent. 

The  decision  of  the  mind,  founded  upon  our  own  experi- 
ence, derived  from  these  sources,  claims  the  next  degree. 

The  experience  of  others,  which  addresses  itself  to  the 
former  one,  occupies  the  lowest  degree. 

(A  graduated  scale,  on  which  should  be  marked  the  capa^ 
biJities  of  propositions  to  approach  to  the  test  of  the  senses, 
would  be  a  just  barometer  of  the  belief  which  ought  to  be 
attached  to  them.) 

Consequently  no  testimony  can  be  admitted  which  is  con- 
trary to  reason ;  reason  is  founded  on  the  evidence  of  our 
senses.  • 

Every  proof  may  be  referred  to  one  of  these  three  divi- 
sions. It  is  to  be  considered  what  arguments  we  receive 
from  each  of  them,  which  should  convince  us  of  the  existence 
of  a  Deity. 

Ist.  The  evidence  of  the  senses.  If  the  Deity  should 
appear  to  us,  if  he  should  convince  our  senses  of  his  exist- 
ence, this  revelation  would  necessarily  command  belief. 
Those  to  whom  the  Deity  has  thus  appeared  have  the  strong- 
est possible  conviction  of  his  existence.  But  the  Grod  of 
theologians  is  incapable  of  local  visibility. 

2nd.  Reason.  It  is  urged  that  man  knows  that  whatever 
is  must  either  have  had  a  beginning,  or  have  existed  from 
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all  eternity ;  he  also  knows  that  whatever  is  not  eternal 
most  have  had  a  cause.  When  this  reasoning  is  applied  to 
the  nniverse,  it  is  necessary  to  prove  that  it  was  created ; 
until  that  is  clearly  demonstrated,  we  may  reasonably  sup- 
pose that  it  has  endured  from  all  eternity.  We  must  prove 
design  before  we  can  infer  a  designer.  The  only  idea  which 
we  can  form  of  causation  is  derivable  from  the  constant  con- 
junction of  objects,  and  the  consequent  inference  of  one 
from  the  other.  In  a  case  where  two  propositions  are  dia- 
metrically opposite,  the  mind  believes  that  which  is  least  in- 
comprehensible :  it  is  easier  to  suppose  that  the  universe 
has  existed  from  all  eternity  than  to  conceive  a  being  beyond 
its  limits  capable  of  creating  it ;  if  the  mind  sinks  beneath 
the  weight  of  one,  is  it  an  alleviation  to  increase  the  intoler- 
ability  of  the  burden  ? 

The  other  argument,  which  is  founded  on  a  man's  know- 
ledge of  his  own  existence,  stands  thus.  A  man  knows  not 
only  that  he  now  is,  but  that  once  he  was  not ;  consequently 
there  must  have  been  a  cause.  But  our  idea  of  causation  is 
alone  derivable  from  the  constant  conjunction  of  objects  and 
the  consequent  inference  of  one  from  the  other  ;  and,  reason- 
ing experimentally,  we  can  only  infer  from  effects  causes 
exactly  adequate  to  those  effects.  But  there  certainly  is  a 
generative  power  which  is  effected  by  certain  instruments  ; 
we  cannot  prove  that  it  is  inherent  in  these  instruments  ; 
nor  is  the  contrary  hypothesis  capable  of  demonstration. 
We  admit  that  the  generative  power  is  incomprehensible  ; 
but  to  suppose  that  the  same  effect  is  produced  by  an  eternal, 
omniscient,  omnipotent  being  leaves  the  cause  in  the  same 
obscurity,  but  renders  it  more  incomprehensible. 

3rd.  Testimony.  It  is  required  that  testimony  should  not 
be  contrary  to  reason.  The  testimony  that  the  Deity  con- 
vinces the  senses  of  men  of  his  existence  can  only  be  admit- 
ted by  us,  if  our  mind  considers  it  less  probable  that  these 
men  should  have  been  deceived  than  that  the  Deity  should 
have  appeared  to  them.  Our  reason  can  never  admit  the 
testimony  of  men  who  not  only  declare  that  they  were  eye- 
witnesses of  miracles,  but  that  the  Deity  was  irrational ;  for 
he  commanded  that  he  should  be  believed,  he  proposed  the 
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highest  rewards  for  faith,  eternal  punishments  for  disbelief. 
We  can  only  command  voluntary  actions  ;  belief  is  not  an 
act  of  volition  ;  the  mind  is  even  passive,  or  involuntarily 
active  ;  from  this  it  is  evident  that  we  have  no  sufficient 
testimony,  or  rather  that  testimony  is  insufficient  to  prove 
the  being  of  a  God.  It  has  been  before  shown  that  it  cannot 
be  deduced  from  reason.  They  alone,  then,  who  have  been 
convinced  by  the  evidence  of  the  senses,  can  believe  it. 

Hence  it  is  evident  that,  having  no  proofs  from  either  of 
the  three  sources  of  conviction,  the  mind  cannot  believe  the 
existence  of  a  creative  God  ;  it  is  also  evident  that,  as  belief 
is  a  passion  of  the  mind,  no  degree  of  criminality  is  attach- 
able to  disbelief  ;  and  that  they  only  are  reprehensible  who 
neglect  to  remove  the  false  medium  through  which  their 
mind  views  any  subject  of  discussion.  Every  reflecting 
mind  must  acknowledge  that  there  is  no  proof  of  the  exist- 
ence of  a  Deity. 

God  is  an  hypothesis,  and,  as  such,  stands  in  need  of  proof; 
the  onus  prohandi  rests  on  the  theist.  Sir  Isaac  Newton  says  : 
''  Hypotheses  non  fingo,  quicquid  enim  ex  phsenomenis  non 
deducitur  hypothesis  vocanda  est,  et  hypothesis  vel  metaphy- 
sicse,  vel  physicse,  vel  qualitatum  occultarum,  sen  mechanicse, 
in  philosophia  locum  non  habent."  To  all  proofs  of  the  ex- 
istence of  a  creative  God  apply  this  valuable  rule.  We  see  a 
variety  of  bodies  possessing  a  variety  of  powers  ;  we  merely 
know  their  effects ;  we  are  in  a  state  of  ignorance  with  respect 
to  their  essences  and  causes.  These  Newton  calls  the  pheno- 
mena of  things  ;  but  the  pride  of  philosophy  is  unwilling  to 
admit  its  ignorance  of  their  causes.  From  the  phenomena, 
which  are  the  objects  of  our  senses,  we  attempt  to  infer  a 
cause,  which  we  call  God,  and  gratuitously  endow  it  with  all 
negative  and  contradictory  qualities.  From  this  hypothesis 
we  invent  this  general  name  to  conceal  our  ignorance  of 
causes  and  essences.  The  being,  called  God,  by  no  means 
answers  with  the  conditions  prescribed  by  Newton  ;  it  bears 
every  mark  of  a  veil  woven  by  philosophical  conceit  to  hide 
the  ignorance  of  philosophers  even  from  themselves.  They 
borrow  the  threads  of  its  texture  from  the  anthropomorphism 
of  the  vulgar.    Words  have  been  used  by  sophists  for  the 
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same  purposes,  from  the  <<  occult  qualities  "  of  the  Peripate- 
tics to  the  effluvium  of  Boyle  and  the  crinities  or  nehulce  of 
Herschel.  Grod  is  represented  as  infinite,  eternal,  incompre- 
hensible ;  he  is  contained  under  every  prcedicate  in  non  that 
the  logic  of  ignorance  could  fabricate.  Even  his  worshippers 
allow  that  it  is  impossible  to  form  any  idea  of  him ;  they 
exclaim  with  the  French  poet, 

Pour  dire  ce  qu^il  est,  ilfaut  itre  lui-m^me. 


Lord  Bacon  says,  that  '<  atheism  leaves  to  man  reason, 
philosophy,  natural  piety,  laws,  reputation,  and  everything 
that  can  serve  to  conduct  him  to  virtue ;  but  superstition 
destroys  all  these,  and  erects  itself  into  a  tyranny  over  the 
understandings  of  men  :  hence  atheism  never  disturbs  the 
government,  but  renders  man  more  clear-sighted,  since  he 
sees  nothing  beyond  the  boundaries  of  the  present  life." 

Bacon's  Moral  Essays, 

La  premiere  th^ologie  de  lliomme  lui  fit  d'abord  craindre 
et  adorer  les  ^dmens  meme,  des  objets  mat^riels  et  gros- 
siers;  il  rendit  ensuite  ses  hommages  k  des  agents  pr^sidants 
auz  ^Idmens,  k  des  genies  puissants,  k  des  g^nies  inf^rieurs, 
k  des  h^ros,  ou  k  des  hommes  dou^s  de  grands  qualit^s.  A 
force  de  r^fl^hir  il  crut  simplifier  les  choses  en  soumettant 
la  nature  enti^re  k  un  seul  agent,  k  un  intelligence  souve- 
raine,  k  un  esprit,  k  une  &me  universelle  qui  mettoit  cette 
nature  et  ses  parties  en  mouvement.  En  remontant  des 
causes  en  causes,  les  mortels  ont  fini  par  ne  rien  voir ;  et 
c'est  dans  cette  obscurity  qu'ils  ont  plac^  leur  Dieu  ;  c'est 
dans  cette  abime  t^n^breux  que  leur  imagination  inqui^te 
travaille  toujours  k  se  fabriquer  des  chim^res,  que  les  afflige- 
ront  jusqu'k  ce  que  la  connoissance  de  la  nature  les  d^trompe 
des  phantomes  qu'ils  ont  toujours  si  vaiuement  adores. 

Si  nous  voulons  nous  rendre  compte  de  nos  id^es  sur  la 
Divinity,  nous  serous  obliges  de  convenir  que,  par  le  mot 
Dieuy  les  honmies  n'ont  jamais  pu  designer  que  la  cause  la 
plus  cach^e,  la  plus  ^loign^e,  la  plus  inconnue  des  effets 
qu'ils  voyoient :  ils  ne  font  usage  de  ce  mot,  que  lorsque  le 
jeu  des  causes  naturelles  et  connues  cesse  d'etre  visible 
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pour  eux;  d^s  qu'ils  perdent  le  fil  de  ces  causes,  ou  d^s 
que  leur  esprit  ne  peut  plus  en  suivre  la  chame,  ils  tran- 
chent  la  difficult^,  et  terminent  leur  recherches  en  appellant 
Dieu  la  demi^re  des  causes,  c'est-lt-dire  celle  qui  est  au  delib 
de  toutes  les  causes  qu'ils  connoissent ;  ainsi  lis  ne  font 
qu'assigner  une  denomination  vague  k  une  cause  ignore,  k 
laquelle  leur  paresse  ou  les  bomes  de  leurs  connoissances 
les  forcent  de  s'arreter.  Toutes  les  fois  qu'on  nous  dit  que 
Dieu  est  I'auteur  de  quelque  ph^nom^ne,  cela  signifie  qu'on 
ignore  comment  un  tel  ph^nom^ne  a  pu  s'op^rer  par  le  s^ 
cours  des  forces  ou  des  causes  que  nous  connoissons  dans  la 
nature.  C'est  ainsi  que  le  commun  des  hommes,  dont  I'ig- 
norance  est  la  portage,  attribue  k  la  Divinity  non  settlement 
les  effets  inusit^s  que  les  frappent,  mais  encore  les  ^vdne- 
mens  les  plus  simples,  dont  les  causes  sont  les  plus  faciles  k 
connoitre  pour  quiconque  a  pu  les  m^diter.  En  un  mot, 
I'homme  a  toujours  respects  les  causes  inconnues  des  effets 
surprenans,  que  son  ignorance  I'empechoit  de  d^meler.  .  .  . 
Ce  fut  sur  les  debris  de  la  nature  que  les  hommes  ^lev^rent 
le  colosse  imaginaire  de  la  Divinity. 

Si  I'ignorance  de  la  nature  donna  la  naissance  aux  dienz, 
la  connoissance  de  la  nature  est  faite  pour  les  detruire.  A 
m^sure  que  I'homme  s'instruit,  ses  forces  et  ses  ressources 
augmentent  avec  ses  lumi^res  ;  les  sciences,  les  arts  conser- 
vateurs,  I'iudustrie  lui  foumissent  des  secours;  I'exp^rience 
le  rassure  ou  lui  procure  des  moyens  de  rdsister  aux  efforts 
de  biens  des  causes  qui  cessent  de  I'alarmer  d^s  qu'il  les  a 
connues.  En  un  mot,  ses  terreurs  se  dissipent  dans  la  meme 
proportion  que  son  esprit  s'^claire.  L'homme  instruit  cesse 
d'etre  superstitieux.  .  .  . 

Ce  n'est  jamais  que  sur  parole  que  des  peuples  entiers 
adorent  le  Dieu  de  leurs  p^res  et  de  leurs  pr^tres  :  I'aa- 
toritd,  la  confiance,  la  soumission,  et  I'habitude  leur  tien- 
nent  lieu  de  conviction  et  de  preuves  ;  ils  se  prostement 
et  prient,  parce  que  leurs  peres  leur  ont  appris  k  se  pro- 
sterner  et  k  prier :  mais  pourquoi  ceux-ci  se  sont-ils  mis  k 
g^noux  ?  C'est  que  dans  les  temps  ^oign^s  leurs  Idgisla- 
teurs  et  leurs  guides  leur  en  ont  fait  un  devoir.  "  Adorez 
•et  croyez,"  out-ils  dit,  ''  des  dieux  que  vous  ne  pouvez  com- 
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prendre  ;  rapportez-yous  en  h.  notre  sagesse  profonde;  noos 
en  Savons  plus  que  voos  sur  la  divinity."  Mais  pourquoi 
m'en  rapporterai-je  k  voos  ?  C'^st  que  Dieu  le  yeut  ainsi, 
e'est  que  Dieu  vous  punira  si  vous  osez  r^sister.  Mais  ce 
Dieu  n'est-il  done  pas  la  chose  en  question?  Cependant 
les  hommes  se  sont  toujours  pay^s  de  ce  cercle  yieieuz  ;  la 
paresse  de  leur  esprit  leur  fit  trouver  plus  court  de  s'en 
rapporter  an  jugement  des  autres.  Toutes  les  notions  re- 
lig^euses  sont  fond^s  uniquement  sur  I'autoritd;  toutes  les 
religions  dn  monde  d^f endent  I'ezamen  et  ne  yeulent  pas 
que  I'on  raisonne  ;  c'est  I'autorit^  qui  veut  qu'on  croie  en 
Dieu ;  ce  Dieu  n'est  lui-mSme  fonde  que  sur  I'autoritd  de 
quelques  hommes  qui  prdtendent  le  connoitre,  et  venir  de  sa 
part  pour  Pannonce^  k  la  terre.  Un  Dieu  fait  par  les 
hommes,  a  sans  doutes  besoin  des  hommes  pour  se  faire  con- 
noitre  au  monde. 

Ne  seroit-ce  done  que  pour  des  pretres,  des  inspires,  des 
metaphjsiciens  que  seroit  reserv^e  la  conviction  de  Texist- 
ence  d'un  Dieu,  que  I'on  dit  n^anmoins  si  n^cessaire  k  tout 
le  g^nre-humain  ?  Mais  trouvons-nous  de  Tharmonie  entre 
les  opinions  th^ologiques  des  diff^rents  inspires,  on  des  pen- 
seurs  r^pandus  sur  la  terre  ?  Ceux  meme  qui  font  profes- 
sion d'adorer  le  meme  Dieu,  sont-ils  d'accord  sur  son  compte  ? 
Sont-ils  contents  des  preuves  que  leurs  collogues  apportent 
de  son  existence?  Souscrivent-ils  nnanimement  aux  id^s 
qu'ils  pr^sentent  sur  sa  nature,  sur  sa  conduite,  sur  la  fa^n 
d'entendre  ses  pr^tendus  oracles  ?  Est-il  une  contr^e  sur  la 
terre,  oh.  la  science  de  Dieu  se  soit  r^ellement  perf  ectionn^e  ? 
A-t-elle  pris  quelque  part  la  consistence  et  Funiformit^  que 
nous  Yoyons  prendre  aux  oonnoissances  humaines,  aux  arts 
les  plus  f  utiles,  aux  metiers  les  plus  mdpris^s  ?  Les  mots 
d'espritf  (Timmaterialite,  de  creation^  de  predestinationy  de  grace  ; 
cette  foule  de  distinctions  subtiles  dont  la  th^olog^e  s'est 
partout  remplie  dans  quelques  pays  ;  ces  inventions  si  ing^ 
nieuses,  imagin^es  par  des  penseurs  qui  se  sont  succ^^ 
depuis  taut  de  si^des,  n'ont  fait,  helas  I  qu'embrouiller  les 
choses,  et  jamais  la  science  la  plus  n^cessaire  aux  hommes 
n'a  jusqu'ici  pu  acqu^rir  la  moindre  fixity.  Depuis  des 
milliers  d'ann^es,  ces  reveurs  oisif s  se  sont  perpdtuellement 
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relav^s  pour  mdditer  la  Divinity,  pour  deyiner  ses  voies 
cach^es,  pour  inventer  des  hypotheses  propres  k  d^velopper 
cette*  ^nigine  importante.  Leur  peu  de  succ^s  n'a  point 
d^ourag^  la  yanit^  th^ologique ;  toujours  on  a  parl^  de 
Dieu :  on  s'est  dispute,  I'on  s'est  ^gorg^  pour  lui,  et  cet 
etre  sublime  demeure  toujours  le  plus  ignor^  et  le  plus 
discut^. 

Les  hommes  auroient  ^td  trop  heureux,  si,  se  bomant  aux 
objets  yisibles  qui  les  int^ressent,  Us  eussent  employ^  k  per- 
fectionner  leurs  sciences  r^elles,  leurs  loix,  leur  morale,  leur 
education,  la  moitid  des  efforts  qu'ils  ont  mis  dans  leurs  re- 
cherches  sur  la  Divinity.  lis  auroient  ^t^  bien  plus  sages 
encore,  et  plus  fortunes,  s'ils  eussent  pu  consentir  k  laisser 
leurs  guides  d^soeuyr^s  se  quereller  edtre  euz,  et  sonder  des 
profondeurs  capables  de  les  ^tourdir,  sans  se  mSler  de  leurs 
disputes  insens^es.  Mais  il  est  de  I'essence  de  P  ignorance 
d'attacher  de  I'importance  k  ce  qu'elle  ne  comprend  pas. 
La  yanit^  humaine  fait  que  I'esprit  se  roidit  contre  des  diffi- 
cult^s.  Plus  un  objet  se  derobe  k  nos  yeux,  plus  nous  fai- 
sons  d'efforts  pour  le  saisir,  parce  que  d^s  lors  il  aiguillone 
notre  org^eil,  il  irrite  notre  curiosity,  il  nous  paroit  int^- 
ressant.  .  .  .  En  combattant  pour  son  Dieu  chacun  ne  com- 
battit  en  effet  que  pour  les  int^rets  de  sa  propre  yanit^,  qui 
de  toutes  les  passions  humaines,  est  la  plus  prompte  k  s'al- 
larmer,  et  la  plus  propre  k  produire  des  tres  grands  f olies. 

Si  ^cartant  pour  nn  moment  les  id^es  facheuses  que  la 
th^ologie  nous  donne  d'uu  Dieu  capricieux,  dont  les  d^crets 
partiaux  et  despotiques  d^cident  du  sort  des  humains,  nous 
ne  youlons  fixer  nos  yeux  que  sur  la  bont^  pr^tendue,  que 
tons  les  hommes,  meme  en  tremblant  deyant  ce  Dieu,  s'ac- 
cordent  k  lui  donner  ;  si  nous  lui  supposons  le  projet  qu'on 
lui  prete,  de  n'ayoir  trayaill^  que  pour  sa  propre  gloire, 
d'exiger  les  hommages  des  etres  intelligents  ;  de  ne  chercher 
dans  ses  oeuyres  que  le  bien-etre  du  genre-humain ;  com- 
ment concilier  ces  yues  et  ces  dispositions  ayeo  I'ignorance 
yraiment  inyincible  dans  laquelle  ce  Dieu,  si  glorieux  et  si 
bon,  laisse  la  plupart  des  hommes  sur  son  compte  ?  Si  Dieu 
yeut  etre  connu,  chdri,  remerci^,  que  ne  se  montre-t-il  sons 
des  traits  fayorables  k  tons  ces  dtres  intelligents  dont  il  yeut 
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Stre  tam4  et  ador^  ?  Ponrquoi  ne  point  se  manifester  k 
toute  la  terre  d'une  faQon  non  dqaivoque,  bien  plus  capable 
de  nous  convaincre,  que  ces  r^y^ations  particuliers  qui  sem- 
blent  accuser  la  Divinity  d'une  partiality  facheuse  pour 
quelqu'unes  de  ses  cr^tures?  Le  tout-puissant  n'auroit-il 
done  pas  des  moyens  plus  convainquans  de  se  montrer  anz 
hommes  que  oes  metamorphoses  ridicules,  ces  incarnations 
pr^tendues,  qui  nous  sont  attest^es  par  des  dcrivains  si  peu 
d'accord  entre  eux  dans  les  r^cits  qu'ils  en  font  ?  Au  lieu 
de  tant  de  miracles,  inyent^s  pour  prouver  la  mission  divine 
de  tant  de  Idgislateurs,  t4y4t4s  par  les  diff^rens  peuples  dn 
monde,  le  souverain  des  esprits  ne  pouyoit-il  pas  convaincre 
tout  d'un  coup  Pesprit  humain  des  choses  qu'il  youloit  lui 
faire  connoitre  ?  Au  lieu  de  suspendre  un  soleil  dans  la 
Yoiite  du  firmament ;  au  lieu  de  repandre  sans  ordre  les 
etoiles,  et  les  constellations  qui  remplissent  I'espaoe,  n*eut-il 
pas  6t6  plus  conforme  auz  vues  d'un  Dieu  si  jaloux  de  sa 
gloire  et  si  bien  intentionnd  pour  lliomme,  d'^crire  d'une 
ia/qon  non  sujette  k  dispute,  son  nom,  ses  attributs,  ses 
volont^s  permanentes  en  caract^res  ineffagables,  et  lisibles 
^galement  pour  tons  les  habitans  de  la  terre?  Personne 
alors  n'auroit  pn  douter  de  I'existence  d'un  Dieu,  de  ses  vo- 
lenti claires,  de  ses  intentions  yisibles.  Sous  les  yeuz  de  ce 
Dieu  si  sensible  personne  n'auroit  eu  I'audace  de  violer  ses 
ordonnances ;  nul  mortel  n'eut  osd  se  mettre  dans  le  cas 
d'attirer  sa  colore  :  enfin  nul  homme  n'eut  eu  le  front  d'en 
imposer  en  son  nom,  ou  d'interpreter  ses  volont^s  suiyant 
ses  propres  fantasies. 

La  th^logie  est  vraiment  le  tonneau  des  Dcmaldes,  A 
force  de  qualitds  contradictoires  et  d'assertions  hazard^es, 
elle  a,  pour  ainsi  dire,  tellement  garrot^  son  Dieu  qu'elle  I'a 
mis  dans  Pimpossibilit^  d'agir.  En  effet,  quand  meme  on 
admetteroit  I'existence  du  Dieu  thdolog^que,  et  la  r^alite  des 
attributs  si  discordans  qu'on  lui  donne,  I'on  ne  pent  en  rien 
conclure,  pour  autorizer  la  oonduite  ou  les  cultes  qu'on  pre- 
sent de  lui  rendre.  S'il  est  infiniment  bon  quelle  raison 
aurions-nous  de  le  craindre?  S'il  est  infiniment  sage,  de 
quoi  nous  inquidter  sur  notre  sort?  S'il  salt  tout,  ponr- 
qnoi  I'avertir  de  nos  besoins,  et  le  fatigner  de  nos  pri^res  ? 
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S'il  est  partout,  poarquoi  lui  ^ever  des  temples  ?  S'il  est 
maitre  de  toat,  poarquoi  lui  .  .  .  f aire  des  sacrifices  et  des 
offrandes  ?  S'il  est  juste,  comment  croire  qu'il  punisse  des 
or^tures  qu'il  a  remplies  de  f oiblesses  ?  Si  la  g^race  fait  tout 
en  elles,  quelle  raison  auroit-il  de  les  r^compenser?  S'il 
est  tout-puissant,  comment  I'offenser,  comment  lui  resister  ? 
S'il  est  raisonnable  conmaent  se  mettroit-il  en  colore  contre 
des  aveugles,  k  qui  il  a  laissd  la  liberty  de  ddraisonner  ? 
S'il  est  immuable,  de  quel  droit  pr^tendrions-nous  faire 
changer  ses  decrets  ?  S'il  est  inconcevable,  pourquoi  nous 
en  occuper  ?  S'IL  A  PARLE,  POURQUOI  L'UNIVERS 
N'EST-IL  PAS  CONVAINCU  ?  Si  la  connoissance  d'un 
Dieu  est  la  plus  ndcessaire,  pourquoi  n'est-elle  pas  la  plus 
^yidente,  et  la  plus  claire.  —  Systhne  de  la  Nature  par  M, 
Mirahaud  (Baron  d'Holbach),  London,  1781. 

The  enlightened  and  benevolent  Pliny  thus  publicly  pro- 
fesses himself  an  atheist :  **  Quapropter  effigiem  Dei  for- 
mamque  quserere  imbecillitatis  humanse  reor.  Quisquis  est 
Deus  (si  modo  est  alius)  et  quacunque  in  parte,  totus  est 
aensus,  totus  est  visus,  totus  auditus,  totus  animse,  totus 
animi,  totus  sui.  .  .  .  Imperfects  vero  in  homine  natur» 
prsecipua  solatia  ne  deum  quidem  posse  omnia.  Namque 
nee  sibi  potest  mortem  consciscere,  si  velit,  quod  homini  de- 
dit  optimum  in  tantis  vitse  poenis :  nee  mortales  setemitate 
donare,  aut  revocare  defunctos  ;  nee  facere  ut  qui  yizit  non 
vixerit,  qui  honores  gessit  non  gfesserit,  nullumque  habere  in 
prseterita  jus  prseterquam  oblivionis,  atque  (ut  facetis  quoque 
argumentis  societas  hsBc  cum  deo  copuletur)  ut  bis  dena 
yig^ta  non  sint  aut  multa  similiter  efficere  non  posse,  per 
quae  declaratur  baud  dubie  natursB  potentia  idqne  esse  quod 
Deum  voeemus." —  Plin.  Nat.  Hist.  ii.  cap.  7. 

The  consistent  Newtonian  is  necessarily  an  atheist.  See 
Sir  W.  Drummond's  Academical  Questions^  chap.  iii. —  Sir  W. 
seems  to  consider  the  atheism  to  which  it  leads,  as  a  snfiB^ 
cient  presumption  of  the  falsehood  of  the  system  of  grayiti^ 
tion ;  but  surely  it  is  nK>re  consistent  with  the  good  faith  of 
philosophy  to  admit  a  deduction  from  facts  than  an  hypcH 
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thesis  incapable  of  proof,  althoagh  it  might  militate  with  the 
obstiiiate  preconceptions  of  the  mob.  Had  this  author,  in- 
stead of  inveighing  against  the  guilt  and  absurdity  of  athe- 
ism, demonstrated  its  falsehood,  his  conduct  would  have 
been  more  suited  to  the  modesty  of  the  sceptic  and  the  tol- 
eration of  the  philosopher. 


Omnia  enim  per  Dei  potentiam  facta  simt.  Imo  quia 
NatnrsB  potentia  nulla  est  nisi  ipsa  Dei  potentia,  certum  est 
nos  eatenus  Dei  potentiam  non  intelligere,  quatenus  causas 
naturales  ignoramus  ;  adeoque  stulte  ad  eandem  Dei  poten- 
tiam recurritur,  quando  rei  alicujus  causam  naturalem,  hoc 
est  ipsam  Dei  potentiam,  ignoramus. 

Spinoza,  Tract.  Theologico-Pol,  cap.  i.  p.  14. 

Vn.  67:  — 

Ahasuems,  rise  I 

'*Ahasuerus  the  Jew  crept  forth  from  the  dark  cave  of 
Mount  Carmel.  Near  two  thousand  years  have  elapsed 
since  he  was  first  goaded  by  never-ending  restlessness  to 
rove  the  globe  from  pole  to  pole.  When  our  Lord  was 
wearied  with  the  burden  of  his  ponderous  cross  and  wanted 
to  rest  before  the  door  of  Ahasuerus,  the  unfeeling  wretch 
drove  him  away  with  brutality.  The  Saviour  of  mankind 
staggered,  sinking  under  the  heavy  load,  but  uttered  no 
complaint.  An  angel  of  death  appeared  before  Ahasuerus, 
and  exclaimed  indignantly,  '  Barbarian !  thou  hast  denied 
rest  to  the  Son  of  Man ;  be  it  denied  thee  also,  until  he 
comes  to  judge  the  world.' 

'<A  black  demon,  let  loose  from  hell  upon  Ahasuerus, 
goads  him  now  from  country  to  country  ;  he  is  denied  the 
consolation  which  death  affords  and  precluded  from  the  rest 
of  the  peaceful  grave. 

<*  Ahasuerus  crept  forth  from  the  dark  cave  of  Mount 
Carmel ;  he  shook  the  dust  from  his  beard,  and  taking  up 
one  of  the  skulls  heaped  there  hurled  it  down  the  eminence; 
it  rebounded  from  the  earth  in  shivered  atoms.  *  This  was 
my  father  ! '  roared  Ahasuerus.  Seven  more  skulls  rolled 
down  from  rock  to  rock,  while  the  infuriate  Jew,  following 
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them  with  ghastly  looks,  exclaimed  — '  And  these  were  my 
wives  ! '  He  still  continued  to  hurl  down  skull  after  skull, 
roaring  in  dreadful  accents — 'And  these,  and  these,  and 
these,  were  my  children  !  They  couLd  die^  but  I,  reprobate 
wretch,  alas  !  I  cannot  die  !  Dreadful  beyond  conception 
is  the  judgment  that  hangs  over  me.  Jerusalem  fell  —  I 
crushed  the  sucking  babe,  and  precipitated  myself  into  the 
destructive  flames.  I  cursed  the  Komans  —  but,  alas  ! 
alas  !  the  restless  curse  held  me  by  the  hair, — and  I  could 
not  die ! 

"  <  Rome,  the  gfiantess,  fell ;  I  placed  myself  before  the  fall- 
ing statue  ;  she  fell,  and  did  not  crush  me.  Nations  sprung 
up  and  disappeared  before  me  ;  but  I  remained  and  did  not 
die.  From  cloud-encircled  cliffs  did  I  precipitate  myself  into 
the  ocean  ;  but  the  foaming  billows  cast  me  upon  the  shore, 
and  the  burning  arrow  of  existence  pierced  my  cold  heart 
again.  I  leaped  into  Etna's  flaming  abyss,  and  roared  with 
the  giants  for  ten  long  months,  polluting  with  my  groans 
the  Mount's  sulphureous  mouth  —  ah  I  ten  long  months  ! 
The  volcano  fermented,  and  in  a  fiery  stream  of  lava  cast 
me  up.  I  lay  torn  by  the  torture-snakes  of  hell  amid  the 
glowing  cinders,  and  yet  continued  to  exist.  A  forest  was 
on  fire ;  I  darted  on  wings  of  fury  and  despair  into  the 
crackling  wood.  Fire  dropped  upon  me  from  the  trees,  but 
the  flames  only  singed  my  limbs  ;  alas !  it  could  not  con- 
sume them.  I  now  mixed  with  the  butchers  of  mankind 
and  plunged  in  the  tempest  of  the  raging  battle.  I  roared 
defiance  to  the  infuriate  Gaul,  defiance  to  the  victorious 
German  ;  but  arrows  and  spears  rebounded  in  shivers  from 
my  body.  The  Saracen's  flaming  sword  broke  upon  my 
skull ;  balls  in  vain  hissed  upon  me  ;  the  lightnings  of  battle 
glared  harmless  around  my  loins  ;  in  vain  did  the  elephant 
trample  on  me,  in  vain  the  iron  hoof  of  the  wrathful  steed  ! 
The  mine,  big  with  destructive  power,  burst  under  ^  me,  and 
hurled  me  high  in  the  air.  I  fell  on  heaps  of  smoking 
limbs,  but  was  only  singed.  The  giant's  steel  club  re- 
bounded from  my  body,  the  executioner's  hand  could  not 
strangle  me,  the  tiger's  tooth  could  not  pierce  me,  nor  would 

1  under,  Mrs.  Shelley,  18392  ||  ^o„^  Shelley,  1813. 
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the  hang^  lion  in  the  circns  devoor  me.  I  cohabited  with 
poisonoas  snakes,  and  pinched  the  red  crest  of  the  dragon. 
The  serpent  stung,  but  could  not  destroy  me.  The  dragon 
tormented,  but  dared  not  to  devour  me.  I  now  provoked 
the  fury  of  tyrants.  I  said  to  Nero, "  Thou  art  a  blood- 
hound !"  I  said  to  Christiem,"Thou  art  a  bloodhound!" 
I  said  to  Muley  Ismael,  ''Thou  art  a  bloodhound  !"  The 
tyrants  invented  cruel  torments,  but  did  not  kill  me.  —  Ha  ! 
not  to  be  able  to  die  —  not  to  be  able  to  die  —  not  to  be 
permitted  to  rest  after  the  toils  of  life  —  to  be  doomed  to 
be  imprisoned  forever  in  the  clay-formed  dungeon  —  to 
be  forever  clogged  with  this  worthless  body,  its  load  of 
diseases  and  infirmities  —  to  be  condemned  to  hold  for  mil- 
lenniums that  yawning  monster  Sameness,  and  Time,  that 
hungry  hyena,  ever  bearing  children  >  and  ever  devouring 
again  her  offspring !  —  Ha !  not  to  be  permitted  to  die  ! 
Awful  avenger  in  heaven,  hast  thou  in  thine  armory  of  wrath 
a  punishment  more  dreadful  ?  then  let  it  thunder  upon  me  ; 
command  a  hurricane  to  sweep  me  down  to  the  foot  of 
Carmel  that  I  there  may  lie  extended ;  may  pant,  and 
writhe,  and  die  ! ' " 

This  fragment  is  the  translation  of  part  of  some  German 
work,  whose  title  I  have  vainly  endeavored  to  discover. 
I  picked  it  up,  dirty  and  torn,  some  years  ago,  in  Lincoln's- 
Inn  Fields. 

VII.  135,  136  :  — 

I  will  beget  a  Son,  and  he  shall  bear 
The  sins  of  all  the  world. 

A  book  is  put  into  our  hands  when  children,  called  the 
Bible,  the  purport  of  whose  history  is  briefly  this.  That 
Grpd  made  the  earth  in  six  days,  and  there  planted  a  de- 
lightful garden,  in  which  he  placed  the  first  pair  of  human 
beings.  In  the  midst  of  the  garden  he  planted  a  tree,  whose 
fruit,  although  within  their  reach,  they  were  forbidden  to 
touch.  That  the  Devil,  in  the  shape  of  a  snake,  persuaded 
them  to  eat  of  this  fruit  ;  in  consequence  of  which  God  con- 
demned both  them  and  their  posterity  yet  unborn  to  satisfy 
his  justice  by  their  eternal  misery.     That  four  thousand 
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years  after  these  events  (the  hmnaii  race  in  the  meanwhile 
having  gone  unredeemed  to  perdition)  Crod  engendered  with 
the  betrothed  wife  of  a  carpenter  in  Judea  (whose  virginity 
iros  nevertheless  uninjured),  and  beg^t  a  Son,  whose  name 
was  Jesus  Christ ;  and  who  was  crucified  and  died,  in  order 
that  no  more  men  might  be  devoted  to  hell-fire,  he  bearing 
the  burden  of  his  Father's  displeasure  by  proxy.  The  book 
states,  in  addition,  that  the  soul  of  whoever  disbelieves  this 
sacrifice  will  be  burned  with  everlasting  fire. 

During  many  ages  of  misery  and  darkness  this  story 
gained  implicit  belief ;  but  at  length  men  arose  who  sus- 
pected that  it  was  a  fable  and  imposture,  and  that  Jesus 
Christ,  so  far  from  being  a  God,  was  only  a  man.  like  them- 
selves. But  a  numerous  set  of  men,  who  derived  and  still 
derive  immense  emoluments  from  this  opinion  in  the  shape 
of  a  popular  belief,  told  the  vulgar  that  if  they  did  not  be- 
lieve in  the  Bible,  they  would  be  danmed  to  all  eternity ; 
and  burned,  imprisoned  and  poisoned  all  the  unbiassed  and 
unconnected  enquirers  who  occasionally  arose.  They  still 
oppress  them,  so  far  as  the  people,  now  become  more  en- 
lightened, will  allow. 

The  belief  in  all  that  the  Bible  contains  is  called  Christi- 
anity. A  Roman  governor  of  Judea,  at  the  instance  of  a 
priest-led  mob,  crucified  a  man  called  Jesus  eighteen  centu- 
ries ago.  He  was  a  man  of  pure  life,  who  desired  to  rescue 
his  countrymen  from  the  tyranny  of  their  barbarous  and  de- 
g^rading  superstitions.  The  common  fate  of  all  who  desire 
to  benefit  mankind  awaited  him.  The  rabble  at  the  instiga- 
tion of  the  priests  demanded  his  death,  although  his  very 
judge  made  public  acknowledgment  of  his  innocence.  Jesus 
was  sacrificed  to  the  honor  of  that  God  with  whom  he  was 
afterwards  confounded.  It  is  of  importance,  therefore,  to 
distinguish  between  the  pretended  character  of  this  being  as 
the  Son  of  God  and  the  Saviour  of  the  world,  and  his  real 
character  as  a  man,  who  for  a  vain  attempt  to  reform  the 
world  paid  the  forfeit  of  his  life  to  that  overbearing  tyranny 
which  has  since  so  long  desolated  the  universe  in  his  name. 
Whilst  the  one  is  a  hypocritical  demon,  who  announces  him- 
self as  the  Grod  of  compassion  and  peace  even  whilst  he 
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stretches  forth  his  blood-red  hand  with  the  sword  of  discord 
to  waste  the  earth,  having  confessedly  devised  this  scheme 
of  desolation  from  eternity  ;  the  other  stands  in  the  fore- 
most list  of  those  true  heroes  who  have  died  in  the  glorious 
martyrdom  of  liberty  and  have  braved  torture,  contempt  and 
poverty  in  the  cause  of  suffering  humanity.^ 

The  vulgar,  ever  in  extremes,  became  persuaded  that  the 
omcifixion  of  Jesus  was  a  supernatural  event.  Testimonies 
of  miracles,  so  frequent  in  unenlightened  ages,  were  not 
wanting  to  prove  that  he  was  something  divine.  This  belief, 
rolling  through  the  lapse  of  ages,  met  with  the  reveries  of 
Plato  and  the  reasonings  of  Aristotle,  and  acquired  force  and 
extent,  until  the  divinity  of  Jesus  became  a  dogma,  which  to 
dispute  was  death,  which  to  doubt  was  infamy. 

Christianity  is  now  the  established  religion.  He  who  at- 
tempts to  impugn  it  must  be  contented  to  behold  murderers 
and  traitors  take  precedence  of  him  in  public  opinion ; 
though,  if  his  genius  be  equal  to  his  courage  and  assisted  by 
a  peculiar  coalition  of  circumstances,  future  ages  may  exalt 
him  to  a  divinity  and  persecute  others  in  his  name,  as  he 
was  persecuted  in  the  name  of  his  predecessor  in  the  hom- 
age of  the  world. 

The  same  means  that  have  supported  every  other  popular 
belief  have  supported  Christianity.  War,  imprisonment, 
assassination  and  falsehood,  deeds  of  unexampled  and  in- 
comparable atrocity,  have  made  it  what  it  is.  The  blood, 
shed  by  the  votaries  of  the  God  of  mercy  and  peace  since 
the  establishment  of  his  religion,  would  probably  sufBce  to 
drown  all  other  sectaries  now  on  the  habitable  globe.  We 
derive  from  our  ancestors  a  faith  thus  fostered  and  sup- 
ported ;  we  quarrel,  persecute  and  hate  for  its  maintenance. 
Even  under  a  government  which,  whilst  it  infringes  the  very 
right  of  thought  and  speech,  boasts  of  permitting  the  liberty 
of  the  press,  a  man  is  pilloried  and  imprisoned  because  he  is 
a  deist,  and  no  one  raises  his  voice  in  the  indignation  of  out- 
raged humanity.  But  it  is  ever  a  proof  that  the  falsehood 
of  a  proposition  is  felt  by  those  who  use  coercion,  not  reason- 

^  Since  writing  this  note  I  have  seen  reason  to  suspect  that 
Jesus  was  an  ambitious  man  who  aspired  to  the  throne  of  Judea. 
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ing,  to  procure  its  admission  ;  and  a  dispassionate  observer 
would  feel  himself  more  powerfully  interested  in  favor  of  a 
man  who,  depending  on  the  truth  of  his  opinions,  simply 
stated  his  reasons  for  entertaining  them,  than  in  that  of  his 
aggressor  who,  daringly  avowing  his  unwillingness  or  inca- 
pacity to  answer  them  by  argument,  proceeded  to  repress  the 
energies  and  break  the  spirit  of  their  promulgator  by  that 
torture  and  imprisonment  whose  infliction  he  could  command. 

Analogy  seems  to  favor  the  opinion  that,  as  like  other 
systems,  Christianity  has  arisen  and  augmented,  so  like  them 
it  will  decay  and  perish  ;  that,  as  violence,  darkness  and 
deceit,  not  reasoning  and  persuasion,  have  procured  its  ad- 
mission among  mankind,  so,  when  enthusiasm  has  subsided, 
and  time,  that  infallible  controverter  of  false  opinions,  has 
involved  its  pretended  evidences  in  the  darkness  of  anti- 
quity, it  will  become  obsolete  ;  that  Milton's  poem  alone 
wUl  gfive  permanency  to  the  remembrance  of  its  absurdities  ; 
and  that  men  will  laugh  as  heartily  at  g^ce,  faith,  redemp- 
tion and  original  sin,  as  they  now  do  at  the  metamorphoses 
of  Jupiter,  the  miracles  of  Romish  saints,  the  efficacy  of 
witchcraft  and  the  appearance  of  departed  spirits. 

Had  the  Christian  religion  commenced  and  continued  by 
the  mere  force  of  reasoning  and  persuasion,  the  preceding 
analogy  would  be  inadmissible.  We  should  never  speculate 
on  the  future  obsoleteness  of  a  system  perfectly  conformable 
to  Nature  and  reason  ;  it  would  endure  so  long  as  they  en- 
dured ;  it  would  be  a  truth  as  indisputable  as  the  light  of 
the  sun,  the  criminality  of  murder,  and  other  facts  whose 
evidence,  depending  on  our  organization  and  relative  situa- 
tions, must  remain  acknowledged  as  satisfactory  so  long  as 
man  is  man.  It  is  an  incontrovertible  fact,  the  considera- 
tion of  which  ought  to  repress  the  hasty  conclusions  of  cre- 
dulity or  moderate  its  obstinacy  in  maintaining  them,  that, 
had  the  Jews  not  been  a  fanatical  race  of  men,  had  even  the 
resolution  of  Pontius  Pilate  been  equal  to  his  candor,  the 
Christian  religion  never  could  have  prevailed,  it  could  not  even 
have  existed  ;  on  so  feeble  a  thread  hangs  the  most  cher- 
ished opinion  of  a  sixth  of  the  human  race  !  When  will  the 
vulgar  learn  humility  ?  When  will  the  pride  of  ignorance 
blush  at  having  believed  before  it  could  comprehend  ? 
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Either  the  Christian  religion  is  tme,  or  it  is  false  ;  if 
trae,  it  comes  from  God  and  its  authenticity  can  admit  of 
douht  and  dispute  no  further  than  its  omnipotent  author  is 
willing  to  allow.  Either  the  power  or  the  goodness  of  God 
is  called  in  question  if  he  leaves  those  doctrines  most  essen- 
tial to  the  well  being  of  man  in  doubt  and  dispute  ;  the  only 
ones  which,  since  their  promulgation,  have  been  the  subject 
of  unceasing  cavil,  the  cause  of  irreconcilable  hatred.  <'  IJ 
God  has  spoken,  why  is  (he  universe  not  convinced  f  " 

There  is  this  passage  in  the  Christian  Scriptures :  "  Those 
who  obey  not  God  and  believe  not  the  Gospel  of  his  Son, 
shall  be  punished  with  everlasting  destruction."  This  is  the 
pivot  upon  which  all  religions  turn  ;  they  all  assume  that  it 
is  in  our  power  to  believe  or  not  to  believe  ;  whereas  the 
mind  can  only  believe  that  which  it  thinks  true.  A  human 
being  can  only  be  supposed  accountable  for  those  actions 
which  are  influenced  by  his  will.  But  belief  is  utterly  dis- 
tinct from  and  unconnected  with  volition ;  it  is  the  appre- 
hension of  the  agreement  or  disagreement  of  the  ideas  that 
compose  any  proposition.  Belief  is  a  passion,  or  involuntary 
operation  of  the  mind,  and,  like  other  passions,  its  intensity 
is  precisely  proportionate  to  the  degrees  of  excitement.  Voli- 
tion is  essential  to  merit  or  demerit.  But  the  Christian  reli- 
gion attaches  the  highest  possible  degrees  of  merit  and  de- 
merit to  that  which  is  worthy  of  neither  and  which  is  totally 
unconnected  with  the  peculiar  faculty  of  the  mind  whose 
presence  is  essential  to  their  being. 

Christianity  was  intended  to  reform  the  world.  Had  an 
all-wise  Being  planned  it,  nothing  is  more  improbable  than 
that  it  should  have  failed  ;  omniscience  would  infallibly  have 
foreseen  the  inutility  of  a  scheme  which  experience  demon- 
strates, to  this  age,  to  have  been  utterly  unsuccessful. 

Christianity  inculcates  the  necessity  of  supplicating  the 
Deity.  Prayer  may  be  considered  under  two  points  of 
view ;  —  as  an  endeavor  to  change  the  intentions  of  God, 
or  as  a  formal  testimony  of  our  obedience.  But  the  former 
case  supposes  that  the  caprices  of  a  limited  intelligence  can 
occasionally  instruct  the  Creator  of  the  world  how  to  regu- 
late the  universe  ;  and  the  latter,  a  certain  degree  of  servil- 


378  NOTES 

ity  analogous  to  the  loyalty  demanded  by  earthly  tyrants. 
Obedience  indeed  is  only  the  pitiful  and  cowardly  egotism 
of  him  who  thinks  that  he  can  do  something  better  than 
reason. 

Christianity,  like  all  other  religions,  rests  upon  miracles, 
prophecies  and  martyrdoms.  No  religion  ever  existed  which 
had  not  its  prophets,  its  attested  miracles,  and,  above  all, 
crowds  of  devotees  who  would  bear  patiently  the  most  hor- 
rible tortures  to  prove  its  authenticity.  It  should  appear 
that  in  no  case  can  a  discriminating  mind  subscribe  to  the 
genuineness  of  a  miracle.  A  miracle  is  an  infraction  of  Na- 
ture's law  by  a  supernatural  cause  ;  by  a  cause  acting  beyond 
that  eternal  circle  within  which  all  things  are  included.  Grod 
breaks  through  the  law  of  Nature  that  he  may  convince 
mankind  of  the  truth  of  that  revelation  which,  in  spite  of  his 
precautions,  has  been  since  its  introduction  the  subject  of 
unceasing  schism  and  cavil. 

Miracles  resolve  themselves  into  the  following  question  :  ^ 
—  Whether  it  is  more  probable  the  laws  of  Nature,  hitherto 
so  inmiutably  harmonious,  should  have  undergone  violation, 
or  that  a  man  should  have  told  a  lie  ?  Whether  it  is  more 
probable  that  we  are  ignorant  of  the  natural  cause  of  an 
event  or  that  we  know  the  supernatural  one  ?  That,  in  old 
times,  when  the  powers  of  Nature  were  less  known  than  at 
present,  a  certain  set  of  men  were  themselves  deceived  or 
had  some  hidden  motive  for  deceiving  others  ;  or  that  Grod 
beg^t  a  son  who  in  his  legislation,  measuring  merit  by  be- 
lief, evidenced  himself  to  be  totally  ignorant  of  the  powers 
of  the  human  mind  —  of  what  is  voluntary,  and  what  is  the 
contrary  ? 

We  have  many  instances  of  men  telling  lies  ;  none  of  an 
infraction  of  Nature's  laws,  those  laws  of  whose  government 
alone  we  have  any  knowledge  or  experience.  The  records 
of  all  nations  afiPord  innumerable  instances  of  men  deceiving 
others  either  from  vanity  or  interest,  or  themselves  being 
deceived  by  the  limitedness  of  their  views  and  their  igno- 
rance of  natural  causes  ;  but  where  is  the  accredited  case  of 
Grod  having  come  upon  earth,  to  give  the  lie  to  his  own 

^  See  Hume*s  EssajfSj  toL  n.  p.  121. 
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creations  ?  There  would  be  something  truly  wonderful  in 
the  appearance  of  a  ghost ;  but  the  assertion  of  a  child  that 
he  saw  one  as  he  passed  through  the  churchyard  is  univer- 
sally admitted  to  be  less  miraculous. 

But  even  supposing  that  a  man  should  raise  a  dead  body 
to  life  before  our  eyes,  and  on  this  fact  rest  his  claim  to 
being  considered  the  son  of  God  ;  —  the  Humane  Society  re- 
stores drowned  persons,  and  because  it  makes  no  mystery  of 
the  method  it  employs  its  members  are  not  mistaken  for  the 
sons  of  Grod.  All  that  we  haye  a  right  to  infer  from  our 
ignorance  of  the  cause  of  any  eyent  is  that  we  do  not  know 
it.  Had  the  Mexicans  attended  to  this  simple  rule  when 
they  heard  the  cannon  of  the  Spaniards,  they  would  not 
have  considered  them  as  gods.  The  experiments  of  mod- 
em chemistry  would  have  defied  the  wisest  philosophers  of 
ancient  Greece  and  Rome  to  have  accounted  for  them  on 
natural  principles.  An  author  of  strong  conunon  sense  has 
observed  that  **  a  miracle  is  no  miracle  at  second-hand  ; "  he 
might  have  added  that  a  miracle  is  no  miracle  in  any  case  ; 
for  until  we  are  acquainted  with  all  natural  causes  we  have 
no  reason  to  imagine  others. 

There  remains  to  be  considered  another  proof  of  Chris- 
tianity—  Prophecy.  A  book  is  written  before  a  certain 
event,  in  which  this  event  is  foretold  ;  how  could  the  prophet 
have  foreknown  it  without  inspiration  ?  how  could  he  have 
been  inspired  without  G^  ?  The  greatest  stress  is  laid  on 
the  prophecies  of  Moses  and  Hosea  on  the  dispersion  of 
the  Jews,  and  that  of  Isaiah  concerning  the  coming  of  the 
Messiah.  The  prophecy  of  Moses  is  a  collection  of  every 
possible  cursing  and  blessing ;  and  it  is  so  far  from  being 
marvellous  that  the  one  of  dispersion  should  have  been  ful- 
filled that  it  would  have  been  more  surprising  if,  out  of  all 
these,  none  should  have  taken  effect.  In  Deuteronomy,  chap, 
xxviii,  V.  64,  where  Moses  explicitly  foretells  the  disper- 
sion, he  states  that  they  shall  there  serve  gods  of  wood  and 
stone  :  <<  And  the  Lord  shall  scatter  thee  among  all  people, 
from  the  one  end  of  the  earth  even  unto  the  other,  and  there 
thou  sJuUt  serve  other  gods,  which  neither  thou  nor  thy  fathers 
have  knoumf  even  gods  of  wood  and  stone,**    The  Jews  are  at 
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this  day  remarkably  tenacious  of  their  religion.  Moses  also 
declares  that  they  shall  be  subjected  to  these  curses  for  dis- 
obedience to  his  ritual :  ''  And  it  shall  come  to  pass  if  thou 
wilt  not  hearken  imto  the  voice  of  the  Lord  thy  God,  to  ob- 
serve to  do  all  the  conunandments  and  statutes  which  I 
command  you  this  day,  that  all  these  curses  shall  come  upon 
thee  and  overtake  thee."  Is  this  the  real  reason?  The 
third,  fourth  and  fifth  chapters  of  Hosea  are  a  piece  of  im- 
modest confession.  The  indelicate  type  might  apply  in  a 
hundred  senses  to  a  hundred  things.  The  fifty-third  chap- 
ter of  Isaiah  is  more  explicit,  yet  it  does  not  exceed  in  clear- 
ness the  oracles  of  Delphos.  The  historical  proof  that 
Moses,  Isaiah  and  Hosea  did  write  when  they  are  said  to 
have  written,  is  far  from  being  clear  and  circumstantial. 

But  prophecy  requires  proof  in  its  character  as  a  miracle  ; 
we  have  no  right  to  suppose  that  a  man  foreknew  future 
events  from  God,  until  it  is  demonstrated  that  he  neither 
could  know  them  by  his  own  exertions,  nor  that  the  writings 
which  contain  the  prediction  could  possibly  have  been  fabri- 
cated after  the  event  pretended  to  be  foretold.  It  is  more 
probable  that  writings,  pretending  to  divine  inspiration, 
should  have  been  fabricated  after  the  fulfilment  of  their 
pretended  prediction,  than  that  they  should  have  really  been 
divinely  inspired,  when  we  consider  that  the  latter  suppo- 
sition makes  God  at  once  the  creator  of  the  human  mind 
and  ignorant  of  its  primary  powers,  particularly  as  we  have 
numberless  instances  of  false  religions  and  forged  prophe- 
cies of  things  long  past,  and  no  accredited  case  of  God  hav- 
ing conversed  with  men  directly  or  indirectly.  It  is  also 
possible  that  the  description  of  an  event  might  have  fore- 
gone its  occurrence  ;  but  this  is  far  from  being  a  legitimate 
proof  of  &  divine  revelation,  as  many  men,  not  pretending  to 
the  character  of  a  prophet,  have  nevertheless,  in  this  sense, 
prophesied. 

Lord  Chesterfield  was  never  yet  taken  for  a  prophet, 
even  by  a  bishop,  yet  he  uttered  this  remarkable  prediction  : 
"  The  despotic  government  of  France  is  screwed  up  to  the 
highest  pitch  ;  a  revolution  is  fast  approaching  ;  that  revo- 
lution, I  am  convinced,  will  be  radical  and  sanguinary." 
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This  appeared  in  the  letters  of  the  prophet  long  before  the 
accomplishment  of  this  wonderful  prediction.  Now,  have 
these  particulars  come  to  pass,  or  have  they  not  ?  If  they 
have,  how  could  the  Earl  have  foreknown  them  without  in- 
spiration ?  If  we  admit  the  truth  of  the  Christian  religion 
on  testimony  such  as  this,  we  must  admit,  on  the  same 
strength  of  evidence,  that  God  has  afi&zed  the  highest  re- 
wards to  belief  and  the  eternal  tortures  of  the  never-dying 
worm  to  disbelief ;  both  of  which  have  been  demonstrated 
to  be  involuntary. 

The  last  proof  of  the  Christian  religion  depends  on  the 
influence  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  Theologians  divide  the  influence 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  into  its  ordinary  and  extraordinary  modes 
of  operation.  The  latter  is  supposed  to  be  that  which  in- 
spired the  Prophets  and  Apostles  ;  and  the  former  to  be  the 
g^race  of  God,  which  sunmiarily  makes  known  the  truth  of 
bis  revelation  to  those  whose  mind  is  fitted  for  its  reception 
by  a  submissive  perusal  of  his  word.  Persons  convinced  in 
this  manner  can  do  anything  but  account  for  their  conviction, 
describe  the  time  at  which  it  happened  or  the  manner  in 
which  it  came  upon  them.  It  is  supposed  to  enter  the  mind 
by  other  channels  than  those  of  the  senses,  and  therefore  pro- 
fesses to  be  superior  to  reason  foimded  on  their  experience. 

Admitting,  however,  the  usefulness  or  possibility  of  a 
divine  revelation,  unless  we  demolish  the  foundations  of  all 
human  knowledge,  it  is  requisite  that  our  reason  should  pre- 
viously demonstrate  its  genuineness  ;  for,  before  we  extin- 
gxdsh  the  steady  ray  of  reason  and  common  sense,  it  is  fit 
that  we  should  discover  whether  we  cannot  do  without  their 
assistance,  whether  or  no  there  be  any  other  which  may  suf- 
fice to  guide  us  through  the  labyrinth  of  life  :^  for,  if  a 
man  is  to  be  inspired  upon  all  occasions,  if  he  is  to  be  sure 
of  a  thing  because  he  is  sure,  if  the  ordinary  operations  of 
the  Spirit  are  not  to  be  considered  very  extraordinary 
modes  of  demonstration,  if  enthusiasm  is  to  usurp  the  place 
of  proof,  and  madness  that  of  sanity,  all  reasoning  is  super- 
fluous.    The  Mahometan  dies  fighting  for  his  prophet,  the 

^  See  Lockers  Essay  on  the  Human  Understanding,  book  iv. 
chap,  xix.,  on  Enthusiasm. 
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Indian  immolates  himself  at  the  chariot-wheels  of  Brahma, 
the  Hottentot  worships  an  insect,  the  Negro  a  bunch  of 
feathers,  the  Mexican  sacrifices  human  victims  !  Their 
degree  of  conviction  must  certainly  be  very  strong  ;  it  can- 
not arise  from  reasoning,^  it  must  from  feelings,  the  re- 
ward of  their  prayers.  If  each  of  these  should  afiBrm,  in 
opposition  to  the  strongest  possible  arguments,  that  inspira- 
tion carried  internal  evidence,  I  fear  their  inspired  brethren, 
the  orthodox  missionaries,  would  be  so  uncharitable  as  to 
pronounce  them  obstinate. 

Miracles  cannot  be  received  as  testimonies  of  a  disputed 
fact,  because  all  human  testimony  has  ever  been  insufficient 
to  establish  the  possibility  of  miracles.  That  which  is  inca- 
pable of  proof  itself  is  no  proof  of  anything  else.  Prophecy 
has  also  been  rejected  by  the  test  of  reason.  Those,  then, 
who  have  been  actually  inspired,  are  the  only  true  believers 

in  the  Christian  religion. 

Mox  numine  vise 
Virginei  tnmnere  sinus,  innnptaqne  mater 
Arcane  stnpnit  compleri  viscera  partu 
Anctorem  paritura  samn.    Mortalia  corda 
Artificem  texere  poli,  .  .  . 

.  .  .  latuitque  sub  uno 
Pectore,  qui  totom  late  complectitiir  orbem. 

Claudian,  Carmen  Pasckali. 

Does  not  so  monstrous  and  disgusting  an  absurdity  carry 
its  own  infamy  and  refutation  with  itself  ? 

Vm.  203-207  :  — 

Him,  still  from  hoi>e  to  hope  the  bliss  pmsuing 
Which  from  the  exhaustless  store  ^  of  hmnan  weal 
Draws  *  on  the  virtaons  mind  the  thoughts  that  rise 
In  time-destroying  infiniteness  gift 
With  self -enshrined  eternity,  <&c 

Time  is  our  consciousness  of  the  succession  of  ideas  in  our 
mind.  Vivid  sensation  of  either  pain  or  pleasure  makes  the 
time  seem  long,  as  the  conunon  phrase  is,  because  it  renders 

1  reasoning^  Rossetti  ||  conviction,  Shelley,  1813. 

2  store,  SheUey,  text,  1813  ||  love,  Shelley,  Notes,  18ia 

^  Draws,  Shelley,  text,  1813  1|  Daums,  Shelley,  Notes,  ISia 
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us  more  acutely  conscious  of  our  ideas.  If  a  mind  be  con- 
scious of  an  hundred  ideas  during  one  minute  by  the  clock, 
and  of  two  hundred  during  another,  the  latter  of  these 
spaces  would  actually  occupy  so  much  greater  extent  in 
the  mind  as  two  exceed  one  in  quantity.  If,  therefore,  the 
human  mind  by  any  future  improvement  of  its  sensibility 
should  become  conscious  of  an  infinite  number  of  ideas  in  a 
minute,  that  minute  would  be  eternity.  I  do  not  hence 
infer  that  the  actual  space  between  the  birth  and  death  of 
a  man  will  ever  be  prolonged ;  but  that  his  sensibility  is 
perfectible,  and  that  the  number  of  ideas  which  his  mind  is 
capable  of  receiving  is  indefinite.  One  man  is  stretched  on 
the  rack  during  twelve  hours,  another  sleeps  soundly  in  his 
bed ;  the  difference  of  time  perceived  by  these  two  persons 
is  immense  ;  one  hardly  will  believe  that  half  an  hour  has 
elapsed,  the  other  could  credit  that  centuries  had  flown 
during  his  agony.  Thus  the  life  of  a  man  of  virtue  and 
talent,  who  should  die  in  his  thirtieth  year,  is  with  regard  to 
his  own  feelings  longer  than  that  of  a  miserable  priest-rid- 
den slave  who  dreams  out  a  century  of  dulness.  The  one 
has  perpetually  cultivated  his  mental  faculties,  has  rendered 
himself  master  of  his  thoughts,  can  abstract  and  generalize 
amid  the  lethargy  of  every-day  business ;  the  other  can 
slumber  over  the  brightest  moments  of  his  being  and  is  unable 
to  remember  the  happiest  hour  of  his  life.  Perhaps  the 
perishing  ephemeron  enjoys  a  longer  life  than  the  tortoise. 

Dark  flood  of  time  ! 
Roll  as  it  listeth  thee  —  I  measure  not 
By  months  or  moments  thy  ambiguous  course. 
Another  may  stand  by  me  on  the  brink 
And  watch  the  bubble  whirled  beyond  his  ken 
That  pauses  at  my  feet.    The  sense  of  love, 
The  thirst  for  action,  and  the  impassioned  thought, 
Prolong  my  being ;  if  I  wake  no  more, 
My  life  more  actual  living  will  contain 
Than  some  gprey  veteran's  of  the  world's  cold  school, 
Whose  listless  hours  unprofitably  roll. 
By  one  enthusiast  feeling  uiiredeemed. 

See  Godwin's  Pel,  Jus.  vol.  i.  p.  411 ;  —  and  Condor- 
oet,  Eaquisse  d^un  Tableau  Historique  des  Progrh 
de  V  Esprit  Humain,  Epoque  iz. 
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Vin.  211,  212  :  — 

No  longer  now 
He  slays  the  lamb  that  looks  him  in  the  face. 

I  hold  that  the  depravity  of  the  physical  and  moral  nature 
of  man  originated  in  his  unnatural  habits  of  life.  The 
origin  of  man,  like  that  of  the  universe  of  which  he  is  a  part, 
is  enveloped  in  impenetrable  mystery.  His  generations 
either  had  a  beginning  or  they  had  not.  The  weight  of 
evidence  in  favor  of  each  of  these  suppositions  seems  toler- 
ably equal ;  and  it  is  perfectly  unimportant  to  the  present 
argument  which  is  assumed.  The  language  spoken,  however, 
by  the  mythology  of  nearly  all  religions  seems  to  prove  that 
at  some  distant  period  man  forsook  the  path  of  Nature  and 
sacrificed  the  purity  and  happiness  of  his  being  to  unnatu- 
ral appetites.  The  date  of  this  event  seems  to  have  also 
been  that  of  some  great  change  in  the  climates  of  the  earth, 
with  which  it  has  an  obvious  correspondence.  The  allegory 
of  Adam  and  Eve  eating  of  the  tree  of  evil  and  entailing 
upon  their  posterity  the  wrath  of  God  and  the  loss  of  ever- 
lasting life,  admits  of  no  other  explanation  than  the  disease 
and  crime  that  have  flowed  from  unnatural  diet.  Milton  was 
so  well  aware  of  this  that  he  makes  Raphael  thus  exhibit  to 
Adam  the  consequence  of  his  disobedience  :  — 

"  Immediately  a  place 
Before  his  eyes  appeared,  sad,  noisome,  dark ; 
A  lazar-honse  it  seem'd,  wherein  were  laid 
Numbers  of  all  diseased  —  all  maladies 
Of  ghastly  spasm,  or  racking  torture,  qualms 
Of  heart-sick  agony,  all  feverous  kinds, 
Convulsions,  epilepsies,  fierce  catarrhs, 
Intestine  stone  and  ulcer,  colic  pangs, 
DsBmoniac  frenzy,  moping  melancholy, 
And  moon-struck  madness,  pining  atrophy, 
Marasmus,  and  wide-wasting  pestilence. 
Dropsies  and  asthmas,  and  joint-racking  rheums." 

And  how  many  thousands  more  might  not  be  added  to 
this  frightful  catalogue  ! 

The  story  of  Prometheus  is  one  likewise  which,  although 
universally  admitted  to  be  allegorical,  has  never  been  satis- 
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factorilj  explained.  Prometheus  stole  fire  from  heaven 
and  was  chained  for  this  crime  to  Mount  Caucasus,  where  a 
vulture  continually  devoured  his  liver,  that  grew  to  meet 
its  hunger.  Hesiod  says  that  before  the  time  of  Prome- 
theus mankind  were  exempt  from  suffering ;  that  they  en- 
joyed a  vigorous  youth,  and  that  death,  when  at  length  it 
came,  approached  like  sleep  and  gently  closed  their  eyes. 
Ag^ain,  so  general  was  this  opinion,  that  Horace,  a  poet  of 
the  Augustan  age,  writes  :  — 

Aadaz  omnia  perpeti, 
Gens  homana  mit  per  vetitnm  nef  as ; 

Aadax  lapeti  genus 
Ignem  f  raude  mala  g^ntibns  intnlit : 

Post  ignem  stheria  domo 
Sabdnctum,  macies  et  nova  f  ebrinm 

Terris  inonbuit  cohois, 
Semotiqae  prios  tarda  neoessitas 

Lethi  corripuit  gradum. 

How  plain  a  language  is  spoken  by  all  this  !  Prometheus 
(who  represents  the  human  race)  effected  some  great 
change  in  the  condition  of  his  nature,  and  applied  &re  to 
culinary  purposes  ;  thus  inventing  an  expedient  for  screen- 
ing from  his  disgust  the  horrors  of  the  shambles.  From 
this  moment  his  vitals  were  devoured  by  the  vulture  of  dis- 
ease. It  consumed  his  being  in  every  shape  of  its  loath- 
some and  infinite  variety,  inducing  the  soul-quelling  sinkings 
of  premature  and  violent  death.  All  vice  arose  from  the 
ruin  of  healthful  innocence.  Tyranny,  superstition,  com- 
merce and  inequality  were  then  first  known  when  reason 
vainly  attempted  to  guide  the  wanderings  of  exacerbated 
passion.  I  conclude  this  part  of  the  subject  with  an  extract 
from  Mr.  Newton's  Defence  of  Vegetable  Regimen^  from 
whom  I  have  borrowed  this  interpretation  of  the  fable  of 
Prometheus. 

"  Making  allowance  for  such  transposition  of  the  events 
of  the  allegory  as  time  might  produce  after  the  important 
truths  were  forgotten  which  this  portion  of  the  ancient 
mythology  was  intended  to  transmit,  the  drift  of  the  fable 
appears  to  be  this  :  —  Man  at  his  creation  was  endowed  with 
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the  g^t  of  perpetual  youth  ;  that  is,  he  was  not  formed  to 
be  a  sickly  suffering  creature  as  now  we  see  him,  but  to 
enjoy  health,  and  to  sink  by  slow  degrees  into  the  bosom  of 
his  parent  earth  without  disease  or  pain.  Prometheus  first 
taught  the  use  of  animal  food  "  (jprimus  hovem  ocddit  Prome- 
tkeus  ^)  "  and  of  fire,  with  which  to  render  it  more  digestible 
and  pleasing  to  the  taste.  Jupiter,  and  the  rest  of  the 
gods,  foreseeing  the  consequences  of  these  inventions,  were 
amused  or  irritated  at  the  short-sighted  devices  of  the 
newly  formed  creature,  and  left  him  to  experience  the  sad 
effects  of  them.  Thirst,  the  necessary  concomitant  of  a 
flesh  diet,"  (perhaps  of  all  diet  vitiated  by  culinary  prepa- 
ration) **  ensued  ;  water  was  resorted  to,  and  man  for- 
feited the  inestimable  gift  of  health  which  he  had  received 
from  heaven  :  he  became  diseased,  the  partaker  of  a  pre- 
carious existence,  and  no  longer  descended  slowly  to  his 
grave."  2 

"  But  just  disease  to  luxury  sncceeda, 
And  every  death  its  own  avenger  breeds ; 
The  fury  passions  from  that  blood  began, 
And  turned  on  man  a  fiercer  savage  —  man." 

Man  and  the  animals  whom  he  has  infected  with  his 
society  or  depraved  by  his  dominion  are  alone  diseased. 
The  wild  hog,  the  mouflon,  the  bison  and  the  wolf  are  per- 
fectly exempt  from  malady  and  invariably  die  either  from 
external  violence  or  natural  old  age.  But  the  domestic 
hog,  the  sheep,  the  cow  and  the  dog  are  subject  to  an  in- 
credible variety  of  distempers ;  and,  like  the  corrupters  of 
their  nature,  have  physicians  who  thrive  upon  their  miseries. 
The  supereminence  of  man  is  like  Satan's,  a  supereminence 
of  pain  ;  and  the  majority  of  his  species,  doomed  to  penury, 
disease  and  crime,  have  reason  to  curse  the  untoward  event 
that  by  enabling  him  to  communicate  his  sensations  raised 
him  above  the  level  of  his  fellow  animals.  But  the  steps 
that  have  been  taken  are  irrevocable.  The  whole  of  human 
science  is  comprised  in  one  question  :  How  can  the  advan- 
tages of  intellect  and  civilization  be  reconciled  with  the 

1  Plin.  Nat  Hist,  lib.  vii.  sect.  57. 

2  Beturn  to  Nature.    Cadell,  1811. 
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liberty  and  pure  pleasures  of  natural  life  ?  How  can  we 
take  the  benefits  and  reject  the  evils  of  the  system  which  is 
now  interwoven  with  all  the  fibres  of  onr  being?  —  I 
believe  that  abstinence  from  animal  food  and  spiritnons 
liquors  would  in  a  great  measure  capacitate  us  for  the  solu- 
tion of  this  important  question. 

It  is  true  that  mental  and  bodily  derangement  is  attribu- 
table in  part  to  other  deviations  from  rectitude  and  Nature 
than  those  which  concern  diet.  The  mistakes  cherished 
by  society  respecting  the  connection  of  the  sexes,  whence 
the  misery  and  diseases  of  unsatisfied  celibacy,  unenjoying 
prostitution,  and  the  premature  arrival  of  puberty,  neces- 
sarily spring ;  the  putrid  atmosphere  of  crowded  cities  ; 
the  exhalations  of  chemical  processes ;  the  muffling  of  our 
bodies  in  superfluous  apparel ;  the  absurd  treatment  of  in- 
fants ;  —  all  these,  and  innumerable  other  causes,  contribute 
their  mite  to  the  mass  of  human  evil. 

Comparative  anatomy  teaches  us  that  man  resembles  fru- 
givorous  animals  in  everything  and  carnivorous  in  nothing  ; 
he  has  neither  claws  wherewith  to  seize  his  prey,  nor  distinct 
and  pointed  teeth  to  tear  the  living  fibre.  A  Mandarin  of 
the  first  class,  with  nails  two  inches  long,  would  probably 
find  them  alone  inefficient  to  hold  even  a  hare.  After  every 
subterfuge  of  gluttony  the  bull  must  be  degraded  into  the 
ox,  and  the  ram  into  the  wether,  by  an  minatural  and  in- 
human operation,  that  the  flaccid  fibre  may  offer  a  fainter 
resistance  to  rebellious  nature.  It  is  only  by  softening  and 
disguising  dead  flesh  by  culinary  preparation  that  it  is  ren- 
dered susceptible  of  mastication  or  digestion,  and  that  the 
sight  of  its  bloody  juices  and  raw  horror  does  not  excite  in- 
tolerable loathing  and  disgust.  Let  the  advocate  of  animal 
food  force  himself  to  a  decisive  experiment  on  its  fitness, 
and,  as  Plutarch  recommends,  tear  a  living  lamb  with  his 
teeth,  and,  plunging  his  head  into  its  vitals,  slake  his  thirst 
with  the  steaming  blood  ;  when  fresh  from  the  deed  of  hor- 
ror, let  him  revert  to  the  irresistible  instincts  of  Nature  that 
would  rise  in  judgment  against  it,  and  say,  "  Nature  formed 
me  for  such  work  as  this."  Then,  and  then  only,  would  he 
be  consistent. 
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Man  resembles  no  camivorous  animal.  There  is  no  ex« 
ception,  unless  man  be  one,  to  the  rule  of  herbivorous  ani- 
mals having  cellulated  colons. 

The  orang-outang  perfectly  resembles  man  both  in  the 
order  and  number  of  his  teeth.  The  orang-outang  is  the 
most  anthropomorphous  of  the  ape  tribe,  all  of  which  are 
strictly  frugivorous.  There  is  no  other  species  of  animals, 
which  live  on  different  food,  in  which  this  analogy  exists.^ 
In  many  frugivorous  animals,  the  canine  teeth  are  more 
pointed  and  distinct  than  those  of  man.  The  resemblance 
also  of  the  human  stomach  to  that  of  the  orang-K)utang  is 
greater  than  to  that  of  any  other  animal. 

The  intestines  are  also  identical  with  those  of  herbivorous 
animals,  which  present  a  larger  surface  for  absorption  and 
have  ample  and  cellulated  colons.  The  csecum  also,  though 
short,  is  larger  than  that  of  carnivorous  animals  ;  and  even 
here  the  orang-outang  retains  its  accustomed  similarity. 

The  structure  of  the  human  frame,  then,  is  that  of  one 
fitted  to  a  pure  vegetable  diet,  in  every  essential  particular. 
It  is  true  that  the  reluctance  to  abstain  from  animal  food,  in 
those  who  have  been  long  accustomed  to  its  stimulus,  is  so 
great  in  some  persons  of  weak  minds  as  to  be  scarcely  over- 
come ;  but  this  is  far  from  bringing  any  argument  in  its  favor. 
A  lamb,  which  was  fed  for  some  time  on  flesh  by  a  ship's  crew, 
refused  its  natural  diet  at  the  end  of  the  voyage.  There  are 
numerous  instances  of  horses,  sheep,  oxen  and  even  wood- 
pigeons  having  been  taught  to  live  upon  flesh  until  they 
have  loathed  their  natural  aliment.  Toung  children  evi- 
dently prefer  pastry,  oranges,  apples  and  other  fruit  to  the 
flesh  of  animals,  until  by  the  gradual  depravation  of  the  di- 
gestive organs  the  free  use  of  vegetables  has  for  a  time  pro- 
duced serious  inconveniences  ;  for  a  timey  1  say,  since  there 
never  was  an  instance  wherein  a  change  from  spirituous 
liquors  and  animal  food  to  vegetables  and  pure  water  has 
failed  ultimately  to  invigorate  the  body  by  rendering  its 
juices  bland  and  consentaneous,  and  to  restore  to  the  mind 
that  cheerfulness  and  elasticity  which  not  one  in  fifty  pos- 

^  Oavier,  Leqons  d'AnaU  Comp.  tom.  iii.  pp.  169,  373,  448,  465, 
480.    Bees's  CydopcRdia,  article  Man. 
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sesses  on  the  present  system.  A  love  of  strong  liquors  is 
also  with  difficulty  taught  to  infants.  Almost  every  one 
remembers  the  wry  faces  which  the  first  glass  of  port  pro- 
duced. Unsophisticated  instinct  is  invariably  unerring  ;  but 
to  decide  on  the  fitness  of  animal  food  from  the  perverted 
appetites  which  its  constrained  adoption  produces  is  to  make 
the  criminal  a  judge  in  his  own  cause  ;  it  is  even  worse,  it 
is  appealing  to  the  infatuated  drunkard  in  a  question  of  the 
salubrity  of  brandy. 

What  is  the  cause  of  morbid  action  in  the  animal  system  ? 
Not  the  air  we  breathe,  for  our  fellow  denizens  of  Nature 
breathe  the  same  uninjured  ;  not  the  water  we  drink  (if 
remote  from  the  pollutions  of  man  and  his  inventions  ^)  for 
the  animals  drink  it  too  ;  not  the  earth  we  tread  upon  ;  not 
the  unobscured  sight  of  glorious  Nature,  in  the  wood,  the 
field  or  the  expanse  of  sky  and  ocean  ;  nothing  that  we  are 
or  do  in  common  with  the  undiseased  inhabitants  of  the  for- 
est. Something  then  wherein  we  differ  from  them  :  our 
habit  of  altering  our  food  by  fire  so  that  our  appetite  is  no 
longer  a  just  criterion  for  the  fitness  of  its  gratification. 
Except  in  children  there  remain  no  traces  of  that  instinct 
which  determines,  in  all  other  animals,  what  aliment  is  nat- 
ural or  otherwise  ;  and  so  perfectly  obliterated  are  they  in 
the  reasoning  adults  of  our  species  that  it  has  become  neces- 
sary to  urge  considerations  drawn  from  comparative  anatomy 
to  prove  that  we  are  naturally  frugivorous. 

Crime  is  madness.  Madness  is  disease.  Whenever  the 
cause  of  disease  shall  be  discovered,  the  root,  from  which  all 
vice  and  misery  have  so  long  overshadowed  the  globe,  will 
lie  bare  to  the  axe.  All  the  exertions  of  man  from  that  mo- 
ment may  be  considered  as  tending  to  the  clear  profit  of  his 
species.  No  sane  mind  in  a  sane  body  resolves  upon  a  real 
crime.    It  is  a  man  of  violent  passions,  blood-shot  eyes  and 

^  The  necessity  of  resorting  to  some  means  of  purifying  water, 
and  the  disease  which  arises  from  its  adulteration  in  civilized 
countries,  is  sufficiently  apparent.  .  .  .  See  Dr.  Lambe's  Reports 
en  Cancer,  I  do  not  assert  that  the  use  of  water  is  in  itself  un- 
natural, but  that  the  unperverted  palate  would  swallow  no  liquid 
capable  of  occasioning  disease. 
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gwoUen  veins,  that  alone  can  grasp  the  knife  of  murder. 
The  system  of  a  simple  diet  promises  no  Utopian  advan- 
tages. It  is  no  mere  reform  of  legislation,  whilst  the  furi- 
ous passions  and  evil  propensities  of  the  human  heart,  in 
which  it  had  its  origin,  are  still  unassuaged.  It  strikes  at 
the  root  of  all  evil  and  is  an  experiment  which  may  be  tried 
with  success,  not  alone  by  nations,  but  by  small  societies, 
families  and  even  individuals.  In  no  cases  has  a  return  to 
vegetable  diet  produced  the  slightest  injury  ;  in  most  it  has 
been  attended  with  changes  undeniably  beneficial.  Should 
ever  a  physician  be  born  with  the  genius  of  Locke,  I  am 
persuaded  that  he  might  trace  all  bodily  and  mental  de- 
rangements to  our  unnatural  habits  as  clearly  as  that  philo- 
sopher has  traced  all  knowledge  to  sensation.  What  prolific 
sources  of  disease  are  not  those  mineral  and  vegetable  poi- 
sons that  have  been  introduced  for  its  extirpation  I  How 
many  thousands  have  become  murderers  and  robbers,  bigots 
and  domestic  tyrants,  dissolute  and  abandoned  adventurers, 
from  the  use  of  fermented  liquors,  who,  had  they  slaked 
their  thirst  only  with  pure  water,  would  have  lived  but  to 
diffuse  the  happiness  of  their  own  unperverted  feelings  I 
How  many  groundless  opinions  and  absurd  institutions  have 
not  received  a  general  sanction  from  the  sottishness  and  in- 
temperance of  individuals  !  Who  will  assert  that,  had  the 
populace  of  Paris  satisfied  their  hunger  at  the  ever-furnished 
table  of  vegetable  nature,  they  would  have  lent  their  brutal 
suffrage  to  the  proscription-list  of  Robespierre  ?  Could  a 
set  of  men,  whose  passions  were  not  perverted  by  unnatural 
stimuli,  look  with  coolness  on  an  auto  dafel  Is  it  to  be  be- 
lieved that  a  being  of  gentle  feelings,  rising  from  his  meal 
of  roots,  would  take  delight  in  sports  of  blood  ?  Was  Nero 
a  man  of  temperate  life  ?  could  you  read  calm  health  in  his 
cheek,  flushed  with  ungovernable  propensities  of  hatred  for 
the  human  race  ?  Did  Muley  Ismael's  pulse  beat  evenly, 
was  his  skin  transparent,  did  his  eyes  beam  with  healthful- 
ness  and  its  invariable  concomitants,  cheerfulness  and  be- 
nignity ?  Though  history  has  decided  none  of  these  ques- 
tions, a  child  could  not  hesitate  to  answer  in  the  negative. 
Surely  the  bile-suffused  cheek  of  Buonaparte,  his  wrinkled 
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brow  and  yellow  eye,  the  ceaseless  inquietude  of  his  nervous 
system,  speak  no  less  plainly  the  character  of  his  unresting 
ambition  than  his  murders  and  his  yictories.  It  is  impossi- 
ble, had  Buonaparte  descended  from  a  race  of  vegetable 
feeders,  that  he  could  have  had  either  the  inclination  or  the 
power  to  ascend  the  throne  of  the  Bourbons.  The  desire  of 
tyranny  could  scarcely  be  excited  in  the  individual,  the 
power  to  tyrannize  would  certainly  not  be  delegated  by  a 
society  neither  frenzied  by  inebriation  nor  rendered  impotent 
and  irrational  by  disease.  Pregnant  indeed  with  inexhaus- 
tible calamity  is  the  renunciation  of  instinct,  as  it  concerns 
our  physical  nature  ;  arithmetic  cannot  enumerate,  nor  rea- 
son perhaps  suspect,  the  multitudinous  sources  of  disease  in 
civilized  life.  Even  common  water,  that  apparently  innox- 
ious pabulum,  when  corrupted  by  the  filth  of  populous  cities, 
is  a  deadly  and  insidious  destroyer.^  Who  can  wonder  that 
all  the  inducements  held  out  by  God  himself  in  the  Bible  to 
virtue  should  have  been  vainer  than  a  nurse's  tale,  and  that 
those  dogmas,  by  which  he  has  there  excited  and  justified 
the  most  ferocious  propensities,  should  have  alone  been 
deemed  essential,  whilst  Christians  are  in  the  daily  practice 
of  all  those  habits  which  have  infected  with  disease  and 
crime,  not  only  the  reprobate  sons,  but  these  favored  chil- 
dren of  the  common  Father's  love  I  Omnipotence  itself 
could  not  save  them  from  the  consequences  of  this  original 
and  universal  sin. 

There  is  no  disease,  bodily  or  mental,  which  adoption  of 
vegetable  diet  and  pure  water  has  not  infallibly  mitigated, 
wherever  the  experiment  has  been  fairly  tried.  Debility  is 
gradually  converted  into  strength,  disease  into  healthful- 
ness  ;  madness,  in  all  its  hideous  variety,  from  the  ravings 
of  the  fettered  maniac  to  the  unaccountable  irrationalities 
of  ill  temper  that  make  a  hell  of  domestic  life,  into  a  calm 
and  considerate  evenness  of  temper  that  alone  might  offer 
a  certain  pledge  of  the  future  moral  reformation  of  society. 
On  a  natural  system  of  diet  old  age  would  be  our  last  and  our 
only  malady  ;  the  term  of  our  existence  would  be  protracted  ; 
we  should  enjoy  life  and  no  longer  preclude  others  from  the 

^  Lambe's  E^orts  on  Cancer. 
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enjoyment  of  it ;  all  sensational  delights  would  be  infinitely 
more  exquisite  and  perfect ;  the  very  sense  of  being  would 
then  be  a  continued  pleasure,  such  as  we  now  feel  it  in  some 
few  and  favored  moments  of  our  youth.      By  all  that  is 
sacred  in  our  hopes  for  the  human  race  I  conjure  those  who 
love  happiness  and  truth  to  g^ve  a  fair  trial  to  the  vegetable 
system.     Reasoning  is  surely  superfluous  on  a  subject  whose 
merits  an  experience  of  six  months  would  set  forever  at 
rest.     But  it  is  only  among  the  enlightened  and  benevolent 
that  so  g^eat  a  sacrifice  of  appetite  and  prejudice  can  be  ex- 
pected, even  though  its  ultimate  excellence  should  not  admit 
of  dispute.    It  is  found  easier  by  the  short-sighted  victims 
of  disease  to  palliate  their  torments  by  medicine  than  to 
prevent  them  by  regimen.     The  vulgar  of  all  ranks  are  in- 
variably sensual  and  indocile  ;  yet  I  cannot  but  feel  myself 
persuaded  that  when  the  benefits  of  vegetable  diet  are  math- 
ematically proved,  when  it  is  as  clear  that  those  who  live 
naturally  are  exempt  from  premature  death  as  that  nine  is 
not  one,  the  most  sottish  of  mankind  will  feel  a  preference 
towards  a  long  and  tranquil,  contrasted  with  a  short  and 
painful  life.     On  the  average  out  of  sixty  persons  four  die 
in  three  years.     Hopes  are  entertained  that,  in  April,  1814, 
a  statement  will  be  g^ven  that  sixty  persons,  all  having 
lived  more  than  three  years  on  vegetables  and  pure  water, 
are  then  in  perfect  health.    More  than  two  years  have  now 
elapsed  ;  not  one  of  them  has  died ;  no  such  example  will  be 
found  in  any  sixty  •  persons  taken  at  random.     Seventeen 
persons  of  all  ages   (the  families  of  Br.  Lambe  and  Mr. 
Newton)  have  lived  for  seven  years  on  this  diet  without  a 
death  and  almost  without  the  slightest  illness.     Surely,  when 
we  consider  that  some  of  these  were  infants  and  one  a  mar- 
tyr to  asthma  now  nearly  subdued,  we  may  challenge  any 
seventeen  persons  taken  at  random  in  this  city  to  exhibit  a 
parallel  case.     Those  who  may  have  been  excited  to  ques- 
tion the  rectitude  of  established  habits  of  diet  by  these  loose 
remarks  should  consult  Mr.  Newton's  luminous  and  eloquent 
essay.i 

^  Betum  to  Nature,  or  Defence  of  Vegetable  Begimen.    OadeU, 
1811. 
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When  these  proofs  come  fairly  before  the  world  and  are 
clearly  seen  by  all  who  understand  arithmetic,  it  is  scarcely 
possible  that  abstinence  from  aliments  demonstrably  per- 
nicious should  not  become  universal.  In  proportion  to  the 
number  of  proselytes,  so  will  be  the  weight  of  evidence ;  and 
when  a  thousand  persons  can  be  produced,  living  on  vege- 
tables and  distilled  water,  who  have  to  dread  no  disease  but 
old  age,  the  world  will  be  compelled  to  regard  animal  flesh 
and  fermented  liquors  as  slow  but  certain  poisons.  The 
change  which  would  be  produced  by  simpler  habits  on  polit- 
ical economy  is  sufficiently  remarkable.  The  monopolizing 
eater  of  animal  flesh  would  no  longer  destroy  his  constitu- 
tion by  devouring  an  acre  at  a  meal,  and  many  loaves  of 
bread  would  cease  to  contribute  to  gout,  madness  and  apo- 
plexy, in  the  shape  of  a  pint  of  porter  or  a  dram  of  gin,  when 
appeasing  the  long-protracted  famine  of  the  hard-working 
peasant's  hungry  babes.  The  quantity  of  nutritious  vegetable 
matter  consumed  in  fattening  the  carcase  of  an  ox  would 
afford  ten  times  the  sustenance,  undepraving  indeed,  and 
incapable  of  generating  disease,  if  gathered  immediately 
from  the  bosom  of  the  earth.  The  most  fertile  districts  of 
the  habitable  globe  are  now  actually  cultivated  by  men  for 
animals  at  a  delay  and  waste  of  aliment  absolutely  incapable 
of  calculation.  It  is  only  the  wealthy  that  can,  to  any  great 
degree,  even  now,  indulge  the  unnatural  craving  for  dead 
flesh,  and  they  pay  for  the  greater  license  of  the  privilege  by 
subjection  to  supernumerary  diseases.  Again,  the  spirit  of 
the  nation  that  should  take  the  lead  in  this  great  reform, 
would  insensibly  become  agricultural ;  commerce,  with  all 
its  vice,  selfishness  and  corruption,  would  gradually  decline  ; 
more  natural  habits  would  produce  gentler  manners,  and 
the  excessive  complication  of  political  relations  would  be 
so  far  simplified  that  every  individual  might  feel  and  un- 
derstand why  he  loved  his  country  and  took  a  personal  in- 
terest in  its  welfare.  How  would  England,  for  example, 
depend  on  the  caprices  of  foreign  rulers,  if  she  contained 
within  herself  all  the  necessaries  and  despised  whatever 
they  possessed  of  the  luxuries  of  life?  How  could  they 
starve  her  into  compliance  with  their  views  ?    Of  what  con- 
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sequence  would  it  be  that  they  refused  to  take  her  woollen 
manufactures,  when  larg^  and  fertile  tracts  of  the  island 
ceased  to  be  allotted  to  the  waste  of  pasturage  ?    On  a  nat- 
ural system  of  diet,  we  should  require  no  spices  from  India  ; 
no  wines  from  Portugal,  Spain,  France  or  Madeira ;  none 
of  those  multitudinous  articles  of  luxury,  for  which  every 
comer  of  the  globe  is  rifled,  and  which  are  the  causes  of  so 
much  individual  rivalship,  such  calamitous  and  sanguinary 
national  disputes.     In  the  history  of  modem  times  Hie  ava- 
rice of  commercial  monopoly,  no  less  than  the  ambition  of 
weak  and  wicked  chiefs,  seems  to  have  fomented  the  uni- 
versal discord,  to  have  added  stubbornness  to  the  mistakes 
of  cabinets  and  indocility  to  the  infatuation  of  the  people. 
Let  it  ever  be  remembered  that  it  is  the  direct  influence  of 
conmierce  to  make  the  interval  between  the  richest  and  the 
poorest  man  wider  and  more  unconquerable.    Let  it  be  re- 
membered that  it  is  a  foe  to  everything  of  real  worth  and 
excellence  in  the  human  character.     The  odious  and   dis- 
gusting aristocracy  of  wealth  is  built  upon  the  ruins  of  all 
that  is  good  in  chivalry  or  republicanism,  and  luxury  is  the 
forerunner  of  a  barbarism  scarce  capable  of  cure.    Is  it  im- 
possible to  realize  a  state  of  society,  where  all  the  energies 
of  man  shall  be  directed  to  the  production  of  his  solid  hap- 
piness ?   Certainly,  if  this  advantage  (the  object  of  all  polit- 
ical speculation)  be  in  any  degree  attainable,  it  is  attainable 
only  by  a  community,  which  holds  out  no  factitious  incentives 
to  the  avarice  and  ambition  of  the  few  and  which  is  internally 
organized  for  the  liberty,  security  and  comfort  of  the  many. 
None  must  be  entrusted  with  power  (and  money  is  the  com- 
pletest  species  of  power)  who  do  not  stand  pledged  to  use  it 
exclusively  for  the  general  benefit.    But  the  use  of  animal 
flesh  and  fermented  liquors  directly  militates  with   this 
equality  of  the  rights  of  man.    The  peasant  cannot  g^tify 
these  fashionable   cravings  without  leaving  his  family  to 
starve.     Without  disease  and  war,  those  sweeping  curtailers 
of  population,  pasturage  would  include  a  waste  too  great  to 
be  afforded.     The  labor  requisite  to  support  a  family  is  &r 
lighter^  than  is  usually  supposed.    The  peasantry  work, 

^  It  has  come  under  the  author's  ezperienoe,  that  some  of  the 
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not  only  for  themselves,  but  for  the  aristocracy,  the  army 
and  the  manufacturers. 

The  advantage  of  a  reform  in  diet  is  obviously  greater 
than  that  of  any  other.  It  strikes  at  the  root  of  the  evil. 
To  remedy  the  abuses  of  legislation,  before  we  annihilate 
the  propensities  by  which  they  are  produced,  is  to  suppose 
that  by  taking  away  the  effect  the  cause  will  cease  to  oper- 
ate. But  the  efficacy  of  this  system  depends  entirely  on 
the  proselytism  of  individuals,  and  grounds  its  merits,  as  a 
benefit  to  the  community,  upon  the  total  change  of  the  die- 
tetic habits  in  its  members.  It  proceeds  securely  from  a 
number  of  particular  cases  to  one  that  is  universal,  and  has 
this  advantage  over  the  contrary  mode,  that  one  error  does 
not  invalidate  all  that  has  gone  before. 

Let  not  too  much,  however,  be  expected  from  this  sys- 
tem. The  healthiest  among  us  is  not  exempt  from  heredi- 
tary disease.  The  most  symmetrical,  athletic,  and  long- 
lived  is  a  being  inexpressibly  inferior  to  what  he  would  have 
been,  had  not  the  unnatural  habits  of  his  ancestors  accumu- 
lated for  him  a  certain  portion  of  malady  and  deformity. 
In  the  most  perfect  specimen  of  civilized  man  something 
is  BtiU  found  wantuig  by  the  physiological  critic.  Can  a  re- 
turn to  Nature,  then,  instantaneously  eradicate  predisposi- 
tions that  have  been  slowly  taking  root  in  the  silence  of  in- 
numerable ages  ?  Indubitably  not.  All  that  I  contend  for 
is,  that  from  the  moment  of  the  relinquishing  all  unnatural 
habits  no  new  disease  is  generated  ;  and  that  the  predispo- 
sition to  hereditary  maladies  gradually  perishes  for  want  of 
its  accustomed  supply.  In  cases  of  consumption,  cancer, 
gout,  asthma,  and  scrofula,  such  is  the  invariable  tendency 
of  a  diet  of  vegetables  and  pure  water. 

Those  who  may  be  induced  by  these  remarks  to  give  the 

• 

workmen  on  an  embankment  in  North  Wales,  who,  in  consequence 
of  the  inability  of  the  proprietor  to  pay  them,  seldom  received  their 
wages,  have  supported  large  families  by  cultivating  small  spots 
of  sterile  gpround  by  moonlight.  In  the  notes  to  Pratt's  Poem, 
Bread  or  the  Poor,  is  an  account  of  an  industrious  laborer  who  by 
working  in  a  small  garden  before  and  after  his  day's  task  attained 
to  an  enviable  state  of  independence. 
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vegetable  system  a  fair  trial,  should,  in  the  first  place,  date 
the  commencement  of  their  practice  from  the  moment  of 
their  conviction.  All  depends  upon  breaking  through  a  per- 
nicious habit  resolutely  and  at  once.  Dr.  Trotter  ^  asserts 
that  no  drunkard  was  ever  reformed  by  gradually  relinquish- 
ing his  dram.  Animal  flesh  in  its  effects  on  the  human  stom- 
ach is  analogous  to  a  dram.  It  is  similar  in  the  kind,  though 
differing  in  the  degree,  of  its  operation.  The  proselyte  to  a 
pure  diet  must  be  warned  to  expect  a  temporary  diminution 
of  muscular  strength.  The  subtraction  of  a  powerful  stim- 
ulus will  suf&ce  to  account  for  this  event.  But  it  is  only 
temporary  and  is  succeeded  by  an  equable  capability  for 
exertion  far  surpassing  his  former  various  and  fluctuating 
strength.  Above  all,  he  will  acquire  an  easiness  of  breath- 
ing, by  which  such  exertion  is  performed,  with  a  remarkable 
exemption  from  that  painful  and  difi&cult  panting  now  felt 
by  almost  every  one  after  hastily  climbing  an  ordinary 
mountain.  He  will  be  equally  capable  of  bodily  exertion 
or  mental  application  after  as  before  his  simple  meal.  He 
will  feel  none  of  the  narcotic  effects  of  ordinary  diet.  Irri- 
tability, the  direct  consequence  of  exhausting  stimuli,  would 
yield  to  the  power  of  natural  and  tranquil  impulses.  He 
will  no  longer  pine  under  the  lethargy  of  ennui,  that  un- 
conquerable weariness  of  life,  more  to  be  dreaded  than 
death  itself.  He  will  escape  the  epidemic  madness  which 
broods  over  its  own  injurious  notions  of  the  Deity  and 
*<  realizes  the  hell  that  priests  and  beldams  feign."  Every 
man  forms  as  it  were  his  god  from  his  own  character ;  to 
the  divinity  of  one  of  simple  habits  no  offering  would  be 
more  acceptable  than  the  happiness  of  his  creatures.  He 
would  be  incapable  of  hating  or  persecuting  others  for  the 
love  of  God.  He  will  find,  moreover,  a  system  of  simple 
diet  to  be  a  system  of  perfect  epicurism.  He  will  no  longer 
be  incessantly  occupied  in  blunting  and  destroying  those 
organs  from  which  he  expects  his  gratification.  The  plea- 
sures of  taste  to  be  derived  from  a  dinner  of  potatoes,  beans, 
peas,  turnips,  lettuces,  with  a  dessert  of  apples,  gooseber- 

^  See  Trotter  on  I^e  Nervous  TemperamenL 
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ries,  strawberries,  currants,  raspberries,  and,  in  winter, 
oranges,  apples,  and  pears,  is  far  greater  than  is  supposed. 
Those  who  wait  until  they  can  eat  this  plain  fare  with  the 
sauce  of  appetite  will  scarcely  join  with  the  hypocritical 
sensualist  at  a  lord-mayor's  feast,  who  declaims  against  the 
pleasures  of  the  table.  Solomon  kept  a  thousand  concu- 
bines, and  owned  in  despair  that  all  was  vanity.  The  man 
whose  happiness  is  constituted  by  the  society  of  one  amiable 
woman  would  find  some  difficulty  in  sympathizing  with  the 
disappointment  of  this  venerable  debauchee. 

I  address  myself  not  only  to  the  young  enthusiast,  the 
ardent  devotee  of  truth  and  virtue,  the  pure  and  passionate 
moralist  yet  unvitiated  by  the  contagion  of  the  world.  He 
will  embrace  a  pure  system,  from  its  abstract  truth,  its 
beauty,  its  simplicity  and  its  promise  of  wide-extended  ben- 
efit ;  unless  custom  has  turned  poison  into  food,  he  will  hate 
the  brutal  pleasures  of  the  chase  by  instinct ;  it  will  be  a 
contemplation  full  of  horror  and  disappointment  to  his  mind 
that  beings  capable  of  the  gentlest  and  most  admirable 
sympathies  should  take  delight  in  the  death-pangs  and  last 
convulsions  of  dying  animals.  The  elderly  man,  whose 
youth  has  been  poisoned  by  intemperance,  or  who  has  lived 
with  apparent  moderation  and  is  affiicted  with  a  variety  of 
painful  maladies,  would  find  his  account  in  a  beneficial 
change  produced  without  the  risk  of  poisonous  medicines. 
The  mother,  to  whom  the  perpetual  restlessness  of  disease 
and  unaccountable  deaths  incident  to  her  children  are  the 
causes  of  incurable  unhappiness,  would  on  this  diet  experi- 
ence the  satisfaction  of  beholding  their  perpetual  healths 
and  natural  playfulness.^    The  most  valuable   lives    are 

1  See  Mr.  Newton^s  book.  His  children  are  the  most  beautiful 
and  healthy  creatures  it  is  possible  to  conceive ;  the  g^ls  are 
perfect  models  for  a  sculptor;  their  dispositions  are  also  the 
most  gentle  and  conciliating ;  the  judicious  treatment,  which  they 
experience  in  other  points,  may  be  a  correlative  cause  of  this.  In 
the  first  five  years  of  their  life,  of  18,000  children  that  are  bom 
7,500  die  of  various  diseases ;  and  how  many  more  of  those  that 
survive  are  not  rendered  miserable  by  maladies  not  immediately 
mortal  ?  The  quality  and  quantity  of  a  woman's  milk  are  ma- 
terially injured  by  the  use  of  dead  flesh.    In  an  island  near  Ice- 
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daily  destroyed  by  diseases  that  it  is  dangerous  to  palliate 
and  impossible  to  core  by  medicine.  How  mnch  longer  will 
man  continue  to  pimp  for  the  gluttony  of  death,  his  most 
insidious,  implacable  and  eternal  foe  ? 

'AAA^  BpdKovrtu  ityplovs  leaXerrc  Koi  'rapHJiXcis  Koi  Xeoirras,  av* 
roi  i€  /uai^vctrc  els  wfi^nira  jraroXiTt^vrcs  ixtirois  ovB^y.  ixel- 
pois  fijky  6  ^vos  rpwpii,  6fWf  8*  H^op  iarir, 

"On  yiip  ovK  iariy  iuf^ptifwi^  Karh.  ^h<nv  rh  (rapKo^ay^v ,  vpctTOP 
fihf  iarh  r&y  avfidrotp  SifXovrat  r^s  KarcuTKtvris.  OvSci'i  yhp  Ibucc 
rh  iaf0p^ffwov  ff&fia  rSiv  rri  aapicixpaylcf.  yeyop^Mw,  ov  ypvwSrris  x^^- 
\ovs,  OVK  o^vnis,  6yvxoSf  ov  rpax^rris  cXbmw  vp6a€ariy,  ov  koiAIos 
€vroy(a  tcaX  wvfvftaros  O^pfjJnriSj  rpfi^'  jco)  Korfpydacurdai  iwar^  rh 
0apb  jcol  Kpfioics,  &AA*  avr60€p  ^  <f>^ais  rfi  X^iAnfTi  ruv  6i6yT»y,  KaX 
rp  afiiKp6rTiTi  rov  aT6fiaros,  icai  rp  fiaXaxSniri  r^s  yXtiaariSj  Kai  t§ 
wphs  vo^fiy  i^\6rriri  rod  rvtvfiaros,  ^^6fiyvrai  riip  aoLpKwpayUuf, 
£i  9^  Xrycis,  vf^viccyai  tr^avrhv  ew\  rouvurriv  ^SevS^r,  t  fio^Kti  ipaycTy, 
vpSorov  avrhs  iwSicrciyop,  &AA*  avrhs  Sih  acavrovy  /i^  "xjnif^JifU'CPOS 
Kowiii  fiTidh  rvfivdvu  rwl,  f(i|8^  vcAcicci.  &AAA,  &5  \^koi  ico}  Apieroi 
Ktd  kfovrcs  avrol  Stra  iadiovtri  ^wevovtrip,  ^yeAc  S^fiari  jBovr,  Ij 
ar6/iari  avv,  fj  Apwa  fj  Xaywbp  ^idppTi^ovy  koX  <pdy€  vpoar^aigy  ^i 
^&yro5  &s  4K€iya, 

*Hfjifls  $€  oSrcfs  iy  r^  fiiaup6yi^  rpv^ficy,  &irr^  6i^oy  rh  Kp4as 
vpoaayopeuo/jLcy,  efr*  ii^coy  irphs  aitrh  rh  Kp4as  9(6/ie0ti,  iLya/nyy^» 
res  €\aiov,  olvovy  ftcAi,  ydpoy,  o^os,  rfiv<riAa<n  Ivpuucais,  'Aj^^afitm 
Kols,  &<nr€p  6vrus  ycKphvj  iyraupid^ovrcs,  KaX  yhp  ofhcos  avr&y 
ZiaXvOivruv  koL  fAaXax^fyrwy  Kcd  rp6roy  riyiL  Kp€oaav4yr»y  tpyoy 
iar\  r^y  vrif'tv  Kparrjaai,  Kcd  BicucparriOfiaTis  9h  Seii^  fiap^rniras, 
ifixoiel  Ka\  yoa^tis  awc^icis, 

OUrco  rh  irparoy  &ypi6y  ri  ^&oy  ifip<lo$ri  xal  Kcucovpyoy  eTr*  6pyis 
ris  fj  ix^hs  ftXxvaro*  Kal  yev6fi€yoyj  oSro  Kul  xpofi€\€riia'caf  iy 
ixciyois  rh  ipoyixhy,  ^x2  fiovy  ipydrriy  ^A06,  Kal  rh  K6trfiioy  vpSfiaroy 
Kcd  rhv  oiKovphy  &\€Krpv6ya*  teal  xarii  fiucphy  oSrco  r^y  &TAi}<rr(ay 
roydaayrcs,  iv\  atfrnyhs  &y0p<&way  koX  <f>6yovs  koX  voA^/iovs  vporiKOoy, 

IIAovT.  W€pl  acLpKo<paylas. 

land,  where  no  vegetables  are  to  be  gatj  the  children  inyariably 
die  of  tetanus  before  they  are  three  weeks  old,  and  the  popula- 
tion is  supplied  iiom.  the  main  land.  — Sir  6.  Mackenzie's  History 
of  Iceland,    See,  also,  Etnile,  chap.  L  pp.  53,  54,  56. 
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Queen  Mab  ;  /  a  /  Philosophical  Poem :  /  with  Notes.  /  By  / 
Percy  Bysshe  Shelley.  /  Eoiasez  Plnfame  I  /  Correspon- 
dance  de  VoUaire.  /  Avia  Pieridnm  peragro  loca,  nollius  ante  / 
Trita  solo ;  juvat  integros  aecedere  fonteis  ;  /  Atque  haurire  : 
juratque  novos  decerpere  flores.  /  Unde  prius  nolli  velarint 
tempora  mnssB.  /  Primom  quod  magnis  dooeo  de  rebus  ;  et 
arctis  /  Religionum  animos  nodis  exsolvere  pergo.  /  Lucret. 
lib.  iv.  /  Aos  vov  ar&y  koL  Kotrfior  Kiyritrv,  /  Archimedes.  /  Lon- 
don :  /  Printed  by  P.  B.  Shelley,  /  23,  Chapel  Street,  Grosve- 
nor  Square.  / 1813. 

Collation  :  Octavo.  Title  (with  blank  verso),  pp.  i.  ii. ; 
Dedication  (with  blank  verso),  pp.  iii.  iv. ;  Queen  Mab^  pp. 
1-122  ;  Fly-title  to  Notes  (with  blank  verso),  pp.  123, 124  ; 
Notes,  pp.  125-240  (with  imprint  repeated,  in  one  line,  at  foot 
of  page).    Issued  in  boards.    No  MS.  is  known. 

Notes  showing  the  state  of  other  editions  and  including 
minor  variations  beyond  what  has  been  abeady  noted. 

Dedication.    To  Harriet  *  ♦  *  *  *  Shelley's  wife  (see  be- 
low). The  number  of  asterisks  suggests  an  earlier  love,  Har- 
riet Grove,  to  whom  Med  win  {Life^  L  68)  assigns  the  stanzas. 
1.    78  sleeping  maid  1839^. 
155  a  1839V,  BossettL 
269  slightest  1839^. 
IV.     1  hts  1839^,  RossettL 

140  element:  Tutin  conj.,  Dowden. 

141  remcaned  Tutin  conj.,  Dowden.    The  emendation 

is  rather  a  conjecture. 
176  secure  1839^,  Rossetti,  Forman,  Dowden.  The 
change  of  construction  in  Shelley's  text,  though 
awkward,  is  perfectly  natural,  and  is  no  more 
than  an  instance  of  careless  writing,  like  many 
others  left  unaltered. 
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20a-220  omit,  1839^. 
V.     9  premise,  1839V,  Forman. 

80  yiM  1839>,  Rossetti. 
90  pdf  Dobbin  conj. 

VL    54-Vn.  276  omit,  18391. 

116  offsprings  Shelley,  1813.    The  word  is  probably  a 

misprint. 
137  (hy  1839*. 
VU.  180  reOlumed  RossettL 

192  ghasdy  1839^  ghasdUy  RossettL 
244  dares  RossettL 
VLLL    28  sprang  RossettL 
61  nor  1839V. 

81  mite  1839V. 
165  omit  1839^. 

232,  233  extends  Its  .  .  .  and  widds  1839^,  RossettL 

IX.    48  omit  1839i,«. 

67  nor  1839^,  Rossetti,  Dowden. 

[The  text  of  Shelley's  notes  on  Queen  Mob  has  been  re- 
vised in  this  edition  so  as  not  to  reprodnee  obvioos  errors, 
and  Shelley's  references  and  extracts,  except  where  he  may 
have  meant  to  paraphrase,  have  been  corrected.  The  note, 
<<  There  is  no  God,"  embodies  Shelley's  Oxford  tract.  The 
Necessity  of  Atheism^  pnbUshed  at  Worthing  in  1811 ;  the 
note,  "  I  will  beget  a  Son,"  embodies  portions  of  the  Letter 
to  Lord  EUeriboroughf  printed  at  Barnstable,  1812,  and  the 
note,  "  No  longer  now  he  slays,"  etc.,  was  pnbHshed  slightly 
revised  as  A  Vindication  of  Natural  Diet^  London,  1813. 
The  fragment  of  AhasueruSf  referred  to  in  the  note, "  Ahasn- 
ems,  rise,"  was  picked  np  by  Medwin  (Xt/e,  L  57),  and  is  a 
modified  translation  of  Schnbart's  Der  Ewige  Jude,  which 
appeared  in  The  German  Museum,  vol.  iiL  1802.  The  note 
appeared,  as  a  translation  by  Shelley  (an  obvious  error),  in 
The  Talisman,  1831.] 

COITTElfPORABT  RECORDS  :  — 

Mrs.  Shelley's  Notes,  1839^  pp.  37-40 :  « Shelley  was 
eighteen  when  he  wrote  Queen  Mob :  he  never  pnbHshed  it. 
When  it  was  written,  he  had  come  to  the  decision  that  he 
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was  too  young  to  be  a  'judge  of  controversies  ;'  and  he 
was  desirous  of  acquiring  '  that  sobriety  of  spirit  which  is 
the  characteristic  of  true  heroism.'  [Shelley  to  Godwin, 
January  16, 1812.  Hogg,  ii.  60, 61.]  But  he  never  doubted 
the  truth  or  utility  of  his  opinions  ;  and  in  printing  and  pri- 
vately distributing  Queen  Mob  he  believed  that  he  should 
further  their  dissemination,  without  occasioning  the  mis- 
chief either  to  others  or  himself  that  might  arise  from  pub- 
lication. It  is  doubtful  whether  he  would  himself  have 
admitted  it  into  a  collection  of  his  works.  His  severe  clas- 
sical taste,  refined  by  the  constant  study  of  the  Greek  poets, 
might  have  discovered  'defects  that  escape  the  ordinary 
reader,  and  the  change  his  opinions  underwent  in  many 
points  would  have  prevented  him  from  putting  forth  the 
speculations  of  his  boyish  days.  But  the  poem  is  too  beau- 
tiful in  itself,  and  far  too  remarkable  as  the  production 
of  a  boy  of  eighteen,  to  allow  of  its  being  passed  over : 
besides  that,  having  been  frequently  reprinted,  the  omission 
would  be  vain.  In  the  former  edition  [1839^]  certain  por- 
tions were  left  out,  as  shocking  the  general  reader  from  the 
violence  of  their  attack  on  religion.  I  myself  had  a  painful 
feeling  that  such  erasures  might  be  looked  upon  as  a  mark 
of  disrespect  towards  the  author,  and  am  glad  to  have  the 
opportunity  of  restoring  them.  The  notes  also  are  reprinted 
entire  ;  not  because  they  are  models  of  reasoning  or  lessons 
of  truth,  but  because  Shelley  wrote  them,  and  that  all  that 
a  man,  at  once  so  distinguished  and  so  excellent,  ever  did, 
deserves  to  be  preserved.  The  alterations  his  opinions 
underwent  ought  to  be  recorded,  for  they  form  his  history. 

"  A  series  of  articles  was  published  in  the  New  Monthly 
Magazine,  during  the  autumn  of  the  year  1832,  written  by  a 
man  [Hogg]  of  great  talent,  a  fellow-collegian  and  warm 
friend  of  Shelley  ;  they  describe  admirably  the  state  of  his 
mind  during  his  collegiate  life.  Inspired  with  ardor  for  the 
acquisition  of  knowledge  ;  endowed  with  the  keenest  sensi- 
bility and  with  the  fortitude  of  a  martyr,  Shelley  came 
among  his  fellow-creatures,  congregated  for  the  purposes  of 
education,  like  a  spirit  from  another  sphere,  too  delicately 
organized  for  the  rough  treatment  man  uses  towards  man. 
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especially  in  the  season  of  youth  ;  and  too  resolute  in  carry- 
ing out  his  own  sense  of  good  and  justice  not  to  become  a 
victim.  To  a  devoted  attachment  to  those  he  loved,  he 
added  a  determined  resistance  to  oppression.  Refusing  to 
fag  at  Eton,  he  was  treated  with  revolting  cruelty  by  mas- 
ters and  boys  ;  this  roused,  instead  of  taming  his  spirit,  and 
he  rejected  the  duty  of  obedience,  when  it  was  enforced  by 
menaces  and  punishment.  To  aversion  to  the  society  of  his 
fellow-creatures,  such  as  he  found  them  when  collected  to- 
gether in  societies,  where  one  egged  on  the  other  to  acts  of 
tyranny,  was  joined  the  deepest  sympathy  and  compassion  ; 
while  the  attachment  he  felt  for  individuals  and  the  admira- 
tion with  which  he  reg^arded  their  powers  and  their  virtues, 
led  him  to  entertain  a  high  opinion  of  the  perfectibility  of 
human  nature,  and  he  believed  that  all  could  reach  the  high- 
est grade  of  moral  improvement,  did  not  the  customs  and 
prejudices  of  society  foster  evil  passions,  and  excuse  evil 
actions. 

"  The  oppression  which,  trembling  at  every  nerve  yet  reso- 
lute to  heroism,  it  was  his  ill  fortune  to  encounter  at  school 
and  at  college,  led  him  to  dissent  in  all  things  from  those 
whose  arguments  were  blows,  whose  faith  appeared  to  en- 
gender blame  and  hatred.  '  During  my  existence,'  he  wrote 
to  a  friend  in  1812,  *  I  have  incessantly  speculated,  thought 
and  read.'  [Shelley  to  Godwin,  June  3,  1812.  Hogg,  iL 
126.]  His  readings  were  not  always  well  chosen ;  among 
them  were  the  works  of  the  French  philosophers  ;  as  far  as 
metaphysical  argument  went,  he  temporarily  became  a  con- 
vert. At  the  same  time,  it  was  the  cardinal  article  of  his 
faith,  that  if  men  were  but  taught  and  induced  to  treat  their 
fellows  with  love,  charity  and  equal  rights,  this  earth  would 
realize  Paradise.  He  looked  upon  religion  as  it  is  professed, 
and,  above  all,  practised,  as  hostile,  instead  of  friendly,  to 
the  cultivation  of  those  virtues  which  would  make  men 
brothers. 

'*Can  this  be  wondered  at?  At  the  age  of  seventeen, 
fragile  in  health  and  frame,  of  the  purest  habits  in  morals, 
full  of  devoted  generosity  and  universal  kindness,  glowing 
with  ardor  to  attain  wisdom,  resolved  at  every  personal  saori- 


QUEEN  MAB  403 

fice  to  dp  right,  burning  with  a  desire  for  affection  and  sym- 
pathy,—  he  was  treated  as  a  reprobate,  cast  forth  as  a 
criminal. 

<<  The  cause  was  that  he  was  sincere ;  that  he  belicTed 
the  opinions  which  he  entertained  to  be  true ;  and  he  loved 
truth  with  a  martyr's  love  ;  he  was  ready  to  sacrifice  station 
and  fortune,  and  his  dearest  affections,  at  its  shrine.  The 
sacrifice  was  demanded  from,  and  made  4)y,  a  youth  of 
seventeen.  It  is  a  singular  fact  in  the  hififory  of  society  in 
the  civilized  nations  of  modem  times,  that  no  false  step  is  so 
irretrievable  as  one  made  in  early  youth.  Older  men,  it  is 
true,  when  they  oppose  their  fellows,  and  transgress  ordinary 
rules,  carry  a  certain  prudence  or  hypocrisy  as  a  shield  along 
with  them.  But  youth  is  rash ;  nor  can  it  imagine,  while 
asserting  what  it  believes  to  be  true,  and  doing  what  it  be- 
lieves to  be  right,  that  it  should  be  denounced  as  vicious, 
and  pursued  as  a  criminal. 

"Shelley  possessed  a  quality  of  mind  which  experience 
has  shown  me  to  be  of  the  rarest  occurrence  among  human 
beings  :  this  was  his  unworldliness.  The  usual  motives  that 
rule  men,  prospects  of  present  or  future  advantage,  the  rank 
and  fortune  of  those  around,  the  taunts  and  censures  or  the 
praise  of  those  who  were  hostile  to  him,  had  no  influence 
whatever  over  his  actions,  and  apparently  none  over  his 
thoughts.  It  is  difficult  even  to  express  the  simplicity  and 
directness  of  purpose  that  adorned  him.  Some  few  might 
be  found  in  the  history  of  mankind,  and  some  one  at  least 
among  his  own  friends,  equally  disinterested  and  scornful, 
even  to  severe  personal  sacrifices,  of  every  baser  motive. 
But  no  one,  I  believe,  ever  joined  this  noble  but  passive 
virtue  to  equal  active  endeavors,  for  the  benefit  of  his  friends 
and  mankind  in  general,  and  to  equal  power  to  produce  the 
advantages  he  desired.  The  world's  brightest  gauds,  and 
its  most  solid  advantages,  were  of  no  worth  in  his  eyes,  when 
compared  to  the  cause  of  what  he  considered  truth,  and  the 
good  of  his  fellow-creatures.  Bom  in  a  position  which,  to 
his  inexperienced  mind,  afforded  the  greatest  facilities  to 
practise  the  tenets  he  espoused,  he  boldly  declared  the  use 
he  would  make  of  fortune  and  station,  and  enjoyed  the  be- 
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lief  that  he  should  materially  benefit  his  fellow-creatures  by 
his  actions  ;  while,  conscious  of  surpassing  powers  of  reason 
and  imagination,  it  is  not  strange  that  he  should,  even  while 
so  young,  have  believed  that  his  written  thoughts  would  tend 
to  disseminate  opinions  which  he  believed  conducive  to  the 
happiness  of  the  human  race. 

"  If  man  were  a  creature  devoid  of  passion,  he  might  have 
said  and  done  all  this  with  quietness.  But  he  was  too  en- 
thusiastic, and  too  full  of  hatred  of  all  the  ills  he  witnessed, 
not  to  scorn  danger.  Various  disappointments  tortured,  but 
could  not  tame,  his  soul.  The  more  enmity  he  met,  the 
more  earnestly  he  became  attached  to  his  peculiar  views, 
and  hostile  to  those  of  the  men  who  persecuted  him. 

«  He  wa3  animated  to  greater  zeal  by  compassion  for  his 
fellow-creatures.  His  sympathy  was  excited  by  the  misery 
with  which  the  world  is  bursting.  He  witnessed  the  suffer- 
ings of  the  poor,  and  was  aware  of  the  evils  of  ignorance. 
He  desired  to  induce  every  rich  man  to  despoil  himself  of 
superfluity,  and  to  create  a  brotherhood  of  property  and 
service,  and  was  ready  to  be  the  first  to  lay  down  the  advan- 
tages of  his  birth.  He  was  of  too  uncompromising  a  dispo- 
sition to  join  any  party.  He  did  not  in  his  youth  look 
forward  to  gradual  improvement :  nay,  in  those  days  of  in- 
tolerance, now  almost  forgotten,  it  seemed  as  easy  to  look 
forward  to  the  sort  of  millennium  of  freedom  and  brother- 
hood, which  he  thought  the  proper  state  of  mankind,  as  to 
the  present  reign  of  moderation  and  improvement.  Ill 
health  made  him  believe  that  his  race  would  soon  be  run ; 
that  a  year  or  two  was  all  he  had  of  life.  He  desired  that 
these  years  should  be  useful  and  illustrious.  He  saw,  in  a 
fervent  call  on  his  fellow-creatures  to  share  alike  the  bless- 
ings of  the  creation,  to  love  and  serve  each  other,  the  noblest 
work  that  life  and  time  permitted  him.  In  this  spirit  he 
composed  Queen  Mob. 

"  He  was  a  lover  of  the  wonderful  and  wild  in  literature  ; 
but  had  not  fostered  these  tastes  at  their  genuine  sources  — 
the  romances  and  chivalry  of  the  middle  ages  ;  but  in  the 
perusal  of  such  German  works  as  were  current  in  those  days. 
Under  the  influence  of  these,  he,  at  the  age  of  fifteen,  wrote 
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two  short  prose  romances  of  slender  merit.  The  sentiments 
and  language  were  exaggerated,  the  composition  imitatiye 
and  poor.  He  wrote  also  a  poem  [The  Wandering  Jew^ 
see  Doubtful  PoEBfs]  on  the  subject  of  Ahasneros — being 
led  to  it  by  a  German  fragment  he  picked  up,  dirty  and 
torn,  in  LincolnVInn-Fields.  This  fell  afterwards  into 
other  hands,  and  was  considerably  altered  before  it  was 
printed.  Our  earlier  English  poetry  was  almost  unknown 
to  him.  The  love  and  knowledge  of  nature  developed  by 
Wordsworth  —  the  lofty  melody  and  mysterious  beauty  of 
Coleridge's  poetry  —  and  the  wild  fantastic  machinery  and 
gorg^us  scenery  adopted  by  Southey,  composed  his  favorite 
reading.  The  rhythm  of  Queen  Mob  was  founded  on  that 
of  TJialabaf  and  the  first  few  lines  bear  a  striking  resem- 
blance in  spirit,  though  not  in  idea,  to  the  opening  of  that 
poem.  His  fertile  imagination,  and  ear  tuned  to  the  finest 
sense  of  harmony,  preserved  him  from  imitation.  Another  of 
his  favorite  boohs  was  the  poem  of  Oebirf  by  Walter  Savage 
Landor.  From  his  boyhood  he  had  a  wonderful  facility  of 
versification,  which  he  carried  into  another  language,  and  his 
Latin  school  verses  were  composed  with  an  ease  and  correct- 
ness that  procured  for  him  prizes,  and  caused  him  to  be  re- 
sorted to  by  all  his  friends  for  help.  He  was,  at  the  period 
of  writing  Queen  Mob,  a  great  traveller  within  the  limits  of 
England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland.  His  time  was  spent  among 
the  loveliest  scenes  of  these  countries.  Mountain  and  lake 
and  forest  were  his  home ;  the  phenomena  of  Nature  were 
his  favorite  study.  He  loved  to  inquire  into  their  causes,  and 
was  addicted  to  pursuits  of  natural  philosophy  and  chem- 
istry, as  far  as  they  could  be  carried  on  as  an  amusement. 
These  tastes  gave  truth  and  vivacity  to  his  descriptions,  and 
warmed  his  soul  with  that  deep  admiration  for  the  wonders 
of  Nature  which  constant  association  with  her  inspired. 

**  He  never  intended  to  publish  Queen  Mob  as  it  stands ; 
but  a  few  years  after,  when  printing  Alastor,  he  extracted  a 
small  portion,  which  he  entitled  The  Damon  of  the  World  ; 
in  this  he  changed  somewhat  the  versification  and  made 
other  alterations  scarcely  to  be  called  improvements.  [Here 
follows  the  Invocation  from  The  Daemon  of  the  World,"] 
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"  Some  years  after,  when  in  Italy,  a  bookseller  published 
an  edition  of  Queen  Mob  as  it  originally  stood.  Shelley  was 
hastily  written  to  by  his  friends,  under  the  idea  that,  deeply 
injurious  as  the  mere  distribution  of  the  Poem  had  proved, 
the  publication  might  awaken  fresh  persecutions.  At  the 
suggestion  of  these  friends  he  wrote  a  letter  on  the  subject, 
printed  in  The  Examiner  newspaper  —  with  which  I  dose 
this  history  of  his  earliest  work. 

"To  THE  Editor  of  The  Examiner:  — 

"  SiB>  —  Having  heard  that  a  poem,  entitled  Queen  Mab, 
has  been  surreptitiously  published  in  London,  and  that  legal 
proceedings  have  been  instituted  against  the  publisher,  I  re- 
quest the  favor  of  your  insertion  of  the  following  explana- 
tion of  the  affair,  as  it  relates  to  me. 

*<  A  poem,  entitled  Queen  Mab^  was  written  by  me,  at  the 
age  of  eighteen,  I  dare  say  in  a  sufficiently  intemperate 
spirit  —  but  even  then  was  not  intended  for  publication,  and 
a  few  copies  only  were  struck  off,  to  be  distributed  among 
my  personal  friends.  I  have  not  seen  this  production  for 
several  years ;  I  doubt  not  but  that  it  is  perfectly  worthless 
in  point  of  literary  composition  ;  and  that  in  all  that  con- 
cerns moral  and  political  speculation,  as  well  as  in  the  sub- 
tler discriminations  of  metaphysical  and  religious  doctrine,  it 
is  still  more  crude  and  immature.  I  am  a  devoted  enemy 
to  religious,  political,  and  domestic  oppression  ;  and  I  regret 
this  publication  not  so  much  from  literary  vanity,  as  because 
I  fear  it  is  better  fitted  to  injure  than  to  serve  the  sacred 
cause  of  freedom.  I  have  directed  my  solicitor  to  apply  to 
Chancery  for  an  injunction  to  restrain  the  sale ;  but  after 
the  precedent  of  Mr.  Southey's  Wat  Tyler  (a  poem,  written, 
I  believe,  at  the  same  age,  and  with  the  same  unreflecting 
enthusiasm),  with  little  hope  of  success. 

"  Whilst  I  exonerate  myself  from  all  share  in  having  di- 
vulged opinions  hostile  to  existing  sanctions,  under  the  form, 
whatever  it  may  be,  which  they  assume  in  this  poem,  it  is 
scarcely  necessary  for  me  to  protest  against  the  system  of 
inculcating  the  truth  of  Christianity  or  the  excellence  of 
Monarchy,  however  true  or  however  excellent  they  may  be. 


QUEEN  MAB  407 

by  SQch  eqaivooal  argameuts  as  confiscation  and  imprison- 
ment, and  inyective  and  slander,  and  the  insolent  violation 
of  the  most  sacred  ties  of  nature  and  society. 

*<  Sir,  I  am  your  obliged  and  obedient  servant, 

"  Percy  B.  Shbllet. 
"  Pisa,  June  22,  1821." 

Medwin,  Life^  i.  153 :  "  He  reverted  [in  the  spring  of 
1810]  to  his  Queen  Mab^  commenced  a  year  and  a  half  be- 
fore, and  converted  what  was  a  mere  imaginative  poem  into 
a  systematic  attack  on  the  institutions  of  society.  He  not 
only  corrected  the  versification  with  great  care,  but  more 
than  doubled  its  length,  and  appended  to  the  text  the  Notes, 
which  were  at  that  time  scarcely,  if  at  all,  begun."  [Dowden, 
i.  110-111,  suggests  that  the  earlier  poem  referred  to  was 
the  lost  PoliHcal  Essay  on  the  Existing  State  of  Things,  Com- 
pare also  for  the  connection  of  Queen  Mab  with  other  early 
poems,  i.  284-285.] 

Wetherell's  brief  in  the  Chancery  suit  Westbrooke  vs. 
Shelley :  ^  Little  can  be  said  in  defence  of  Queen  Mab,  It 
was,  however,  written  and  printed  by  Mr.  Shelley  when  he 
was  only  nineteen,  and  as  to  the  publication  of  it,  it  was 
merely  distributed  to  some  few  of  his  personal  friends  ;  not 
twenty  ever  got  abroad."    Dowden,  ii.  81. 

Shelley  (from  Dublin)  to  Miss  Hitchener,  February,  1812  : 
lines  {Juvenilia']  which  appear  revised,  in  Queen  Mab,  ix.  23. 

Shelley  (from  Lymouth)  to  Hookham,  August  18, 1812  : 
**  I  enclose  also,  by  way  of  specimen,  all  that  I  have  writ- 
ten of  a  little  poem  begun  since  my  arrival  in  England.  I 
conceive  I  have  matter  enough  for  six  more  cantos.  You 
will  perceive  that  I  have  not  attempted  to  temper  my  con- 
stitutional enthusiasm  in  that  poem.  Indeed,  a  poem  is 
safe  ;  the  iron-souled  Attomey-Greneral  would  scarcely  dare 
to  attack.  The  Past,  the  Present,  and  the  Future  are  the 
grand  and  comprehensive  topics  of  this  poem.  I  have  not 
yet  half  exhausted  the  second  of  them."  Shelley  Memorials^ 
p.  39.  [Hogg,  ii.  153-154].  "  The  poem  here  alluded  to  is 
(I  conceive)  Queen  Mab,**    Lady  Shelley's  Note.] 

Shelley  (from  Tanyrallt)  to  Godwin,  January  26, 1813 : 
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'*  I  expect  to  haTe  Queen  Mob  and  the  other  poems  finished 
by  March.  Queen  Mob  will  be  in  ten  cantos,  and  will  con- 
tain about  2800  lines  ;  the  other  poems  contain  probably  as 
much  more.  The  notes  to  Q^een  Mab  will  be  long  and  philo- 
sophical. I  shall  take  that  opportunity,  which  I  judge  to  be 
a  safe  one,  of  submitting  for  public  discussion  principles  of 
reformation,  which  I  decline  to  do  syllogistically  at  present. 
A  poem  very  didactic  is,  I  think,  very  stupid."  Hogg,  ii.  182. 

Shelley  (from  Tanyrallt)  to  Hogg,  February  7,  1813 : 
<*  Mab  has  g^ne  on  but  slowly,  although  she  is  nearly  fin- 
ished. They  have  teased  me  out  of  all  poetry.  With  some 
restrictions,  I  have  taken  your  advice,  though  I  have  not 
been  able  to  bring  myself  to  rhyme.  The  didactic  is  in 
blank  heroic  verse,  and  the  description  in  blank  lyrical 
measure.  If  an  authority  is  of  any  weight  in  support  of 
this  singularity,  Milton's  Samson  Agonistes,  the  Greek  cho- 
ruses, and  (you  will  laugh),  Southey's  ThcUaba  may  be  ad- 
duced. .  .  .  Since  I  wrote  the  above,  I  have  finished  the 
rough  sketch  of  my  poem.  As  I  have  not  abated  an  iota  of 
the  infidelity  or  cosmopolicy  of  it,  sufficient  will  remain, 
exclusive  of  innumerable  faults,  invisible  to  partial  eyes,  to 
make  it  very  unpopular.  Like  all  egotists,  I  shall  console 
myself  with  what  I  may  call,  if  I  please,  the  suffrages  of  the 
chosen  few,  who  can  think  and  feel,  or  of  those  friends 
whose  personal  partialities  may  blind  them  to  all  defects.  I 
mean  to  subjoin  copious  philosophical  notes."  Hogg,  ii.  199- 
201.  [Hogg's  verbal  accuracy  in  the  letters  published  in  his 
Life  is  not  to  be  relied  upon.] 

Shelley  (from  Tanyrallt)  to  Hookham,  February  19, 1813 : 
*'  Queen  Mab  is  finished  and  transcribed.  I  am  now  prepar- 
ing the  notes,  which  shall  be  long  and  philosophical.  You 
will  receive  it  with  the  other  poems.  I  think  the  whole 
should  form  one  volume  ;  but  of  that  we  can  speak  here- 
after."   Shelley  Memorials,  p.  52  [Hogg,  ii.  183]. 

Shelley  (from  London)  to  Mrs.  Shelley,  January  11, 1817  : 
'^  They  have  filed  a  bill  to  say  that  I  published  Queen  Mab, 
that  I  avow  myself  to  be  an  atheist  and  republican,  with 
some  other  imputations  of  an  infamous  nature."  Dowden, 
ii.  97.     [Dowden  gives  particulars  of  the  bill,  ii.  77,  78.] 
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Mrs.  Shellej  (from  Marlow)  to  Shelley,  September  26, 
1817 :  *<  He  [Mr.  Baxter]  has  taken  a  prodigious  fancy  to 
OS  and  is  continually  talking  of  and  praising  Queen  Mob, 
which  he  vows  is  the  best  poem  of  modern  days."  Dowden, 
ii.  144. 

Shelley,  in  a  copy  presented  to  Mr.  Waller,  November, 
1817  :...'*  Full  of  those  errors  which  belong  to  youth, 
as  far  as  imagery  and  language  and  a  connected  plan  is  con- 
cerned. But  it  was  a  sincere  overflowing  of  the  heart  and 
mind,  and  that  at  a  period  when  they  are  most  uncorrupted 
and  pure.  It  is  the  author's  boast,  and  it  constitutes  no 
small  portion  of  his  happiness,  that,  after  six  years  [this 
period  supports  the  date  1811]  of  added  experience  and  re- 
flection, the  doctrine  of  equality,  and  liberty,  and  disinterest- 
edness, and  entire  unbelief  in  religion  of  any  sort,  to  which 
this  poem  is  devoted,  have  gained  rather  than  lost  that 
beauty  and  that  grandeur  which  first  determined  him  to  de- 
vote his  life  to  the  investigation  and  inculcation  of  them." 
Dowden,  ii.  415. 

Queen  Mab.  /  By  /  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley.  /  London  :  / 
printed  and  published  by  W.  Clark,  /  201,  Strand,  1821. 

Shelley  (from  Pisa)  to  Oilier,  June  11,  1821  :  « I  hear 
that  a  bookseller  of  the  name  of  Clark  has  published  a 
poem  which  I  wrote  in  early  youth,  called  Queen  Mab.  I 
have  not  seen  it  for  some  years,  but  inasmuch  as  I  recollect 
it  is  villainous  trash  ;  and  I  dare  say  much  better  fitted  to 
injure  than  to  serve  the  cause  which  it  advocates.  In  the 
name  of  poetry,  and  as  you  are  a  bookseller  (you  observe  the 
strength  of  these  conjurations)  pray  give  all  manner  of  pub- 
licity to  my  disapprobation  of  this  publication  ;  in  fact  pro- 
test for  me  in  an  advertisement  in  the  strongest  terms.  I 
ought  to  say,  however,  that  I  am  obliged  to  this  piratical 
fellow  in  one  respect,  that  he  has  omitted  with  a  delicacy  for 
which  I  thank  him  heartily,  a  foolish  dedication  to  my  late 
wife,  the  publication  of  which  would  have  annoyed  me,  and 
indeed  is  the  only  part  of  the  business  that  could  seriously 
have  annoyed  me  —  although  it  is  my  duty  to  protest  against 
the  whole.  I  have  written  to  my  attorney  to  do  what  he  can 
to  suppress  it,  although  I  fear  that,  after  the  precedent  of 
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Soathey  [  Wat  Tyler]  there  is  litde  probability  of  an  injuno- 
tiou  being  gpranted.  ...  I  hear  that  the  abuse  against  me 
exceeds  all  bounds.  Pray,  if  yon  see  any  one  article  par- 
ticolarly  oatrageoos,  send  it  me.  As  yet  I  haTe  langhed  ; 
but  woe  to  these  scoundrels  if  they  should  ever  make  m^e 
lose  my  temper."  Shelley  MemoriaU^  pp.  53^  54 ;  Dowden, 
iL  413,  415. 

Shelley  (from  Pisa)  to  Miss  Clairmont,  June  16,  1821 : 
**  Horace  Smith  tells  me  of  a  curious  circumstance,  which 
if  I  were  in  £ngland  would  work  me  much  annoyance.  A 
low  bookseller  has  got  hold  oi  Qjmeen  Mab  and  published 
it,  and  says  he  will  defy  all  prosecution,  and  is  selling  them 
by  thousands.  Horace  Smith  applied  for  an  injunction  on 
my  part,  like  Southey  in  Wat  Tyler ^  but  was  refused.  The 
abuse  which  all  the  govemment  prints  are  pouring  forth  cm 
me,  and  as  Horace  Smith  says, 'the  diabolical  calumnies 
which  they  yent  and  which  religion  alone  could  inspire,' 
is  boundless.  I  enjoy  aud  am  amused  with  the  turmoil  of 
these  poor  people  ;  but  perhaps  it  is  well  for  me  that  the 
Alps  and  the  ocean  are  between  us."  Dowden,  iL  417. 

Shelley  (&om  Pisa)  to  John  Gisbome,  June  16,  1821  : 
**  A  droU  circumstance  has  occurred.  Qjmeen  Mab,  a  poem 
written  by  me  when  Tery  young,  in  the  most  furious  style, 
with  long  notes  against  Jesus  Christ,  and  God  the  Father, 
and  the  king,  and  bishops,  and  marriage,  and  the  deYil 
knows  what,  is  just  published  by  one  of  the  low  book- 
sellers in  the  Strand,  against  my  wish  and  ccmsent,  and  aU 
the  people  are  at  loggerheads  about  it.  Horace  Smith  gives 
me  this  account.  Yon  may  imagine  how  modi  I  am  amused. 
For  the  sake  (^  a  dignified  appearance,  howeyer,  and  reaDj 
because  I  wish  to  protest  against  aU  the  bad  poetry  in  it,  I 
have  giren  orders  to  say  that  it  is  aU  done  agunst  my  de- 
sire, and  have  directed  my  attorney  to  apply  to  Chaneeiy 
for  an  injunction,  which  he  will  not  get."  EstaySy  Leiten, 
etc  iL  296, 297. 

SheUey  (from  Pisa)  to  the  editw  of  The  Exammer^  June 
22, 1821.     See  abore,  Mrs.  Shelley's  Note. 

SheDey  (from  Pisa)  to  Horace  Smith,  September  14^ 
1821:  ^  If  yon  ha{^pen  to  have  broogfat  a  eopj  of  Chukels 
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edition  of  Queen  Mob  for  me,  I  should  like  very  well  to  see 
it.  I  really  hardlj  know  what  this  Poem  is  about.  I  am 
afraid  it  is  rather  rough."    Essays,  Letters,  etc.,  ii.  331,  332. 

Edward  Williams's  Journal,  June  30,  1822  :  <<Read 
some  of  Shelley's  Qfieen  Mab,  an  astonishing  work.  The 
enthusiasm  of  his  spirit  breaks  out  in  some  admirable  pas- 
sages in  the  poetry,  and  the  notes  are  as  subtle  and  elegant 
as  he  could  now  write."  (Fortnightly  Review,  June,  1878.) 
Trelawny  Records,  etc.,  i.  82,  83 :  "  He  [Shelley]  had  thirty 
copies  printed  of  Queen  Mob  to  give  to  his  acquaintances ; 
the  printer  cut  his  own  name  from  all  the  copies  to  pre- 
vent prosecution.  [Copies  are  usually  found  in  this  state, 
the  imprint  on  the  title-page  and  at  the  end  being  missing.] 
This  poem  was  partly  written  at  the  early  age  of  eighteen, 
and  printed  before  he  was  twenty-one." 

Note  in  a  copy  of  Shelley's  edition,  1813,  in  the  British 
Museum :  **  Privately  printed  for  Presentations.  This  is 
an  Original  Copy.  Mr.  Thorpe  the  eminent  Bookseller  of 
Piccadilly  offered  Ten  guineas  for  a  Copy,  Twenty  pounds 
have  been  given  through  the  medium  of  the  public  papers, 
prior  to  Mr.  Clark  Bookseller  in  the  Strand  published  it,  for 
which  he  was  prosecuted  and  tried  at  the  Old  Bailey  on  giv- 
ing up  the  remainder  of  the  copies  to  the  Society  for  the 
Suppression  of  Vice  he  was  pardoned.  Clark  only  sold  50 
Copies."    Forman,  7%e  Shelley  Library,  p.  148. 

[Forman  {The  SheUey  Library)  describes  fourteen  pirated 
editions,  English  and  American,  1821-1852,  without  exhaust- 
ing the  list.  The  poem  was  especially  circulated  by  the 
Owenites,  and  was  long  the  work  by  which  Shelley  was  most 
widely  known.] 

Queen  Mab  was  noticed  at  length  in  The  Theological  In' 
quirer  or  Polemical  Magazine,  etc.,  conducted  by  Erasmus 
Perkins,  in  successive  numbers  (i.,  ii.,  iii.,  v.,  vi.,)  from 
March  to  August,  1815,  a  considerable  portion  being  re- 
printed, by  "F."  The  critic  was  the  author  of  the  first 
poem  —  "To  the  Author  of  Queen  Mab "  —  ever  addressed 
to  Shelley  ;  it  appeared  in  this  periodical  (July,  1815)  and 
also  in  the  so-called  first  American  edition.  New  York,  1822. 
Shelley  had  some  connection  with   the  periodical,  as  he 
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printed  in  it  his  Refutation  of  Deism,    Clark's  edition  was 
noticed  by  The  Londoti  Literary  Gazette,  May  19^  1821.  ' 

ALASTOR 

Alastor ;  /  or,  /  The  Spirit  of  Solitude  :  /  and  other 
poems.  /  By  /  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley  /  London  /  Printed 
for  Baldwin,  Cradock,  and  Joy,  Pater-  /  noster  Row  ;  and 
Carpenter  and  Son,  /  Old  Bond  Street :  /  By  S.  Hamilton, 
Weybridge,  Surrey  /  1816. 

Collation  :  Octavo.  Title  (with  blank  verso)  :  Fly-title, 
with  motto  Nondum  amabam,  et  amare  amabam,  quterebam 
quid  amarem,  /  amans  mare  /  Confess.  St.  August.,  (with 
blank  verso),  pp.  i.-ii. ;  Preface,  pp.  iii.-vii. ;  Alastor,  pp. 
1-49 ;  Fly-title  to  Poems  (with  blank  verso),  pp.  61,  62 ; 
Poems  (poKpvei  iiouru  wor/wv  Airor/xoy,  Stanzas  April,  1814, 
Mutability,  There  is  no  work  nor  device,  etc.,  A  Summer- 
Evening  Churchyard,  Lechlade,  Gloucestershire,  To  Words- 
worth, Feelings  of  a  Republican  on  the  Fall  of  Bonaparte, 
Superstition,  Sonnet  from  the  Italian  of  Dante,  Translated 
from  the  Greek  of  Moschus)  pp.  53-77 ;  Fly-title  to  The 
Dasmon  of  the  World,  A  Fragment  with  motto  /  Nee  tantum 
vati,  /  Quantum  scire  licet.  Yenit  aestos  omnis  in  unam  / 
Congerium,  miserumque  premunt  tot  ssecula  pectus  /  Lucan, 
Phars.  L.  v.  1.  176  (with  blank  verso),  pp.  79-80 ;  The 
DcBmon  of  the  World,  pp.  81-101,  with  imprint,  printed  by 
S.  Hamilton,  Weybridge,  Surrey,  at  foot  of  page.  Issued  in 
drab  boards  with  printed  label  on  back,  lettered,  Shelley's  / 
Poems. 

Notes  showing  the  state  of  the  editions,  and  including 
minor  variations,  beyond  what  has  been  already  noted  :  — 

Preface,  those  whose  hearts,  Rossetti  restores  Wordsworth's 
true  reading,  they, 
2  Uve  1839i,«. 
60  sang  1839^  RossettL 
79  as  he  1824. 
115  on  1824, 1839i,2. 

161  Himself  defended  by  James  Thomson. 
181  sank  1839^  Rossetti. 
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207  hound  1824. 

219  Conduct  1824,  1839^^,  Forman,  Dowden.  Rossetti's 
emendation  seems  justifiable. 

262  Tiis  1839V>  Bossetti. 

327  rwming  1839^. 

349  ocean.  1824,  1839V,  Forman,  Dowden.  Rossetti's 
emendation  seems  justifiable. 

424  those  1839^. 

432  immeasurable  arms  1824. 

485  reaping  1824 ;  rippling  1839^,^. 

544  The  various  emendations  and  conjectures  seem  unneces- 
sary. The  stream  has  cut  deep  into  the  rook  and  ends 
in  a  fall ;  the  poet,  walking  along  the  elevated  bank, 
looks  westward  ;  he  sees  in  front  the  crags  and  spires 
in  and  against  the  evening  light ;  below,  the  dark 
chasm  of  the  fall  in  deep  shadow  (the  ravine  obscured 
by  the  precipice  of  the  fall  and  its  cliffs)  ;  and,  above 
the  dense  lower  shade,  black  gulfs  and  yawning  caves 
relieved  between  and  under  the  illumined  crags  and 
•  spires  (toppling  stones)  and  sinking  into  the  obscurity, 
—  dark  clefts  and  seams  that  reecho  the  noise  of  the 
waterfall.  The  use  of  *'  precipice  "  as  the  subject  of 
''disclosed"  is  poetically  (or  imaginatively)  correct, 
and  unites  the  contrasted  parts  of  the  landscape. 

556  tracks  1839i,«. 

586  rival  1824, 1839i,«. 

712  ligU  1824, 1839V. 

716  nor  sobs  nor  1824, 1839V. 

CONTElfPOBART  ReCOBDB  :  — 

Mrs.  SheUey's  Note  (1839^,  i.  139-142)  :  «  Alastor  is  wri^ 
ten  in  a  very  different  tone  from  Queen  Mab,  In  the  latter, 
Shelley  poured  out  all  the  cherished  speculations  of  his 
youth  —  all  the  irrepressible  emotions  of  sympathy,  censure, 
and  hope,  to  which  the  present  suffering,  and  what  he  con- 
siders the  proper  destiny  of  his  fellow-creatures,  gave  birth. 
Alastor y  on  the  contrary,  contains  an  individual  interest  only. 
A  very  few  years,  with  their  attendant  events,  had  checked 
the  ardor  of  Shelley's  hopes,  though  he  still  thought  them 
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well-grounded,  and  that  to  advance  their  fulfilment  was  the 
noblest  task  man  could  achieve. 

«  This  is  neither  the  time  nor  place  to  speak  of  the  misfor- 
tunes that  checkered  his  life.  It  will  be  sufficient  to  say, 
that  in  all  he  did,  he  at  the  time  of  doing  it  believed  himself 
justified  to  his  own  conscience  ;  while  the  various  ills  of  pov- 
erty and  loss  of  friends  brought  home  to  him  the  sad  realities 
of  life.  Physical  suffering  had  also  considerable  influence  in 
causing  him  to  turn  his  eyes  inward ;  inclining  him  rather 
to  brood  over  the  thoughts  and  emotions  of  his  own  soul, 
than  to  glance  abroad,  and  to  make,  as  in  Queen  Mab,  the 
whole  universe  the  object  and  subject  of  his  song.  In  the 
spring  of  1815,  an  eminent  physician  pronounced  that  he  was 
dying  rapidly  of  a  consumption  ;  abscesses  were  formed  on 
his  lungs,  and  he  suffered  acute  spasms.  Suddenly  a  com- 
plete change  took  place  ;  and  though  through  life  he  was  a 
martyr  to  pain  and  debiHty,  every  symptom  of  pulmonary 
disease  vanished.  His  nerves,  which  nature  had  formed 
sensitive  to  an  unexampled  degree,  were  rendered  still  more 
susceptible  by  the  state  of  his  health. 

'*  As  soon  as  the  peace  of  1814  had  opened  the  Continent, 
he  went  abroad.  He  visited  some  of  the  more  magnificent 
scenes  of  Switzerland,  and  returned  to  England  from  Lu- 
cerne by  the  Beuss  and  the  Khine.  This  river-navigation 
enchanted  him.  In  his  favorite  poem  of  Thalaha  his  imagi- 
nation had  been  excited  by  a  description  of  such  a  voyage. 
In  the  summer  of  1815,  after  a  tour  along  the  southern  coast 
of  Devonshire  and  .a  visit  to  Clifton,  he  rented  a  house  on 
Bishopgate  Heath,  on  the  borders  of  Windsor  Forest,  where 
he  enjoyed  several  months  of  comparative  health  and  tran- 
quil happiness.  The  later  summer  months  were  warm  and 
dry.  Accompanied  by  a  few  friends,  he  visited  the  source 
of  the  Thames,  making  a  voyage  in  a  wherry  from  Windsor 
to  Crichlade.  His  beautiful  stanzas  in  the  churchyard  of 
Lechlade  were  written  on  that  occasion.  Alastor  was  com- 
posed on  his  return.  He  spent  his  days  under  the  oak- 
shades  of  Windsor  Great  Park  ;  and  the  magnificent  wood- 
land was  a  fitting  study  to  inspire  the  various  descriptions  of 
forest  scenery  we  find  in  the  poem. 
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«  None  of  Shelley's  poems  is  more  characteristic  than  this. 
The  solemn  spirit  that  reigns  throughout,  the  worship  of  the 
majesty  of  nature,  the  broodings  of  a  poet's  heart  in  soli- 
tude —  the  mingling  of  the  exulting  joy  which  the  various 
aspect  of  the  visible  universe  inspires,  with  the  sad  and 
stpuggling  pangs  which  human  pasaion  imparts,  give  a  touch- 
ing  interest  to  the  whole.  The  death  which  he  had  often 
contemplated  during  the  last  months  as  certain  and  near,  he 
here  represented  in  such  colors  as  had,  in  his  lonely  musings, 
soothed  his  soul  to  peace.  The  versification  sustains  the 
solemn  spirit  which  breathes  throughout :  it  is  peculiarly 
melodious.  The  poem  ought  rather  to  be  considered  didactic 
than  narrative  :  it  was  the  outpouring  of  his  own  emotions, 
embodied  in  the  purest  form  he  could  conceive,  painted  in 
the  ideal  hues  wluch  his  brilliant  imagination  inspired,  and 
softened  by  the  recent  anticipation  of  death." 

Shelley  (from  Marlow)  to  Oilier,  August  8, 1817 :  <<May 
I  trouble  you  with  a  conunission,  and  is  it  in  your  range  of 
transaction  to  undertake  it  ?  I  published  some  time  since  a 
poem,  called  Alastor^  at  Baldwin's  ;  the  sale,  I  believe,  was 
scarcely  anything,  but  as  the  printer  has  sent  me  in  his 
account,  I  wish  to  know  also  how  my  account  stands  with 
the  publisher.  He  had  no  interest  in  the  work,  nor  do  I 
know  any  one  else  had.  It  is  scarcely  worth  while  to  [do] 
anything  more  with  it  than  to  procure  a  business-like  reply 
on  the  subject  of  the  state  of  what  is  to  pay  or  receive.  In 
case  this  commission  is  unusual  or  disagreeable  to  you  for 
any  reason  of  which  I  may  be  ignorant,  I  beg  that  you  will 
not  scruple  to  decline  it."    Dowden,  ii.  139. 

Shelley  (from  Marlow)  to  Oilier,  December  3, 1817  :  "  I 
forgot  to  say  that  AUutor  ought  to  be  advertised  at  the  end 
of  ike  advertisement  of  this  poem  [The  ReuoU  of  Islam"],  If 
there  should  be  a  demand  for  a  second  edition  of  Alastor  I 
should  reprint  it  with  many  others  in  my  possession  now." 
Frederickson  MS. 

[The  volume  was  advertised  in  Rosalind  and  Helen,  1819, 
and  in  Prometheus  Unbound,  1820.] 

Mrs.  Shelley,  1824,  p.  viL    **I  have  added  a  reprint  of 
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Alastor;  or,  the  Spirit  qfSoUiude:  —  the  diflBcoltj  witli  whidi 
a  copy  can  be  obtained  is  the  canse  of  its  repobligation." 

Peaeoek,  fTorib,  iiL  42a  «<  At  this  time  [the  winter  1815, 
1816]  SbeUey  wrote  his  Alastor.  He  was  at  a  loss  for  a  title, 
and  I  proposed  that  which  he  adopted:  Alastor;  or^  the  Spirit 
of  Solitude.  The  Greek  word,  'AAiomp,  is  an  e^il  genins, 
KOMoial/ufw,  ihoogh  the  sense  of  the  two  words  is  somewhat 
different,  as  in  the  *cvcb  *AxJurrmp  f  nuAs  Zaiiutm  vi0€w  of 
iEschjlns.  Hie  poem  treated  the  spirit  of  solitude  as  a  sfarit 
of  eriL  I  mention  the  troe  meaning  of  the  word  becaose 
many  have  supposed  Alastor  to  be  the  name  of  the  hero  of 
the  poem." 

Hie  poem  was  noticed  in  the  Monthly  Review,  1816  (quoted 
in  Dowden,  iL  59),  and  was  mentioned  as  by  Shelley  in  The 
Examiner,  December  1, 1816,  by  Hunt,  in  an  article,  "  Young 
Poets  "  [Reynolds,  Keats  and  Shelley].  It  was  also  noticed 
in  Blackwood's,  November,  1819. 

THE  BEYOLT  OF  ISLAM 

Laon  and  Cythna  ;  /  or,  /  The  Bevoluticm  /  of  /  the  Golden 
City  :  /  A  Vision  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.  /  In  the  Stanza 
of  Spenser.  /  By  /  Percy  B.  Shelley.  /  Aos  vou  ot«  juu  Kturfufw 
tuvuffm.  I  Archimedes.  /  London :  /  Printed  for  Sherwood, 
Neely,  &  Jones,  Paternoster-  /  Bow  ;  and  C.  and  J.  Oilier, 
Welbeck-Street :  /  By  B.  M'Millan,  Bow  -  Street,  Covent- 
Garden.  /  1818. 

Collation  :  Octavo.  Advertisements  Six  Weekt^  Tour,  Laon 
and  Cythna,  etc.,  dated  October,  1817,  one  page.  Title 
(with  blank  verso),  pp.  L  ii.  missing  leaf,  pp.  iiL  iv.  [left 
for  Errata  ?]  ;  Preface,  pp.  v.-xziL  ;  Dedication  with  motto, 
*<  There  is  no  danger,"  etc..  Chapman,  four  lines  (with  blank 
verso),  pp.  zziii.  zxiv, ;  To  Mary,  pp.  xxv.-xxxii. ;  Fly- 
title  to  Laon  and  Cythna  with  motto  Oeais  tk  fiparhy,  etc., 
Pindar,  four  lines  (with  blank  verso),  pp.  zxxiii.  zzxiv. ; 
Laon  and  Cythna,  pp.  1-270  (with  imprint  repeated  at  foot 
of  page).  Bound  in  boards,  with  white  printed  label  on 
back,  lettered  Laon  /  and  /  Cythna,  /  10s.  6d.  Boards.  Not 
published. 

The  /  Revolt  of  Islam ;  /  a  poem,  /  in  twelve  cantos.  / 
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by  /  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley.  /  London :  /  Printed  for  C.  and 
J.  OUier,  Welbeck  Street ;  /  By  B.  M'Millan,  Bow-Street, 
Covent-Garden.  / 1818. 

Collation:  Octavo.  Same  as  above  pp.  i.-iv.  ;  Preface, 
pp.  v.-xxi. ;  Fly-title  to  The  Revolt  of  Islam  with  motto,  as 
above,  etc.,  pp.  xxxiii.  xzxiv. ;  The  Revolt  of  Islam,  pp.  1-270, 
with  imprint  repeated,  London,  Printed  by  B.  McMillan,  / 
Bow  Street,  Covent  (warden,  at  foot  of  page ;  Errata,  one 
page  (with  blank  verso).  Issued  in  boards,  with  white 
printed  label  on  back,  lettered  Revolt  /  of  /  Islam  /  10s.  6d. 
Boards.     [Some  copies  are  dated  1817.] 

[The  text  was  made  from  the  sheets  of  Laon  and  Cythna 
by  the  assertion  of  26  cancel-leaves.  The  copy  upon  which 
Shelley  worked  in  recomposing  is  described  at  length  by 
Forman,  The  Shelley  Library,  pp.  83-86.  Five  states  of  the 
original  sheets  are  enomerated  by  him,  Laon  and  Cythna, 
1818,  The  Revolt  of  Islam,  1817,  The  Revolt  of  Islam,  1818, 
The  Revolt  of  Islam,  1829  (John  Brooks),  The  Revolt  of 
Islam  (the  same),  1829,  with  the  original  Laon  and  Cythna 
text  instead  of  the  cancel-leaves.  No  MS.  is  known  except 
the  Preface  and  Dedication  among  the  Boscombe  MSS., 
a  fragment,  26  lines,  from  the  Hunt  papers  in  the  posses- 
sion of  Rossetti,  and  a  second  fragment  also  from  the  Hnnt 
papers,  52  lines,  IX.  xxiii.  9-xxix.  6,  in  the  possession  of 
Forman.] 

Notes,  showing  the  state  of  other  editions  and  including 
minor  variations,  beyond  what  has  been  already  noted. 
[Forman  reprints  1818^,  except  as  noted,  and  other  edi- 
tions 18182.  The  fly-title  La(m  and  Cythna  in  Shelley's  cor- 
rected copy  is  cancelled  in  favor  of  Othm€>n,  in  his  hand, 
and  this  cancelled  in  favor  of  The  Revolt  of  Islam,  in  Ollier's 
hand.] 

Dedication,  vi.  6  Yea  Rossetti  conj. 

I.  ix.  2  therein,    Forman  conj. 

3  blended  —  Forman  conj. 
5  plumes  ;  1839^^,  RossettL 
ziii.  2  sank  Forman. 
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I.     TV.3  ittoas  18391,*. 
xxiii.  8  beUnOf  Rossetti  oonj. 
xli.  6  yea  18391,2. 
xliz.  2  or  dream  Rossetti. 
zliy.  4  men.    ISIS^,* 

1.  4  universe.  18181,*,  universe,  18391,*,  Rossetti, 

Forman,  Dowden. 
H.  2  bloomy  1839*. 
lii.  2  c^ran^  Forman,  Dowden. 
II.     iii.  6  state;  18391,*. 

7  dele  commas,  18391,*,  Forman. 
adv.  3  Aa<;  18391,*. 
xviii.  6  his  18391,*,  RossettL 
zzviii.  7  passion,  whence  they  rose  to  he  18391,*. 

passion,  whence  they  rose,  Rossetti,  Dowden. 
passion  whence  they  rose,  Forman. 
xH.  1  Thinkest  1SS9\^ 
5  sang  1839*,  Rossetti. 
xlix.  6  calm.     With  18391.*. 
in.        i.  3  did  Forman. 

iz.  1  hope,  Forman,  Dowden. 
xii.  6  many  a  18391,*. 
xiii.  8  torches'  18181,*,  I839i,*. 
ziy.  9  were  Forman,  Dowden. 
xvi.  8  the  18391,*. 
XXV.  1  gate  18391,*,  Forman. 
xxxiy.  3  the  smft  waves  the  little  boat  Anon.  conj.  (Ros- 
setti.) 
rV.  xviii.  1  Jlow,  18181,*,  18391,*,  Rossetti,  Forman,  Dow- 
den. 
2  rise;  18391,*,  Rossetti. 
xxiv.  1  unwillingly  to  shed,  18181,*,  Forman. 
xxvi.  1  maintain :  18181,*,  1839i,*,  Rossetti,  Forman, 
Dowden. 
2  hhod,  Rossetti,  Forman,  Dowden. 
xxxii.  8  bloomy  1839*. 
V.      xi.  8  is  to  be,  18391,*. 
xiii.  9  was  Rossetti  conj. 
xlvii.  2  that  calmness  18391,*. 
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v.  zlviii.  9  heats  1839>,  Rossetti. 

li.  9  amaze.   18181,^  amaze;  18391A  amaze,  Ros- 
setti, Forman,  Dowden. 
liy.  6  light  Forman. 
VI.     vii.  9  isle.    1839^^  RossettL    Forman'a  emendation 

is  open  to  doubt, 
zi.  2  liorsemen  1839^,  Rossetti. 
xii.  3  thdr  1839,  V. 
six.  4  o^er  1839^,  Rossetti,  Dowden. 
xxii.3  t/1839i,«. 
zli.  7  wants,  —  Rossetti. 

8  Egypt,  1818S  Rossetti,  ^^^;;  1818^. 
1. 1  seekest  1839^,^. 

VII.       vi.  3  dream's  Rossetti>  Dowden.    Forman's  emen- 
dation seems  as  awkward  as  the  original, 
yii.  2  gave  1818^,^  Forman. 

4  dele  brackets,  1818  V>  1839^^  Forman. 
xzz.  3  Ay  Dowden. 

5  me,  I  1818^^  1839^^  Forman.     me  I  Ros- 

setti, Dowden. 
mm.  7  lone  1839i,«. 
Vni.      iv.  1  a  1SS9\\ 

9  Rossetti  follows  1818^. 
viL  1-4        «  "         «< 

viii.  1        "  "         « 

ix.  5  shadow  rests  1818^  1839^^. 
zi.  1  heart  of  wandering  man  Dowden.    Rossetti's 
emendation  is  rather  a  correction. 
3  thou  1839i,a. 

5  saves,  Forman. 

9  blood.  1818^^  1839S^  Forman.    blood  ;  Ros- 
setti. 
xiii.  5  her  1839V. 

zviii.  8  thus?  1839^,^,  thus,--  Rossetti. 
xziv.  1  would  1839^,3. 
xxvi.6/aa.    1839V. 

6  AU  round  1839V. 

IX.      xii.  6  Jlame  Dowden.  Forman's  emendation  changes 

the  idea  without  authority. 
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IX.   XV.  1-9  Forman  follows  1818« 

4  wAom  18391,2. 

ziz.  5  foeep^  Forman. 

xz.  4  ihy  fairer  \  fairer  RossettiMS.  cancelled. 
zzv.  7  like  a  ||  like  Hunt  MS.  cancelled, 
xxvi.  2  dawn  Hunt  MS. 
zzzii.  5  seem  Dowden. 
X.         i.  6  a  1839S*. 

V.  6  home  1839i,«. 
mil.  6  amid  1%2Q\\  Forman. 
xzzi.  1  Rossetti  follows  1818^. 
xliv.  9        "  "  " 

xlv.  3        "  "  « 

XI.       vii.  3  sank  1839^  Rossetti. 
ix.  3  its  slaves  Dowden. 

xi.  7  writhed  1839^,  Rossetti,  Dowden.    Mrs.  Shel- 
ley's emendation  is  unnecessary, 
xxii.  9  and  1839^. 
xxiii.  1  This  1839i,2. 

xxiv.  1  then  1839^,^,   Rossetti,    Dowden.     Forman's 
emendation  seems  justifiable. 
Xn.        vi.  8  an  1839i,2. 
id.  7  It  is  1839i,«. 
xii.  7  I  did  1839i,2. 

xv.  2  tJiere  Dowden.    The  emendation  is  rather  a 
conjecture, 
xxviii.  7  there  Forman  conj. 

XXX.  4  Rossetti  follows  1818^. 
xxxiii.  2  cedar  1839^,2. 
6  flew  18391,2. 
xl.  4  where  Forman,  Dowden.    Rossetti's  emenda- 
tion is  unnecessary. 

5  one  1839^,2.     Rossetti's   emendation   is   cer- 

tain. 

CONTElfPORABT  RECORDS  :  — 

Mrs.  Shelley's  Note,  18391,  i.  374-380.     «  Shelley  possessed 
two  remarkable  qualities  of  intellect  —  a  brilliant  imagination 
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and  a  logical  exactness  of  reason.  His  inclinations  led  him 
(he  fancied)  almost  alike  to  poetry  and  metaphysical  discus- 
sions. I  say  '  he  fancied,'  because  I  believe  the  former  to 
have  been  paramount,  and  that  it  would  have  gained  the 
mastery  even  had  he  struggled  against  it.  However,  he  said 
that  he  deliberated  at  one  time  whether  he  should  dedicate 
himself  to  poetry  or  metaphys\ps,  and  resolving  on  the  for- 
mer, he  educated  himself  for  it,  discarding  in  a  great  mea- 
sure his  philosophical  pursuits,  and  engaging  himself  in  the 
study  of  the  poets  of  Greece,  Italy,  and  England.  To  these 
may  be  added  a  constant  perusal  of  portions  of  the  Old  Tes- 
tament—  the  Psalms,  the  book  of  Job,  the  Prophet  Isaiah, 
and  others,  the  sublime  poetry  of  which  filled  him  with 
delight. 

'^  As  a  poet,  his  intellect  and  compositions  were  powerfully 
influenced  by  exterior  circumstances,  and  especially  by  his 
place  of  abode.  He  was  very  fond  of  travelling,  and  ill 
health  increased  this  restlessness.  The  sufferings  occasioned 
by  a  cold  English  winter  made  him  pine,  especially  when 
our  colder  spring  arrived,  for  a  more  genial  climate.  In 
1816  he  again  visited  Switzerland,  and  rented  a  house  on  the 
banks  of  the  lake  of  Geneva  ;  and  many  a  day,  in  cloud  or 
sunshine,  was  passed  alone  in  his  boat  —  sailing  a^  the  wind 
listed,  or  weltering  on  the  calm  waters.  The  majestic  as- 
pect of  nature  ministered  such  thoughts  as  he  afterwards  en- 
wove  in  verse.  His  lines  on  the  Bridge  of  the  Arve,  and 
his  Hymn  to  Intellectual  Beauty,  were  written  at  this  time. 
Perhaps  during  this  summer  his  genius  was  checked  by 
association  with  another  poet  [Byron]  whose  nature  was 
utterly  dissimilar  to  his  own,  yet  who,  in  the  poem  he  wrote 
at  that  time,  gave  tokens  that  he  shared  for  a  period  the  more 
abstract  and  etherealized  inspiration  of  Shelley.  The  sad- 
dest events  awaited  his  return  to  England  ;  but  such  was 
his  fear  to  wound  the  feelings  of  others  that  he  never  ex- 
pressed the  anguish  he  felt,  and  seldom  gave  vent  to  the 
indignation  roused  by  the  persecutions  he  underwent ;  while 
the  course  of  deep  unexpressed  passion,  and  the  sense  of 
injury,  engendered  the  desire  to  embody  themselves  in  forms 
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defecated  of  all  the  weakness  and  evil  which  cling  to  real 
life. 

<<He  chose  therefore  for  his  hero  a  youth  nourished  in 
dreams  of  liberty,  some  of  whose  actions  are  in  direct  oppo- 
sition to  the  opinions  of  the  world,  but  who  is  animated 
throughout  by  an  ardent  love  of  virtue,  and  a  resolution  to 
confer  the  boons  of  political  i^d  intellectual  freedom  on  his 
fellow-creatures.  He  created  for  this  youth  a  woman  such 
as  he  delighted  to  imagine  —  full  of  enthusiasm  for  the  same 
objects  ;  and  they  both,  with  will  unvanquished  and  the 
deepest  sense  of  the  justice  of  their  cause,  met  adversity 
and  death.  There  exists  in  this  poem  a  memorial  of  a  friend 
of  his  youth.  The  character  of  the  old  man  who  liberates 
Laon  from  his  tower  prison,  and  tends  on  him  in  sickness, 
is  founded  on  that  of  Doctor  Lind,  who,  when  Shelley  was 
at  Eton,  had  often  stood  by  to  befriend  and  support  him, 
and  whose  name  he  never  mentioned  without  love  and 
veneration. 

'*  During  the  year  1817  we  were  established  at  Marlow,  in 
Buckinghamshire.  Shelley's  choice  of  abode  was  fixed 
chiefly  by  this  tovm  being  at  no  great  distance  from  London, 
and  its  neighborhood  to  the  Thames.  The  poem  was  written 
in  his  boat,  as  it  floated  under  the  beech  groves  of  Bisham, 
or  during  wanderings  in  the  neighboring  country,  which  is 
distinguished  for  peculiar  beauty.  The  chalk  hills  break 
into  cliffs  that  overhang  the  Thames,  or  form  valleys  clothed 
with  beech  ;  the  wilder  portion  of  the  country  is  rendered 
beautiful  by  exuberant  vegetation  ;  and  the  cultivated  part 
is  peculiarly  fertile.  With  all  this  wealth  of  nature  which, 
either  in  the  form  of  gentlemen's  parks  or  soil  dedicated  to 
agriculture,  flourishes  around,  Marlow  was  inhabited  (I  hope 
it  is  altered  now)  by  a  very  poor  population.  The  women 
are  lacemakers,  and  lose  their  health  by  sedentary  labor,  for 
which  they  were  very  ill  paid.  The  poor-laws  ground  to 
the  dust  not  only  the  paupers,  but  those  who  had  risen  just 
above  that  state,  and  were  obliged  to  pay  poor-rates.  The 
changes  produced  by  peace  following  a  long  war,  and  a  bad 
harvest,  brought  with  them  the  most  heart-rending  evils  to 
the  poor.    Shelley  afforded  what  alleviation  he  could.    In  the 
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winter,  while  bringing  out  his  poem,  he  had  a  severe  attack 
of  ophthalmia,  canght  while  visiting  the  poor  cottages.  I 
mention  these  things,  —  for  this  minute  and  active  sympathy 
with  his  fellow-creatures  gives  a  thousand-fold  interest  to  his 
speculations,  and  stamps  with  reality  his  pleadings  for  the 
human  race. 

**  The  poem,  bold  in  its  Qpinions  and  uncompromising  in 
their  expression,  met  with  many  censurers,  not  only  among 
those  who  allow  of  no  virtue  but  such  as  supports  the  cause 
they  espouse,  but  even  among  those  whose  opinions  were 
similar  to  his  own.  I  extract  a  portion  of  a  letter  written  in 
answer  to  one  of  these  friends  ;  it  best  details  the  impulses 
of  Shelley's  mind  and  his  motives  :  it  was  written  with  entire 
unreserve  ;  and  is  therefore  a  precious  monument  of  his  own 
opinion  of  his  powers,  of  the  purity  of  his  designs  and  the 
ardor  with  which  he  clung,  in  adversity  and  through  the  val- 
ley of  the  shadow  of  death,  to  views  from  which  he  believed 
the  permanent  happiness  of  mankind  must  eventually  spring. 

^Marlmjo,  Dec,  11, 1817. 

[Shelley  to  Godwin.]  I  have  read  and  considered  all  that 
you  say  about  my  general  powers  and  the  particular  instance 
of  the  Poem  in  which  I  have  attempted  to  develop  them. 
Nothing  can  be  more  satisfactory  to  me  than  the  interest 
which  your  admonitions  express.  But  I  think  you  are  mis- 
taken in  some  points  with  regard  to  the  peculiar  nature  of 
my  powers,  whatever  be  their  amount.  I  listened  with  def- 
erence and  self-suspicion  to  your  censures  of  The  Revolt  of 
Islam  ;  but  the  productions  of  mine  which  you  commend  hold 
a  very  low  place  in  my  own  esteem ;  and  this  reassured  me, 
in  some  degree  at  least.  The  Poem  was  produced  by  a  series 
of  thoughts  which  filled  my  mind  with  unbounded  and  sus- 
tained enthusiasm.  I  felt  the  precariousness  of  my  life,  and 
I  engaged  in  this  task,  resolved  to  leave  some  record  of  my- 
self. Much  of  what  the  volume  contains  was  written  with  the 
same  feeling,  as  real,  though  not  so  prophetic,  as  the  com- 
munications of  a  dying  man.  I  never  presumed  indeed  to 
consider  it  anything  approaching  to  faultless ;  but  when  I 
consider  contemporary  productions  of  the  same  apparent  pre- 
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teDsions,  I  own  I  was  filled  with  confidence.  I  felt  that  it  was 
in  many  respects  a  genuine  picture  of  my  own  mind.  I  felt 
that  the  sentiments  were  true,  not  assumed.  And  in  this 
have  I  long  believed  that  my  power  consists  ;  in  sympathy 
and  that  part  of  the  imagination  which  relates  to  sentiment 
and  contemplation.  I  am  formed,  if  for  anything  not  in 
common  with  the  herd  of  mankind,  to  apprehend  minute  and 
remote  distinctions  of  feeling,  whether  relative  to  external 
nature  or  the  living  beings  which  surround  us,  and  to  commu- 
nicate the  conceptions  which  result  from  considering  either 
the  moral  or  the  material  universe  as  a  whole.  Of  course,  I 
believe  these  faculties,  which  perhaps  comprehend  all  that  is 
sublime  in  man,  to  exist  very  imperfectly  in  my  own  mind. 
But  when  you  advert  to  my  Chancery  paper,  a  cold,  forced, 
onimpassioned,  insignificant  piece  of  cramped  acd  cautious 
argument ;  and  to  the  little  scrap  about  Mandeville,  which 
expressed  my  feelings  indeed,  but  cost  scarcely  two  minutea' 
thought  to  express,  as  specimens  of  my  powers  more  favor- 
able than  that  which  grew  as  it  were  from  '  the  agony  and 
bloody  sweat '  of  intellectual  travail ;  surely  I  must  feel  that 
in  some  manner  either  I  am  mistaken  in  believing  that  I 
have  any  talent  at  all,  or  you  in  the  selection  of  the  speci- 
mens of  it.  Yet  after  all,  I  cannot  but  be  conscious,  in  much 
of  what  I  write,  of  an  absence  of  that  tranquillity  which  is 
the  attribute  and  accompaniment  of  power.  This  feeling 
alone  would  make  your  most  kind  and  wise  admonitions,  on 
the  subject  of  the  economy  of  intellectual  force,  valuable  to 
me.  And  if  I  live,  or  if  I  see  any  trust  in  coming  years, 
doubt  not  but  that  I  shall  do  something,  whatever  it  may  be, 
which  a  serious  and  earnest  estimate  of  my  powers  will  sug- 
gest to  me,  and  which  will  be  in  every  respect  accommodated 
to  their  utmost  limits." 

Shelley  (from  Lisson  Grove  North)  to  a  publisher,  Octo- 
ber 13, 1817  :  "  I  send  you  the  first  four  sheets  of  my  poem 
entitled  Laon  and  Cythna ;  or,  the  Revolution  of  the  Golden 
City,  I  believe  this  commencement  affords  a  sufficient  speci- 
men of  the  work.  I  am  conscious,  indeed,  that  smne  of  the 
concluding  cantos,  when  '  the  plot  thickens '  and  faoman  pas- 
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sions  are  brought  into  more  critical  situations  of  develop- 
ment, are  written  with  more  energy  and  clearness ;  and 
that  to  see  a  work,  of  which  unity  is  one  of  the  qualifi- 
cations aimed  at  by  the  author,  in  a  disjointed  state  is,  in  a 
certain  degree,  unfavorable  to  the  general  impression.  If, 
however,  you  submit  it  to  Mr.  Moore's  judgment,  he  will 
make  due  allowance  for  these  circumstances.  The  whole 
poem,  with  the  exception  of  the  first  canto  and  part  of  the 
last,  is  a  mere  human  story  without  the  smallest  intermix- 
ture of  supernatural  interference.  The  first  canto  is,  indeed, 
in  some  measure  a  distinct  poem,  though  very  necessary  to 
the  wholeness  of  the  work.  I  say  this  because,  if  it  were  all 
written  in  the  manner  of  the  first  canto,  I  could  not  expect 
that  it  would  be  interesting  to  any  great  number  of  people. 
I  have  attempted  in  the  progress  of  my  work  to  speak  to  the 
common  elementary  emotions  of  the  human  heart,  so  that, 
though  it  is  the  story  of  violence  and  revolution,  it  is  re- 
lieved by  milder  pictures  of  friendship  and  love  and  natural 
affections.  The  scene  is  supposed  to  be  laid  in  Constantino- 
ple and  modem  Greece,  but  without  much  attempt  at  minute 
delineation  of  Mahometan  manners.  It  is,  in  fact,  a  tale 
illustrative  of  such  a  revolution  as  might  be  supposed  to  take 
place  in  an  European  nation,  acted  upon  by  the  opinions  of 
what  has  been  called  (erroneously,  as  I  think)  the  modern 
philosophy,  and  contending  with  ancient  notions  and  the  sup- 
posed advantage  derived  from  them  to  those  who  support 
them.  It  is  a  Revolution  of  this  kind  that  is  the  beau  idealf 
as  it  were,  of  the  French  Revolution,  but  produced  by  the 
influence  of  individual  genius  and  out  of  general  knowledge. 
The  authors  of  it  are  supposed  to  be  my  hero  and  heroine, 
whose  names  appear  in  the  title.  My  private  friends  have 
expressed  to  me  a  very  high,  and  therefore  I  do  not  doubt  a 
very  erroneous,  judgment  of  my  work.  However,  of  this  I 
can  determine  neither  way.  I  have  resolved  to  give  it  a 
fair  chance,  and  my  wish,  therefore,  is,  first,  to  know  whether 
you  would  purchase  my  interest  in  the  copyright  —  an  ar- 
rangement which,  if  there  be  any  truth  in  the  opinion  of  my 
friends,  Lord  Byron  and  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt,  of  my  powers, 
cannot  be  disadvantageous  to  you  ;  and,  in  the  second  place. 
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how  far  yon  are  willing  to  be  the  publisher  of  it  dn  my  own 
account,  if  such  an  arrangement,  which  I  should  infinitely 
prefer,  cannot  be  made.  I  rely,  however,  on  your  having 
the  goodness  at  least  to  send  the  sheets  to  Mr.  Moore,  and 
ask  his  opinion  of  their  merits."    Dowden,  ii.  161, 162. 

Shelley  (from  Marlow)  to  Oilier,  November  26,  1817: 
'*  I  have  not  yet  seen  the  announcement  of  Laon  and  Cythna 
in  the  public  papers.  Be  so  good  as  not  to  let  it  be  delayed 
a  day  longer,  as  the  books  are  now  ready.  I  wish  a  parcel 
of  twelve  to  be  sent  to  me  as  soon  as  you  can  get  them  put 
in  boards.  K  you  will  send  me  the  account  of  the  expense 
of  the  advertisements  I  will  transmit  you  the  money  the 
moment  they  appear.  Send  one  to  Hunt  the  first  thing." 
Frederickson  MS. 

Hunt,  The  Examiner^  November  30, 1817  :  an  extract  from 
Laon  and  Cythna. 

SheUey  (from  Marlow)  to  Oilier,  December  3,  1817 : 
'<  That  McMillan  is  an  obstinate  old  dog,  as  troublesome  as 
he  is  impudent.  'Tis  a  mercy,  as  the  old  women  say,  that  I 
got  him  through  the  poem  at  all.  Let  him  print  the  Errata 
and  say  at  top,  if  he  likes,  that  it  was  all  the  author's  fault, 
and  that  he  is  as  immaculate  as  the  Lamb  of  God.  Only  let 
him  do  it  directly  ;  or,  if  he  won't,  let  some  one  else.  [Here 
follows  the  paragraph  quoted  under  Akutor  above.]  I  should 
be  glad  to  hear  any  news  that  is  authentic  and  that  would 
mark  the  feeling  of  people,  public  or  private,  respecting  the 
poem.  I  am  tolerably  indifferent  to  whether  it  be  good  or 
bad.  On  the  opposite  page  you  will  find  a  thing  to  print 
with  the  Errata.  Will  you  be  so  obliging  as  to  charge  your- 
self with  sending  the  enclosed  advertisement  to  the  Morning 
Chronicle  and  the  Times  —  to  be  inserted  twice  in  each." 
Frederickson  MS. 

Shelley  (from  Marlow)  to  Oilier,  December  11,  1817 : 
"  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  you  did  not  consult  your  own 
safety  and  advantage,  if  you  consider  it  connected  with  the 
non-publication  of  my  book,  before  your  declining  the  pub- 
lication after  having  accepted  it  would  have  operated  to  so 
extensive  and  serious  an  injury  to  my  views  as  now.  The 
instances  of  abuse  and  menace  which  yon  cite  were  such  as 
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yon  expected,  and  were,  as  I  conceived,  prepared  for.  If 
not,  it  would  have  been  just  to  me  to  have  given  them  their 
due  weight  and  consideration  before.  You  foresaw,  you 
foreknew,  all  that  these  people  would  say.  You  do  your 
best  to  condemn  my  book,  before  it  is  given  forth,  because 
you  publish  it  and  then  withdraw,  so  that  no  other  book- 
seller will  publish  it,  because  one  has  already  rejected  it. 
You  must  be  aware  of  the  great  injury  which  you  prepare 
for  me.  If  I  had  never  consulted  your  advantage,  my  book 
would  have  had  a  fair  hearing.  But  now  it  is  first  pub- 
lished, and  then  the  publisher,  as  if  the  author  had  deceived 
him  as  to  the  contents  of  the  work,  and  as  if  the  inevitable 
consequence  of  its  publication  would  be  ignominy  and  pun- 
ishment, and  as  if  none  should  dare  to  touch  it  or  look  at 
it,  retracts,  at  a  period  when  nothing  but  the  most  extraor- 
dinary and  unforeseen  circumstances  can  justify  his  retrac- 
tion. 

"  I  beseech  you  to  reconsider  the  matter,  for  your  sake  no 
less  than  for  my  own.  Assume  the  high  and  the  secure 
ground  of  courage.  The  people  who  visit  your  shop,  and  the 
wretched  bigot  who  gave  his  worthless  custom  to  some  other 
bookseller,  are  not  the  public.  The  public  respect  talent, 
and  a  larg^  portion  of  them  are  already  undeceived  with 
regard  to  the  prejudices  which  my  book  attacks.  You  would 
lose  some  customers,  but  you  would  gain  others.  Your 
trade  would  be  diverted  into  a  channel  more  consistent  with 
your  own  principles.  Not  to  say  that  a  publisher  is  in  no 
wise  pledged  to  all  the  opinions  of  his  publications,  or  to 
any  ;  and  that  he  may  enter  his  protest  with  each  copy  sold, 
either  against  the  truth  or  the  discretion  of  the  principles 
of  the  books  he  sells.  But  there  is  a  much  more  important 
consideration  in  the  case.  You  are,  and  have  been  to  a  cer- 
tain extent,  the  publisher.  I  don't  believe  that  if  the  book 
was  quietly  and  regularly  published  the  Government  would 
touch  anything  of  a  character  so  refined  and  so  remote  from 
the  conceptions  of  the  vulgar.  They  would  hesitate  before 
they  invaded  a  member  of  the  higher  circles  of  the  republic 
of  letters.  But  if  they  see  us  tremble,  they  will  make  no 
distinctions  ;  they  will  feel  their  strength.    You  might  bring 
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the  arm  of  the  law  down  on  ns  both  bj  flinching  now. 
Direetl J  these  seoondrels  see  that  people  are  afraid  of  them, 
thej  seize  upon  them  and  hold  them  np  to  mankind  as  crim- 
inals already  conrieted  bj  their  own  fears.  Yon  lay  yourself 
prostrate  and  they  trample  on  yoo.  How  glad  they  would 
be  to  seize  on  any  connection  of  Hunt's  by  this  most  power- 
ful of  all  their  arms,  —  the  terror  and  self-condemnation  of 
their  victim !  Read  all  the  ex-officio  eases  and  see  what 
reward  booksellers  and  printers  have  reeeived  for  their  sub- 
mission. 

*'  If,  contrary  to  common  sense  and  justice,  you  resolve  to 
grive  me  up,  you  shall  receive  no  detriment  from  a  connection 
with  me  in  small  matters,  though  you  determine  to  inflict  so 
sei;^ous  a  one  on  me  in  great.  You  shall  not  be  at  a  farthing's 
expense.  I  shall  still,  so  ten  as  my  powers  extend,  do  my 
best  to  promote  your  interest.  On  the  contrary  supposition, 
even  admitting  you  derive  no  benefit  from  the  book  itself  — 
and  it  should  be  my  care  that  you  shall  do  so  —  I  hold  my- 
self ready  to  make  ample  indenmity  for  any  loss  you  may 
sustain. 

<<  There  is  one  compromise  that  you  might  make,  though 
that  would  be  still  injurious  to  me.  Sherwood  and  Neely 
wished  to  be  the  principal  publishers  —  call  on  them  and  say 
that  it  was  through  a  mistake  that  you  undertook  the  princi- 
pal direction  of  the  work,  and  it  was  my  wish  that  it  should 
be  theirs,  and  that  I  have  written  to  you  to  that  effect. 
This,  if  it  would  be  advantageous  to  you,  would  be  detri- 
mental to,  but  not  utterly  destructive  of,  my  views.  To 
withdraw  your  name  entirely  would  be  to  inflict  a  bitter  and 
undeserved  injury. 

"  Let  me  hear  from  you  by  return  of  post.  I  hope  that  yon 
will  be  influenced  to  fulfil  your  engagement  with  me,  and 
proceed  with  the  publication,  as  justice  to  me,  and  indeed  a 
well  understood  estimate  of  your  own  interest  and  character, 
demand.  I  do  hope  that  you  will  have  too  much  regard  to 
the  well-chosen  motto  of  your  seal  to  permit  the  murmurs 
of  a  few  bigots  to  outweigh  the  serious  and  permanent  con- 
siderations presented  in  this  letter.  To  their  remonstrances 
you  have  only  to  reply,  *  I  did  not  write  the  book ;  I  am  not 
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responsible  ;  here  is  the  author's  address  ;  state  your  objec- 
tions to  him  ;  I  do  no  more  than  sell  it  to  those  who  inquire 
for  it,  and  if  they  are  not  pleased  with  their  bargain,  the 
author  empowers  me  to  receive  the  book  and  to  return  the 
money.'  As  to  the  interference  of  Government,  nothing  is 
more  improbable  [than]  that  in  any  case  it  would  be  at- 
tempted ;  but  if  it  should,  it  would  be  owing  entirely  to 
your  perseverance  in  the  groundless  apprehensions  which 
dictated  your  communication  received  this  day,  and  conscious 
terror  would  be  perverted  into  an  argument  of  guilt. 

*'  I  have  just  received  a  most  kind  and  encouraging  letter 
from  Mr.  Moore  on  the  subject  of  my  poem.  I  have  the 
fairest  chance  of  the  public  approaching  my  work  with 
unbiassed  and  unperverted  feeling  ;  the  fruit  of  reputation 
(and  you  know  for  what  purposes  I  value  it)  is  within  my 
reach.  It  is  for  you,  now  you  have  been  once  named  as 
publisher  and  have  me  in  your  power,  to  blast  all  this,  and 
to  hold  up  my  literary  character  in  the  eye  of  mankind  as 
that  of  a  proscribed  and  rejected  outcast.  And  for  no  evil 
that  I  have  ever  done  yon,  but  in  return  for  a  preference 
which,  although  you  falsely  now  esteem  injurious  to  you,  was 
solicited  by  Hunt,  and  conferred  by  me  as  a  source  and 
proof  of  nothing  but  kind  intentions."  Shelley  Memorials^ 
pp.  81-83. 

SheUey  (from  Marlow)  to  Oilier,  December  13,  1817: 
"  The  contents  of  your  letter  this  morning  certainly  alters 
the  question.  No  one  is  to  be  blamed,  however  heavy  and 
unexpected  is  my  disappointment.  It  is  of  the  greatest  im- 
portance that  we  should  meet  immediately,  and,  if  the  state 
of  my  health  would  have  permitted,  I  should  have  come  to 
town  immediately  on  the  receipt  of  your  letter.  As  it  is,  I 
send  my  servant  (that  no  delay  or  mistake  may  take  place) 
with  this  note. 

**  I  need  not  say  that  I  should  be  happy  to  see  you  if  you 
could  contrive  to  spend  a  few  days  with  us.  But  my  pres- 
ent letter  is  written  under  the  persuasion  that  you  could 
spare  no  day  [so]  conveniently  as  Sunday,  and  in  a  strong 
feeling  of  the  necessity  of  instant  communication  with  you" 
Dowden,  ii.  166. 
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Mrs.  Shelley's  Journal :  "  December  14.  Oilier  comes 
down.  December  15,  alterations  for  Cythna,  December  16, 
Oilier  goes  up.    Finish  Cythna"    Dowden  ii.  166. 

Shelley  (from  Marlow)  to  Oilier  (undated),  Monday 
night :  *^  I  cannot  but  say  that  I  am  extremely  desirous  that 
all  the  copies  that  have  been  given  forth  should,  if  possible, 
be  returned.  If  it  is  not  possible,  I  cannot  help  it.  Do 
just  as  you  like  about  Mr.  Barton.  I  wish,  on  publication, 
copies  to  be  sent  to  all  the  principal  Reviews."  Frederick- 
son  MS. 

Shelley  (from  Marlow)  to  Oilier,  December  27, 1817  :  "I 
am  surprised  that  I  have  not  received  the  remainder  of  the 
proofs  of  the  poem.  I  wish  them  to  be  sent  immediately  ; 
and,  as  soon  after  as  possible,  copies  of  the  book.  I  have 
succeeded  in  procuring  the  return  of  two  of  the  copies  from 
Eber's  (?).  Have  you  been  equally  fortunate  in  the  appli- 
cation I  requested  you  to  make  to  the  other  purchasers  ?  It 
ought  to  be  now  advertised  as  to  be  published  January  10." 
Frederickson  MS. 

Shelley  (from  Marlow)  to  Oilier,  January  11,  1818  : 
"I  ought  to  have  received  copies  of  The  Revolt  of  Islam 
—  send  six  —  be  sure.  Pray  send  them  instantly,  as  I 
ought  to  have  exchanged  the  others  for  them  long  ago. 
Keep  it  well  advertised,  and  write  for  money  directly  the 
other  is  gone.  Alastor  may  be  advertised  with  it."  Fred- 
erickson MS. 

Shelley  (from  Marlow)  to  Oilier,  January  15, 1818  :  "  Pray 
send  me  the  copies  of  my  Poem  which  I  requested  tmme- 
diatelyf  or  write  and  assign  some  reason  for  their  deten- 
tion. Ou  second  thought  I  wish  ten,  not  six,  to  be  sent.  I 
should  have  written  before,  but  that  I  have  expected  their 
arrival  every  night  by  the  coach.  Enclosed  is  ten  Pounds, 
which  be  so  good  as  to  say  that  you  have  received  safe  that 
no  delay  may  take  place  in  vigorously  advertising.  I  think 
I  said  that  I  wished  under  the  new  circumstances  that  a 
copy  should  be  sent  to  each  of  the  Reviews."  Frederickson 
MS. 

Shelley  (from  Marlow)  to  Oilier,  January  22,  1818: 
"Munday,  an  Oxford  Bookseller,  happened  to  call  on  me 
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and  I  requested  him  to  send  for  some  copies  of  the  Poem, 
and  advertise  it  in  the  Oxford  Paper.  He  will  probably  use 
my  name  with  you  for  that  purpose. 

"  Don't  relax  in  the  advertising.  I  suppose  at  present  that 
it  scarcely  sells  at  all.  If  you  see  any  reviews  of  (sic)  no- 
tices of  it  in  any  periodical  paper  pray  send  it  me.  It  is 
part  of  my  reward  —  the  amusement  of  hearing  the  abuse 
of  the  bigots."     Frederickson  MS. 

Shelley  (from  Marlow)  to  Oilier,  January  22,  1818  (Mrs. 
Shelley's  hand)  :  "I  take  the  opportunity  of  a  parcel  to 
town  to  say  that  I  have  no  objection,  or  rather  that  it  is  my 
wish  that  a  copy  of  The  Revolt  of  Islam  should  be  sent 
to  Valpy.  [P.  S.].  WiU  the  books  eoer  be  bound  ?  "  Fred- 
erickson MS. 

Shelley  (from  Pisa)  to  OUier,  February  16,  1821 :  « Is 
there  any  expectation  of  a  second  edition  of  The  Revolt  of 
Islam  f  I  have  many  corrections  to  make  in  it,  and  one  part 
will  be  wholly  remodelled."     Shelley  Memorials,  p.  153. 

Shelley  (from  Pisa)  to  Oilier,  September  25,  1821 :  "  Is 
there  any  chance  of  a  second  edition  of  The  Revolt  of  Islam  ? 
I  could  materially  improve  that  poem  on  revision."  Shelley 
Memorials,  p.  159. 

Peacock,  Works,  iii.  427,  428  :  "  In  the  summer  of  1817  he 
wrote  The  Revolt  of  Islam,  chiefly  on  a  seat  on  a  high  promi- 
nence in  Bisham  Wood  where  he  passed  whole  mornings 
with  a  blank  book  and  a  pencil.  This  work  when  completed 
was  printed  under  the  title  of  Laon  and  Cythna.  In  this 
poem  he  had  carried  the  expression  of  his  opinions,  moral, 
political,  and  theological,  beyond  the  bounds  of  discretion. 
The  terror  which,  in  those  days  of  persecution  of  the  press, 
the  perusal  of  the  book  inspired  in  Mr.  Oilier,  the  publisher, 
induced  him  to  solicit  the  alteration  of  many  passages  which 
he  had  marked.  Shelley  was  for  some  time  inflexible  ;  but 
Mr.  OUier's  refusal  to  publish  the  poem  as  it  was,  backed  by 
the  advice  of  all  his  friends,  induced  him  to  submit  to  the 
required  changes.  Many  leaves  were  cancelled,  and  it  was 
finally  published  as  The  Revolt  of  Islam.  Of  Laon  and 
Cythna  only  three  copies  had  gone  forth.  One  of  these  had 
found  its  way  to  The  Quarterly  Review  [one  to  Moore,  one  to 
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Godwin],  and  the  opportunity  was  readily  seized  of  pouring 
out  on  it  one  of  the  most  malignant  effusions  of  the  odium 
theologicum  that  ever  appeared  even  in  those  days,  and  in 
that  periodical."  • 

Peacock,  Works,  iii.  448,  449  :  "Mr.  Oilier  positively  re- 
fused to  publish  the  poem  as  it  was,  and  Shelley  had  no  hope 
of  another  publisher.  He  for  a  long  time  refused  to  alter  a 
line  :  but  his  friends  finally  prevailed  upon  him  to  submit. 
Still  he  could  not,  or  would  not,  sit  down  by  himself  to  alter 
it,  and  the  whole  of  the  alterations  were  actually  made  in 
successive  sittings  of  what  I  may  call  a  literary  committee. 
He  contested  the  proposed  alterations  step  by  step  :  in  the 
end,  sometimes  adopting,  more  frequently  modifying,  never 
originating,  and  always  insisting  that  his  poem  was  spoiled.'* 
[This  account  seems  exaggerated,  and  does  not  harmonize 
with  the  dates  or  the  documents.    See  Dowden,  ii.  166, 167.] 

Medwin,  Life,  i.  298  :  "  Shelley  told  me  that  he  and  Keats 
had  mutually  agreed,  in  the  same  given  time  (six  months 
each)  to  write  a  long  poem,  and  that  the  Endymion  and  Re- 
volt of  Islam  were  the  fruits  of  this  rivalry."  The  same,  ii. 
172  :  "  His  [MSS.]  were  larded  with  word  on  word,  till  they 
were  scarcely  decipherable.  I  remember  a  printed  copy  of 
his  Revolt  of  Islam  that  was  similarly  interlined."  [Possibly 
connected  with  his  proposal  to  Oilier,  above,  to  publish  a 
revised  edition.] 

The  Revolt  of  Islam  was  noticed  in  the  Examiner,  February 
1,  22,  and  March  2,  1818,  and  in  the  Quarterly,  September, 
1819.  Horace  Smith  addressed  a  Sonnet  To  the  Author  of 
the  Revolt  of  Islam,  in  the  Examiner,  February  8,  1818,  and 
Arthur  Brook  did  the  same  in  the  Examiner,  November  5, 
1820. 
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